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On the power and the glory

Jusl when you ra gelling a laste lor worship
they start bringing oul the hammaers

and the boards and the nails

Perhaps (! was all inevitable. Jonl—her incredible pro-
iMicacy striking our ansious and adonng sars with {he
consistency ol a beautilyl sunriss_ a literate virtudso,
her contempiative lyric surfaced much of the pain, sufter
ing and awkwardness thal accompanies growth and sal!
awareness Jonl s introspective nature was haunting, like
a bitter contaglon, Il caugh! us offguard at our weakesl
momants

All good dreamers pass this way someday
Hiding behind bolties in dark cafes

Here was a universal autoblography of lile itself. And
30, we awaited each fresh new masterpiece like mental
invalids seeking verbal panacea in her verse

Joni—the painter of words, the saint-like songalress,
immersed in her own sensa of martal panic, she learned
how 1o cope with and undaratand It Iike an sesthelic
scientist

Bt realistically how long could It last. this unwavering
snadulterated genius? All artista grow up someday and
Jani Mitcnall |s no exception o 1he rule The penius s still
as strong still phenomanal, but it's of a differeni sort
rooted in anger and B smug sense of sel! righteousnass

The beauly and authenticism in Mitchell was her public
culnerability Children of the 60's that many of us were, we
saw her music as 8 reflection of our own pain, lalching on
10 her gvery revelation, Ders succinct prophecies none of

1ham espscially unigue, but exceptional in thgir accass)
bility 10 those who nesded a poelic spokesman

Biue here 18 asong fof you
Inaide you |thear asigh

£ loggy luilaby

warg |§ MYy SONQ for you

Mow Milchell seams 10 seek freedom trom the public's
parasitic grip. No longer 2 spokesman, she has become
more of a poetic politician condemning |deals, slanding
al a sale distance from sell-criticism; no longer empa-
{hatic toward her antl-heroes and heroines, she suffers
from the same sickness

The taull, if it is one, seems two-1oid; stemming froman
overly-dependent public and Joni's voluntary departure
{rom the flawed and largely-confused human race

Golng back over the peak years of Joni Mitchell's career,
1he transformation she’s made seems ineluctable Before
1967, she had released two albums, Jon! Mitchell and
Clougs. both Innocently expressing the emotions of a
young, ingxperienced woman with an innate gift for sell-
expression. Leaving Lhe hills of Alberta for brighter lights,
she carried with her a guitar, a ragged suitcase and
dreams of becoming arock & roll lady.

The ethereal quality of her Music was pervasive and
biting. Even in her voica, there were lingas o! dreamy
nalvele. Her solt, echo-ey soprano was hidden somewhat
under an overbearing acoustic guitarand a celestial multh
tude of backing harmonies. The underlying breathiness,

the full tone was not yel realized.

In 1968, with the releases of Ladies Of The Canyon
and Blue, the unassuming poetess began developing inlo
a social and philosophical commentator. With Ladies, a
part of Joni still craved the canyons of Canada; but signs
of sophistication were prevalent. The dichotomy that ap-
peared in her life was frustraling. The need for musical
satiation through public recognition juxtaposad with the
ralentiess cold the city aMerad her The lragile earth
mothaer {ell somehaw misplaced in the dead of the night,
indirectly attaching herse!l to the lonely faces. the street
musicians, their mslodies meshed Into the emply side-
waiks, hidden under the city's noisy imparsonality

| was standing ON & NOISY COMer
Waiting for the walking green
Across the street he stood

and he played real good

On hig clarinet lor free

The sterile, cubby-holed bulldings left her no solace,
only visions of credil card existences, 9-5 monotony,
computerized emotion.

You could have been more than a name
on the door

On the 33rd floor in the air

More than acredit card swimming pool
inthe backyard

Joni's need for change and proper perspective brought
her to Laurel Canyon, near Los Angeles, Ihe up and com-
Ingmecca for anew form of music.

1068 was a time of restiessness, protest and a new, sorl
of earthy rock & roll, exhibited in the styles of The Byrds
and Buffalo Springfield. It was during this pericd that

Joni, inspired by the new generation of spiritual revision-
ists, searching for peace of mind amid the chaos, wrole
her generational masterplece, Woodsfock

We are stardus!, we are golden
We are billion year old carbon
And we've got to get ourselves
back 1o the garden.

A Hiss of Resignation

by Lynn Kellermann
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A revolutionary of sorts, Mitchell became, a3 Linda
Ronstadt put (1 “the lirst woman 1o match any man on his
cwn Terme as a songwriler quitar player or as an Incrad-
\bie magnelic human being.” She offered a new {reedom
tor women and a new direction for men, mis-understood
by women, who'd been forfeiting their own neads in order
1o llve up 1o some supposed unfiagging virility:

You criticize and you latter

Imitate the best and the rest you mamorize
You know the lime you Impress me most
is the time when youdon‘1 try

The volce became sensual, freed from past uncertainty,
the plano added forcelulness and unique style

Owerriding and recurrent in Joni's statements were the
struggle for freedom and SUCCess in the face of love. One
could hear the conflict in her phrasing The jumps from
low {0 high register suggesied resilessness, confusion
Yo, it consequently broke the wall that heid her incredible
soprano back. She discovered a whole new conscious-
ness as to where her volce could go

|sclation and the return to seli-alfirmation, separating
the need o be alone from loneliness, Joni wrote:

She wiil love them when she sees them
They will lose her if they follow

And she only means 1o please them
And her heart is full and hollow

Like a caclus iree

And she's loo busy being Iree

Bive, a very private album, is the study of a woman,
torn between that unfettered freedom and traditional
|owe, seeking perspective onca more on loreign shores
It was first 1o1u1}amemm:ell-|crullrry.suqocltafarﬂm
public eye

Will you take me as | am?
Strung oul on another man
Californial’'m coming home

Desplie Blue's Inlimacy, Mitchell was so perfect in har
Iyric, so vivid in her univarsal portrayal of desperate love,
(perhaps feeling safe [rom ridicula in a loreign land), that
she naver once detached the listener. || anything, the leel
ing was almost sinful, intrusive, the sensalion one would
get from reading samaeone $ personal diary and relaling
It1o their own [ives,

For The Roses was the next logical step loward malura:
\ion, Mitchell tackles more wordly subjects, Cold Blue
Steel Sweet Fire lraces the excessiveness of the junkie's
world. For The Roses scorns the sellless supersiar, the
manufactured god who once "used to sit and make up his
tunes for love.” Now “he's seen on giant screens and at
parties forihe press.”

Each tune flowed smoathly into the other, the concept
complele, the duction of jazz influence making It all
the mora Intriguing, but never alienating

With Court An Spark came the final truition. Love like all
other empirical ideas, |3 handled as realistically as possi-
bia. Joni is no longer the magical princess bul the prac-
ticing existentiafist; looking at her life in retrospect,
placing love on the shelf of intangibles, not forsaking it,

only accepling its elusivenes

Still sent out my prayer
Wondering who was there 10 hear
With the millions of the lost
and lonely ones | call out
o be reieased

RLUSTRATION BY

Caught in my struggle
For highes AChiyemaniy
And my asarch 1or v
1ha! don | S80I 10 COASE

The ~sama situation,’ {ne sasance of Joni's phulisophy
in {his pariod Can those imtangibies be attaned? Can
lowm (0 e truesi dense be achieved without conflict? Jon
once cof od fthat ~“tha mal o of Inadbsiduality
Ilwmc.umw-ﬂnncdlnmotwwm and
calls love a wery tragile plar, ‘hard 10 knep alive

With The Hissing Of Summer Lawns 1 s difticun 10 re-
cover tha arist nlmMIMNdelm
gratulatory, grandioss stataments ol uopar-Ciass com

and

aloo!, afmiug in her pesudo =l
paptized inlo hér OwWN se!l-made religian, intoleram of
nypocrisy, ye! sucked (ALD it by her own pelt Induigenca

She would like us 1o think sha's ng longer vulneratie
that she's aur d 1he dane search for “Nighear
schiovernents * and love that ‘don’l ssem 'O CedNe
Writing q!"mmrnwumwhmmmwnm
keep their gut reactions hid,” thers 5§ disdain where Ihee
was once understanding Sha denies any connecuinn with
iheir plight, nor does she wish 10 be a “subterranesn
romantic. disgustad with anything tha! s lesa 'han oure
sansualily Joni is armislit in both worids

Nothing Is capaulized in ma

On sither side of toen

The aitesls wars neves really mns
Not mine these glamour Gowns

Tha sermon-like “impersonal third” echoed Ower Irack
upon Irack of incessant maostly forgetiabie meindy twith
the exception of The Boho Zone Scartet Conquernng,
Harry s House-Centerpiece and Don'l intecrupt The Somow
all thoughttul, well-consiructad pleces). 1he ingtrumentia
tion precise and professional as atway but gutteas and
formulized. Joni's voice, fike a faroff ghos! in @ seance.
josas its fuliness and “talky” yibrance —reminiscant of
het b.gmmmmn-mmrm-mﬁ
certainly. It's come back again She no ionger talks o us
but safely above us.

In Shadows and 1 Mitchel! deiiberates on the forces
of good and evll, with the authoritarian tona of god on
sarth; the devine Arp-Farfisa perfecting the deliberatery
religious effects Joni excels lar beyond thasa contrast-
ing forces, accepling the force that governs us ail with a
senseof lotal despair

|s the self-portrait finished? Over the years, Mitchell
has conaistently added more color, depth and dimenaidn
loMrwmm.Aslh.ponmlﬂﬂMtulmm
tion grew., meummmmlt. we Came
away with 8o much more

Butmtmlmmmmmnm.m
crevices abundanl from over-exposure, the colors dulled
from changing priorities and shifting philosophiea the
beauty ng longer as vital The concepl is MiSang, the can-
vas atlacked haphazardly leaving only & taded sketch of
what was Joni even admits in her liner notes that “the
record i @ total work. conceived. graphically, musically,
iwmliymdmﬂmmllvnnw&uo"

And so many who once “worshipped™ Joni Mitchell
{eel somehow slighled. laken aback Dy her indignation
and coldness. Yel she purposely sasms 10 be painting her
myth to prove she too only ™ #t most’” about fa's
easence, according 1o what “sach sst of time and change
is touching." She speaks 10 us on winyl, atter all, not on
the Holy Bible

Since we are makers of the myth, often the catalysts of
axpioitation, we must suller the consequences of dis
{llustonment. Joni_ no longer acritic of societal fakery and
a representative ol human pain, has grown 100 proud, &
naophyte in the exclusivecircie of musical demi-gods.

Denouncing romanticiam, {“Don’t you get sensilive on
me cause | know you're just 100 proud. You couldn't slep
oulside the Boho dance now even it good fortune ak
lowed ) she's convinced hersell that the ever-frustrating
void between malerial conques! and blind (deallsm, ro-
mantic love and spiritual union has been filied. by the
abandonment of all of them

Instead, she embraces a higher, aimas! nihilistic order
of things. Stepping out Irom the cellar in the “BohoZone,”
a aymbol of her philosophical baginnings where she once
sought “sweet inapiralion,” she sighs, ‘oh well,' sublimat-
ing ner once undying lust for lifeand admitting that:

$vnnnnthucul‘lhl
he cleaner s crease was in my j@ans
Andany eye for detail
Caught alittle lace along the seams.

No longer the woman of "heart and mind, " the hean is
now obliterated, anger and cynicism replacing it; the mind
over-worked, mysterious and boggling. The honesty is still
there, but it's hard sandor 1o accept. Jonl no longer seeks
sell-alfirmaltion, afraid of confronting her own reflection
And 30 she's Gubbed herself queen of the high and mighty.
She's defeated the gloom betfore. Let’s hope she's nol too
high on her pedestal 1o mistake her present gloom for
infinite knowledge.
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