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FITH a brisk rap-tap-tap
_f on_the door, Joni
- Mitchell breezes into
sthe hotel suite. . She’s
in~a ‘teal trench coat,

t
1
i
1
f

fipe ;
okirg rather like a well-heeled ;
from a long day-

e fashion :hunt, Her face i

and made up, the famous,'i
dé hair falls full to below her’
oulders! Sorry, she says, as sheset<”

-itles down on the sofa. She’s not quxte B

e&élf this afternoon.
H

inspecti inting ‘on the
acover isa copy ‘of.Van Gogh's Self

;mmut with_ Pipe and Bandaged Ear, 'K
the age where the blue cast of his
lw@m level with the bloody-red .

But the face is not Vin-
cent's, it's Joni's, Her wide-

{

:mouth, the famous art martyr’s ban-

dage runs across the right side of her

ad. In; .person, her face calls to
d -Columbia

tw thme cents each, like Cmckex»

Jack. prizes,” .shie says. *
aboiit 35 cents each,

cylation that lets her know,
atly, where the pennies go. Jf she has
gone down Van Gogh's path

amst ina pop medmm

iption of her-career, and skie - -

: .R. piten Teavmg her fans behind

sice-bliie ¢ €yes gaze out above the lugh )
eekbones and severe down-turned |

REAXXNS

z) experiments and synthesizer ,' :
rbulent Indigo, by contrast, is . -

already being: hailed as a-féturn to

oLy amngaretumto p”pular"

music, ‘'to- the muslc old Joni
llfanschensh

i itehell _belongs in a long-stand- R

erican romantic tradition

that, from Walt Whitman through -,
the Beats, to Bob Dylan, exalts the*
m djyidual poet's ego in a highly pub- .

v] . Indeed, her oldfriend David
once reportedly said that.
'tchsll is aboutas "humble as

sfle can sayL without A hint
1y: “Ifancy I could have beena

bf ‘Mozart, given the right oppor-.

tynities and training, ...” Or, “I'm

always, out of synch, 'm three or

four years ahead of my tinte. It's the

mu rs who get all the attention.”

 She tells of a dinner conversation

eorgia O'Keeffe, the painiter,

ch O'Keeffe said, “I wish.I'd

musician, but I don’t suppose

do two things.” And Mitch-

ed, “Yes you can,” Q'Keeffe,

11, says, leaned forward and:
surprise, “Really?” -

! ewas92yea:sold "chhell

,“and-for the first time she,

seemmg egotism. ‘Then

M, aren’t there male rock stars of -

ent and greater ‘arrogdnce
'overweening nature is some-
times pooh-poohed (or praised) -as

“attitude”? And isn't there:a solid .

or Mitchell's having a . high

opihion of herself? Her influence on
other musicians, after all, is:both
widespréad and- deep: Bob Dylan;
Judy Collins; Fairport Convention;
Gordon -Lightfoot; Crosby,” Stills,

Nash and Young, hell, even® Naza~'
reth, have sung her songsaiidshehas |

been the subject of one of the new
ublquxtous “tribute” albums. Her

songwriting and guitar work have
been heralded by players and writers

as diverse as Jimmy Page of Led-

Zeppelin, ‘Prince, ‘The Pretenders’
Chrissie' Hynde, Suzanne Vega, Tori
Amosand Jane Siberry.

The protective ego shell, the habit
of constantly cheering herself up
with affirmations, may also be a rea-:

sonable reaction to having her talent-

ignored -and underrated.” She does
not yet, for example, rate a separate.
essay ifi The Rolling Stone Nlustrated
History of Rock, although every male
artist of appmxxmately equal stature
(not to mention doo-wop, bubble-
gum and The Beatles’ solo albums)
does.

‘She has been the victim of some.
particularly - masty. sexism - at: the

. hands of the rock press, especially in

the ' early ‘seventies; ‘when" ‘Rolling
Stone:ran a chart of ail her supposed
lovers and declared her the “old lady
of rock and roll.” (Before an'inter-

’ Bgnﬁ .feporter must SIgn -an im-:

able agreement: “The jntetview.
conduct isto remam of a,

rnusxcal natue: andils not to mclude .

any’questions regarding Joni Mitch:
ell’s personal Jife, past or present.”-

.- For the record, Mitchell recently. -
“her riuse or.ambition; Mitchell has
- prevailed.:in - a’- male-worshipping
~world mthherego more than intact.

separated from he: husband; the pro-
ducer and bassist’

Don Freed, a singer-songwriter

Saskatoon: Before :Klem,: Mxtchell‘v,

had- mvolvements vanously. ‘with

Jazz drummers John Guenn and:~. .

5

Klem. and..
has ‘been seen ;in - the. .company-of

an; Nash among
resolutely led by

And-someétimes . the.clashes be-

:.tween Joni: Mitchell's laige sense of
‘self and the world's €dgescause crea-

s parks ln the spnng of 1991,

Mitchell was mvxted to her home-f»

town of Saskatoon'to deliver thé key-
note address; to; thé: Canadian’Cori
ference of: the Arts. symposium ‘on

Arts in Education; . The titlé of the -

conference, - -chosed . with. self-con-

scious , irony, was~Educating . Van',

Gogh; ‘The conference was held in

the cradlé of North American social- -
attended-by teachiers ‘and ad- .
mmlstrators", ho regarded ans. edu-; ‘

1sm.
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‘measeseem'rcaELL cs E

cauon as somal englneenng. e
Joni- Mitchell, the self- regaxdmg

" chronicler of the so-called Me gener:
< ation; was. an’ mspmcd ‘choice.’ She
_“spol::glmthout tn‘(l)tes and, unsur-
~-prisingly, out of her own experience:
. Perhaps with Van Gogh’

‘mind, ‘she “suggested “dxscourage-

s example in

ment” might actually help artists, If

‘éxposure-to -the arts were all that
“riattered; then Florence would be

- full .of artists.”As' inadequate as her,

-.'-.,educauon was, she said; she thought:

" it'was probably as good as it could
‘havebeen.:

-'Some delegates at the conference
found her views refreshingly provoc- -
ative; others treated them as about as. -

*.welcome . as ‘a ‘hailstorm at harvest.
-“time. A.few'walked out, then spoke
-bitterly “to- the “press the next day-
-about the pampered pop star and her.

"stream-of-consmousness ram,'.

Mltchell who had been generous

~ with :her time: and praxse for. her
“hometown, feltbetrayed:

- “What dld they want?” she'asks in’
exasperation. “Was I ‘supposed " to;
clear my.throat-and shake.my 10wls
like John Dlefenba.ker? Of course;art,’

" has to come'from' emational distur-;

bance, The ignorant demand that we :

} _allconfonn, but the truthi'is, we're all-
- mad,.

.'as long as this thmg called;
‘l'lssullrantmg . ok
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-Mitchell prevails in male-worshipping world with ego intact

o From Page Cl

“Why would they bring me there
as an authority and then walk out
on me because I was not quali-
fied?” .

She saved her response to’ this.
perceived indignity for the new rec-
ord, to be officially released on
Tuesday. There’s no mistaking the
$Source of the title song, Thrbulent
Jpdigo, or its sarcasm: “You
wanna make Van Goghs/ dress
them up like sheep/make 'em out
of Eskimos and then if you please
make 'em nice and normal. ..,
‘What do you know about living
in Turbulent Indigo?"

-«~The “turbulent indigo” refers to,
the raging sky above the wheat

field in one of Van Gogh's final -

paintings, akin to what she calls
the “necessary chaos you need to
begin creating.”
i+ Her fascination with Van Gogh
is- long-standing (on her Miles of
Aisles live album from 1974, she
chastizes the audience for scream-
ing for her hits, saying that no one
ever told Van Gogh to paint an-
other Starry Night.). You hear reso-
fiances of it when she talks about
Her own career as “a misfit,” as
someone “ahead of my time” and
“misunderstood.” At the same
time, don’t read her work as
strictly autobiographical. :
““Pgets who last must write in
their own blaod, or their writing is
bloodless,” she says. “But it’s im-
personal and personal at the same

time. It's certainly not ‘confes-
sional,’ which is such an odd word
to use and always seems to get
pinsed on me,” e

wny s e
misunderstand-
ing so persistent
with her work,
you. ask. As
usual, Mitchell
is not at a loss
for words, She
quotes”  Frie-
drich Nietzsche
from Thus
Spake Zarathus-
tra, on
falseness
poets,
“muddy- the
waters to appear deep.”

-“That's something I try not to
do. The Canadian cufture in which
1 was raised, with its British base, is
very emotionally detached. To
speak clearly is somehow seen as
equivalent to talking your clothes
off in public, In the pop world, it's
another thing. In that culture of po-
seurs — Michael Jackson singing
I'm Bad, for example — to tell a
human tale, instead of serving the
p?p machinery, is upsetting to peo-
ple.”

C e———ee
Contrary to the image of herasa

poet of loneliness, Roberta Joan
Anderson, - born almost 51 years

ago (on Nov. 7) in Fort McLeod,

-hoped to study

Alta. — considers hersell a “funda-
mentally happy person.” Her par-
ents, with whom she maintains a
warm relationship, met during the
war (the story
of their ro-
mance is told in
the wistful
song, The Tea
Leaf  Prophecy
(Lay Down Your
Arms) on 1988’s
Chalk Mark in a
Rain Storm.

Her  child-
hood was ble-
mished by only
her family's fre-
quent  moves
and then, at
nine, when she was struck by
polio. These notes of dissonance to
her life, she has said, are reflected
in the dissonant chord voicings in
her music. That early “brush with
death” also made impatient with
society’s obsession with differ-
ences and hierarchies.

.. Her passions were rock music—
listened to late at night from Texas.

radio stations sending their signals
high and wide into the northern

sky — and painting, an important -

discipline in late fifties and early
sixties Saskatoon. At ‘nearby
Emma Lake, an internationally re-
nowned summer art school was
founded where Clement Green-
berg, the noted New York critic,
praised Saskatchewan painters as
the world's best outside of New
York  City.

Mitchell - had

with  Emest -
Lindner — a
painter and
teacher who
had. first help
draw  Green-
berg's attention
to . Saskatche-
wan — but by
the time year
Mitchell . fin-
ished high
school, Lindner - :
was on sabbatical. She enrolled at

‘ the Alberta College of Art in Cal-

gary, where she says colour field
painting and abstraction had taken
over, :
She was "one of about four stu-
dents of 150 who had the eye-hand
co-ordination” to draw well,”

- which she says was a stigma; she

was told she was too commercial.
She is still irked by the fashionable
orthodoxies that rule art educa-
tion. “I go to the institutes around
Los Angeles. It’s the same story.
The hip always come in herds.” -
Frustrated, she turned to folk
music, with the ukelele, and then
the guitar. First came gigs at The

Depression Coffeehouse in Cal-
gary, then a visit to Toronto in
1964 and a briel marriage to a
folksinger, Chuck Mitchell, with

whom she moved to Detroit. By*

1967, divorced and working solo,
Mitchell moved to New York City
and signed her first record deal. In
the next three years she became
responsible for a series of songs —
The Circle Game, Chelses Moming,

' Both Sides Now, Woodstock and Big

Yellow Taxi — that helped define
the giddy, twirling, expansiveness
of the late sixties. The Joni Mitch-
cll cult was well under way.

Critic Timothy White, a long-
time Joni Mitchell champion, has
already declared Turbulent Indigo
“a Blue for the nineties.” Released
23 years ago, Blue marked the be-
ginning of her most intense “con-
fessional” period. She also began.
to shed the folk/pop lightness for
more sophistication, with longer

melody lines, more ambitious ly- -

rics and complex harmonies.

Blue was an attempt, Mitchell
subsequently said, to change. the
momentym of her career. By doing

the distinctly un-pop star move of .

advertising her own loneliness, re-

gret and anger, she sought to un-

detmine the worshipfyl following
that had begun building around
her. She became the quintessential
“singer-songwriter,” charting her

gersonal growth over a series of al-

bums, “living on nerves and feel-
ings,” as she wrote in one song.
Paradoxically, Blue sold well and
______ remains ane of
recordings. In-
the need for a
good cry, Blue
delivers.

trained  mu-
~ sicians, By the
mid-seventies,
she .considered
them her peers,
Crafting her own brand of jazz
rock, she hired and worked with
some of the best jazz and fusion
players in the business, including
Wayne Shorter, Pat Metheny and
the late Jaco Pastorius. The notori-
ously difficult jazz artist Charles
Mingys became her friend. Not

surprisingly, musical, rather than.

lyrical, exploration became her
focus, and many of the fans were
left behind. In 1982, Mitchell mar-
ried again and began to pursue her
painting more seriously.

There were only three Mitchell
albums in the eighties. Hampering
her output was a tax battle with the
U.S. government, which claimed

her best-loved .
deed, if you'feel:

Mitchell

back taxes representing 15 per cent
of the millions she had earned be-
tween.1970 and 1977. She remains
convinced that Ronald Reagan's
government was deliberately per-
secuting counterculture figures,
just as Richard Nixon's adminis-
tration did in the early seventies.
Her most political album, Dog Eat
Dog (1985), was a direct result of
her anger with Washington.

* She alpulled through in good fi-
nancial shape. Mitchell is by no

means naive about the world of
business. She is proud of the fact
that even in the heyday of coffee
houses and crash pads, she main-
tained a pleasant apartment and
kept a bank account. Significantly,

she was one of the few major pop
artists who never surrendered the
publishing rights to her own songs,
despite record company blandish-

ments and arm-twisting. She also
took  creative

.she leaves. Another woman, in The

" Mugdalena  Laundsy, laments her
“ stay in a home for unwed mothers.

Mitchell sees the album as “por-
traits of women in various degrees
of dissatisfaction, or impending
change in their lives.”

In The Sire of Sorrow (Job's Sad
Song), Mitchell uses words taken
directly from several translations
of the Book of Job “sung in a
woman's voice, which ‘1 don't
think hurts it.” -

“Some people think the song is
about me,” she observes. “Then ]
tell them God wrote it. It's ex-
traordinary how people assime
that the narrator of a song is
really me. A journalist told me the
other day that Raised on Robbery
was the beginning of the acknowl-
edgement .of my sexuality. | was
astonished. The song is a kind of
musical play, song about an Indian
hooker coming on to a guy in the
Empire Hotel. I can assure you,
thatisnorhow1 gick up my men.

“The songs, 1 believe, have a
function in the world. You know, I
love to dance and escape as much
as anyone does, but you have the
choice of either escaping or con-
fronting things in your life. I'm the
only songwriter among my peers
who hasn’t dried up, so I guessT've
still got something to solve ‘or
prove. Most of the men I know are
in it for the money or women, and
if those are your motivations, you
cannot last.” ‘

She pauses. “You know, I live a
peculiar life. I hear funny things
from people.

control of the
look of her rec-
ordings” pack- .
ages; often fea
turing her own

five years since
she firstcameto .
public:  atten:
tion, .- -.Joni
-ye-
mains very
much her own

SRINHTCHEL L] Two girls T'met
Yoa ih s once said some-
thing wonderful

to me. They
said:  ‘Before
Prozac, there

was you.' So
perhaps it's. a
case of misery
oves company.
" Then there.?\lvl?s
a blind black
piano  player
who gave,me

woman, .

4

Turbulent Indigo truly does have
the sound of Joni Mitchell’s music
from more than 20 years ago.
There is the propulsively
strummed guitar, the catchy melo-
dies, the carefully composed lyrical
vignettes. But these are not the
songs of a young woman, or even
love songs in any romantic sense.
Mitchell’s characters carry on, to
use Robert Frost's words, a “lov-
er's quarrel with the world.” In 4
Sunny Sunday, a woman sits in her

- home, shooting at the street light

outside to help her decide her fu-
ture. The day she hits it is the day

- one of my fa-
vourite compliments. He said my
songs are ‘raceless, genderless
statements.” All my optimism goes
toward bringing down these lines
of difference between people.” -
Yet another time, she recalls,.a
young man approached her.and
told her that she was his girlfriend’s
favourite songwriter. “How doésit
feel,” he asked her, “to be:the
world’s greatest female . song-
writ »o P ""'..\':)E:‘ .
She levels her piercing blue-eyed
stare to see if the qualification*has
registered. . S
“I don’t think he really under-
stood,” she says, “why I didn’t feel
flattered.” 's
: {11
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