W TN TR R

W : Joni Mi
| anderlust: Joni Mitchell's Hejira
By Anthony DeCyris
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Mitchell t'b 5‘P'-"”’:! SULTSURANAMLY. D4 bclmg lane, in motion, free. “Love stimulated my llusions/Mere than anything,®
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When Mohamsmed fled from Mecca to Medina in 622 « the flight thar gives us the term “hejira® and the dave from which the
Islamic world reckons time - be was fleeing persecution and death, running to preserve his faith. A determinedly independent
female artisr writing on the cusp of the American biennial - Hejira came out in 1976+ Mitchell took Hight for the far more pravate
reasons of 3 crumbling relatioaship. Buot, m the richest literary tradivion, her inward and curward journeys simultaneously mirror
and relieve each other. Skhe could escape her inner life in the spontangity af her travels: at the same time, she could flee engagement
with orhers amud che intricicies of herianec life, “Till | started analyzng . . . And it made mont people pervous,” vhe ungs. “They
Hejira, thea, is partly a travelogue in which the place names mount up as the heroine moves on lﬁmﬂﬂqﬂ&um i
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free as the album's restless spirit. Many of the songs don't have drums, and the rhyzhms move on 3 moment's impulse with the
sinuousness of Mitchell's electric guitar and the elasticity of her vocal and lyric lines. ' ELR

just didnt want to know.®

The melodies expand until they are more like unpredicably recurring allusions ro melody rather than -delineated phrases.
And Jaco Pastorius's bass sidles, nudges and cajoles its way into the upper registers of the lead parts like a friend interrupting a

conversation with something important to say, like 2 former lover who refuses 2 fate in the background, like a memory thar will

not accept bdngforgo{m:,Hiimundninmhgrmrds,mm;lymdﬂsmnlhehmnudmufhﬁﬂé]'lw. '

More than twenty years after its initial appearance, Hejira still makes a stunning, nearly intimidating impression. Because Mutchell
is virtually alone among the great singer-songwriters for making musical contributions that are as significant as her lyrics, it bas
become easy 10 overlook how truly remarkable ber lyric writing is. Panticularly in the two songs on the album addressed 1o
women, “Amelia® and "Song for Sharan,” she discovers a language - and an supple vocal style in which to articulate that language -
that moves indistinctly between poetry and prose, speech and thought, coal abstraction and erodc revelation.

A« poweehlly emovional as i, Hefira i a s mone profoind, an exploration ofthe prisonbiose of the sel, “Aod the pow
reason/And the flowers of deep feelings/Scem to serve me/Only to deceive me,” Mitchell sings on *Song to Shar
Encountering the tangled, contradicrory. sources of our motivations, swirling in the funhouse reflexivity of all our perceps

those are journeys as voluptuous and frightening as any trek along the lost highway.

Hejira sketches a roadmap to the wanderings of the soul, and intimates that losing and finding yourself may aot be as different as.
chey first might appear. Neicher stae of awareaess is permance, afe all. Aud, 23 you swing sheough each only b0 S8 sgha taee
che other, the questions that arise easily averwhelm any answers that may briefly take ﬁ@qh&u«mh:&eﬁmwﬂt
the rearview mirror. i

=




