


The biggest thing in pop music
today is a blend of folk, rock

and church music known as goul.

Its spiritual home s Memphis,

back where the blues really began.

Before the altar at the Clayborn Temple African
Methodist Episcopal Church in Memphis, Tenn.,
there are three white coffins. Outside, in a freezing
drizzle, hundreds of people with umbrellas are
trying to shove through the church entrance,
W hih‘ others have Htﬂppnl a1l a hI;ll‘lLi LO }"JH} SOMC
Ellt"‘-m:ﬁ. H-}‘H}-]H PI‘[U{UF]";HNHH, The ["Jht‘lh"i_‘l]iiﬂlh,
which cost a dollar, show siIX 'LL‘L*H-;lg::d boys, one
of them white, the rest Negro, looking like a team
l‘-i‘ hl'ij__*l‘ll young p._ml }"ILIHHL'T'H iﬂ ‘\”L ﬂLli[H .‘»\_IHI
hhkﬂ’l. t|t11|1"‘-l¢—|‘$|‘¢;1h1g_‘d |;l1._'L.._"t*-. ;[Ilu.i hl;iu_"«. HHH'I_H
with IHHEr roll collars. 1he name of the gl'ﬂllﬂ 1S
printed at the bottom: THE BAR-KAYS. |
Inside the church you are given an eight-

page illustrated prograimi. ”{-H"*HL't“]lIL‘H‘” the cover
announces in Gothic print, “of the late Carl
Cunningham. Jimmy Lee King and Matthew
Kelly " A Bar-Kays Q}'mup picture in the program
_{Ii‘uua 1O illL'Ett,';lllu.;!l .n ho 1s who. but L'\L‘T'}II*H"J}
knows that Carl is the cute one smiling in the
center, and Jimmy is the solid-looking one with
glasses, kneeling down front. Matthew is not in
the picture because he was not a Bar-Kay, but the
Bar-Kays' valet.

James Alexander, the plump boy who 18
standing at the left in the picture, was not on the
plane that crashed in Wisconsin a week earlier,
Killing seven people, including the Bai -Kays' em-

ployer, Otis Redding. Ben Cauley, with a lip
goatee, kKneeling opposite Jimmy King, was the
only survivor. The bodies of the other two Bar-
Kays are still in Madison, Wis. Phalon Jones,
with the nicely processed hair, lies at a local fu-
neral parlor, and Ronnie Caldwell, the lanky
white boy, 1s iIn Lake Monona, near Madison,
where the crash occurred.

1 he program also contains individual photo-
graphs and biographical sketches of Jimmy King
and Carl Cunmingham. Jimmy, the group’s gui-
tarist and leader, “constantly sought to produce
the degree of excellence in his performance that
would bring Kings to their feet, and comfort and
solace to men of lowest degree.” Carl was a drum-
mer, and “the music which poured from his soul
reached the hearts of thousands of souls around
the world. The rhythm of his drums still beats ot
a melody which lingers on and on.” Matthew, the
unpictured valet, receives his own, rather stark,
biography: “His formal education began in the
Memphis School System and continued until
God moved 1in heaven and pronounced that his
pilgrimage through hfe had ended.”

The old-fashioned L'hUT'L.'h, with tall stained-
glass windows and an overhanging semicircular
balcony, 18 packed with mourners. A very fat
nurse 1s on duty, and pretty girls in R.O.T.C, uni-

forms are acting as ushers. As the white-gloved
pallbearers come down the center aisle, the
Booker 1. \'\';l*xh'll‘li_’h‘it‘l “igh School Band, seated
up in the choir loft, begins a slow, shaky rendition
of When Day Is Done, and all the relatives, Irniends
and fans of the Bar-Kays stand 1n silent tribute,
In a square on Beale Street, just two blocks
away, the figure of W.C. Handy, molded in brass,
stands in the rain. Since the Civil War, when
Beale Street became the mecca and musical cen-
ter for the T\L':::II'UL"H of the Mississippr Delta,
there have been many funerals for young men
who died in the pursuit of their music. In the old
days they died of train wrecks, shooting scrapes
or unmentionable diseases. Now there are other
hazards. but the ritual, the honor, remains the
same. At the Clayborn Temple, an usher with
L'T'L';lT'l'EL.'Li-L'L"ﬂ‘L'L‘ skin dabs at her ]NI‘!:::-LMT‘IL'J Cyes,
and somehow you cannot help thinking that the
Bar-Kays might have lived out their lives and be-
come old men without achieving anything to
equal this glorious traditional celebration. t
The ofhicial L‘Llh'ﬁg} 1S {"'I'L:Ht;l'hl;_*.._i ’[‘ﬁ, the princi-
pal of the Booker T. Washington High School,
a white-haired gentleman who speaks briefly and
eloquently, and closes with a memory: “When |
was a boy on Beale Street, we had no electric
streetlamps. It was the era of the gashght, and
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amplighter would
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come along in his cart. Frequently, night would

Y - : | k | i | ]
overtake him as he proceeded slowly down the

street, so that as vou looked after him, he would

vanish in the blackness. and vou could not see

"-H!'IL'FL‘ i”:-f Was. F"'.:; I[""-. Ii‘l-..‘ l‘_"|11‘|.'-.i'|'_";_‘ :lf“HE Ol 1IN
P

lamps you could see where he had been.

= - ' ' o
NOW these bovs have gone Irom us into LNKC

darkness where we can no longer see them. Bul
when we hear a certain melody and rhythm, when
we hear that souw! sound—then we will remember,
and we will know where they have been.”

||h,' \],;5111*'.'““ SO '-u.'ll_l:T'I-Lj ;tlﬁ}fL‘['w qu';n:w |1
1S 'ﬁ.l‘—.urg 4 10t of [w,-.-lﬂn:;:;-::' music iIs 1~ni.lll;~. A reiurnm
.‘.['1”11. .-E‘iu.' .:'\ax.,._'.l]\_*;ih- I,rL'_ 1~['~,'L1L«"”UT. !-"ri;,""".\.‘."'.'-"'LI.II.'H-][:-:L:
pop culture, where it was sometimes difficult to
tell the ¢ vishes from the musicians, back to the
old roots. A year ago, at the Monterey Pop Fest

: | . i i | | 1 l | T i
IIII"'-I[- I e 1\1'* 1i'.=1" cxXploded "“-”]'-."!'x_' BOMDS and AcInoi-

——

i 'y

ished their instruments onstage. Jimm Hendrix,
h:“‘|;1_“_' made a varietyv of obscene overtures LO 11S
guitar, set fire to 11. smashed it and threw tne

iragments at the audience. But “'the most tumu

iIl=

LUOUS 1111‘['11 fﬂH

of the Festival.” kiu.l't"ir'dtl‘lj_‘_ LO ONne
iournalist, went to Otus Reddineg and the Mar-
Keys (the Bar-Keys were their protéges), all of
them conservatively dressed and groomed, who
succeeded with nothing more than excellent mu-
sictanship and a sincere feeling for the roots of
the blues.

All over Memphis the boom 1s on: New re-
cording studios are being built, and old studios
are being k"‘ur"-.lu"kji_'mt LO

for the “"Memphis

meet the growing demand
Sound.”
wants his recording to have. And in the tra-
dittonal recording centers of New York. Los
|

Angeles and the old lennessee rival. Nashville,
I

which evervone

e signs of Memphis's musical renaissance are
being read with some unease: for, down amone

the magnolias and the cotton bales. this strange

i 5 P i W . of :__h-"l' " 1. i |:-“|| ™ 1 ™ i -' = ;
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boys and guitar pickers 1s making Memphis a

new center of the pop-music industry. The record-

ne industries ol New York., Los
Nashville are al

i ™
Aneeles and

1.1, .l e - : =3
nuch bigger: Memphis i1s prob-

ably a distant fourth. But Memphis has lots of

hits. Recently, on a just-average week, 15 ol Bill-
board's Top-100 pop records, and 16 of the maga-
zine's Top-30 rhythm-and-blues recordings, were
Memphis products

| here are many explanations for Memphis's
musical success, but they all boil down to that
one word: Soul. Bob Taylor, vice president of the
American Federation of Musicians™ Memphis
t_‘h;”"lh.'T'. SAys, “We don't have the world’s best
musicians, or the greatest I‘ccuhin‘:; cquipment.
But one thing the music of Memphis does have is
the ability to communicate to the listener a sin-
cere, deep feeling. You can’t listen to a Memphis
record without responding to what the musicians
felt when they made 1t. You have to, at the very
least, tap vour foot.” -

Across the country,
synonymous with **black™

“soul” has become
-as n “‘soul brother.”
But in Memphis those who “have it will tell you
l I any one
race. Nor, 1n spite of soul music’s origins in rural

1at soul 1s not the exclusive Property

poverty, does it belong to any one economic class.
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[t might have at one time, but 1t has become too
prosperous for that. I'here are too many poor
country boys with Rolls-Royces and matched
sets of Cadillacs.

Soul music is concerned with what Faulkner
used to call ““the basic truths and verities.” A
song like Do Right Woman, Do Right Man by
Dan Penn and “Chips” Moman, cuts across all
racial and economic lines:

If you want a do right, home days woman
You got to be a do right, home nights man. . . ."

But the thing that really distinguishes soul
music 1s its spirit. It 1s not what 1s being said, so
much as the way 1t is said, that makes 1t impos-
sible for a listener to remain passive. Soul per-
formers speak, singing or playing, with such con-
viction that audiences cannot help but ““feel the
spirit” and become clapping, shouting partici-
pants. A soul music concert 1s an experience that
provides a release of emotion for everyone pres-
ent. It 1s a kind of celebration, different from the
release provided by the lament of the blues.
“There 1s no Memphis mystique,”” says Atlantic

_i[l‘w[ the way the cats D

Records vice president Jerry Wexler, who fre-
quently flies Memphis artists to New York to
record with such singers as Aretha Franklin. "It's
ay, with real feeling. It

comes from their soulful way of hife.”
Memphis's special affinity for soul comes
from its very special history. | he soul sound was

1C

born from work cries and field hollers in the
lonely stretches of the Delta, and established
]:“"f.::"

permanent residence in Memphis after A
when the Federal army, having subdued the

city, made its headquarters near Beale Street.

[he Negro population of the city consisted

1

mainly of former slaves who felt they had

good reason to fear the local whites, and there-
i}*rc *dhl}ahi das LﬁLWH{ 1O [-CuiEFLH E]C;hngu;lFJUIH ddS
possible. After the war many Negroes came iIn
from the country, trying to find their families.
There were only about 4,000 Negroes in Mem-
phis in 1860, but by 18/0 there were 15,000
Beale Street, now a faded jumble of pawnshops,
liquor stores and pool halls, was then the tough-
est street in the toughest town on the \1i-~«i*~xii“*|"*l
River, and 1t attracted the Negroes, according to
one historian, “*like a lodestone.

1t with them a

he country Negroes broug
rough but distinctive music. a strange wild sound
sung in a foreign tongue by a kidnapped and
orphaned people, based on no tradition except a
few European hymns and dim memories of
African chants. It had thumping rhythms, un-

harmonies. earthv Ivrics. and. with a

orthodox
smattering of the city musicians’ more polished
lechniques and regular forms, it became the
Beale Street blues. The early blues musicians

were relatively unsophisticated performers, play-

]i‘l; l_l‘!hllﬂ{"‘|:ii=_1’. gltar. ||ult'!|1.*||i~;;l._ :|']H. Drimitive
! Bl IR & i 1.: 4 ] hs ¥ I
Insiruments ke .T‘.;.' U and the tup DASS HLii

as W. . Handy. the

such an educated type
Y . Rl - . P . ) i R puwran
Dest of the Memphis city musicians, found then

music worth 1stening h'.}!~ﬂhjﬁ made no secrel
of the fact that much of his time was spent eaves-
""1'1"|;1iq]1':1—: OT) H,_ 'ik._. H‘r'._'-.,l 1“"- :1'-,_ DNCC WTOILC. Hl
can tell you the exact song 1 used as the basis fo

dNy one oI my blues.
Sine 5 B : . oy |
SNCC AdIMOSL nNone ol the men whose songs
Handy used knew how to read or write music,

L " |1 { ] ] W - i
LNEY had to be content with a nameless sort ol

tame until the fledgling record companies dis-

covered the lucrative market for Negro blues.







SOUL MUSIC

Continued from page 31

The music business in Memphis did
not revive until after the war. Another
generation of blues men was on hand.
most of them, as before, from the
Delta. They played amplified instru-
ments, and their newly added, heavy
back beat caused the music of Muddy
Waters, John Lee Hooker and Howhn'
Wolf to be called rhythm and blues. It
was louder than the old blues, and it
had more rocking rhythms, but its
lyrical content was about the same
short phrases, pithy and unsentimen-
tal, often with strong sexual imagery,
viewing life and love from the bottom
of society:

Well. it means the same old thing
makes a bulldog hug a hound . . .
Well, it means the same old thing
makes a preacher lay his Bible
down. . . .**

One of the most active early rhythm-
and-blues companies was Sam Phil-
lips’s Sun Records. Phillips had been a
disc jockey for years on the Dust Bowl
circuit, and became a record producer
to cash in on the appeal r & b had for
white teen-agers. But he did not intend
to stop there: **I saw that if a person
could get a combination of Negro
spirituals, rhythm and blues, and hill-
billy or country music—not just an
imitation but with feeling and fervor
and soul, like the Negro singers have.
and the true country singers, too—
well, | could really do something ™

Anyplace but Memphis, finding
such a combination would have re-
quired a miracle. All Phithps had to do
was wait. One day a truck driver from
the Crown Electric Co. came In to Sun
Records. **His hair was down almost
to his shoulders, he had a real beat-up
guitar”’—and hix name was Elvis Pres-
ley. Before going on to Hollywood and
Lesser Things, Presley made a series
of Sun Records, which, according to
Phillips’s
the country whites with rhythm and
blues, ending segregated music and
creating the modern Soul Sound. As
one contemporary soul musician has
said, “"Country-and-western music is
the music of the white masses.
Rhythm and blues is the music of the
Negro masses. Today soul music is
becoming the music of all the people.™

As pop music grew more complex,
however, there was a tendency for it to
become synthetic. Modern overdub-
bing made it commonplace for a record
to have, for instance, a rhythm track
cut in Florida, the vocal in Los An-
geles, the horns in Chicago. and the
strings in New York. But in Memphis.
a recording session is really a session.

Shortly before Otis Redding’s death
in December, 1967, he recorded Dock
of the Bay, a song that posthumously
was to bring him the international
stardom he had long hoped for. The
idea for the song had come to him as

*%T ha Same Old Thing By Willie Dixon. ©1984 Arc
Music Corp
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plan, combined the music of

he sat on the deck of a rented yacht in
San Francisco Bay. He remembered

the 1dea, just a phrase and a snatch of

melody, and brought it back with him
to Memphis. He wanted to work 1t out
with Steve Cropper, the guitarist for
Booker T. and the MG’'s (the better
known name of the Mar-Keys’' rhythm
section), who produces Otis’s records
and looks like a young Gary Cooper.
They joined forces in the dark, cavern-
like, gray-and-pink studio at Stax’ Volt
Records, Memphis’s top studio, which
1s located 1n a converted movie theater
on McLemore Street, next to a housing
project. The marquee is still there, with
red plastic letters that spell SOULSVILLE,
U.S.A. (The sign was changed once to
read STAY IN ScHooL, but the kids
from the project threw rocks at it, so it
was changed back again. Now when
The Monkees or the Beach Boys come
to Memphis, they walk around Stax as
if it were a cathedral.)

Otis is playing a bright red, dime-
store guitar, strumming simple bar
chords as he sings:

Sittin' in the morning sun,
I'll be sittin® when the evenin’
comes. Vi

The front of the guitar is cracked, as if

someone had stepped on 1t. As he sings,
Otis watches Steve, who nods and
nods, bending almost double over his
guitar, following Ous’s chords with a
shimmering electric response :

Sittin® in the morning sun. . . .

“But I don’t know why he’s sittin’,

O1is says, rocking back and forth as if

he were stull singing. “He's just sittin’.
Got to be more to it than that.” He
pauses for a moment, shaking his head.
Then he says, “Wait. Wait a minute,”
and starts to sing again:

*(Sirtin On) The Dock f the Bay. © 1968 East/

Memphis Music Corp adwal Publications, In
nd ime Musi ne

[ left my home in Georgia,
Headed for the Frisco bay. . . .

He pauses again, runs through the
changes on his fractured guitar. then
sings: **I have nothing to live for. .J'nnfx
like nothing’s gonna come my way.

As Steve and Ous get the HUI]H"H.*-. 10

the song, they are joined by the rest of

the MG's. Booker T., who has a col-
lege degree and drives a Buick, sits at
the piunﬂ Donald (Duck) Dunn gets
his bass, which has been lying in its
case on the worn red rug. He is short
and plump and has long red hair and a
beard. Everyone begins to pick up the
chord patterns from Steve and Otis. Al
Jackson Jr., the drummer, stands by,
listening, his head tilted to one side.
Duck asks him a question about count-
ing the rhythm, and Steve looks up to
say, “'In a minute he’ll want to know
what key we're in.”” Duck sticks out his
lower lip. He plays bass as fluently as if
it were a guitar, plucking the stout steel
strings with his first two fingers, hold-
ing a cigarette between the other two.
Booker sits erect, his right hand play-
ing short punctuating notes, his left
hand resting on his knee. Otis is stand-
ing now, waving his arms as he con-
ducts these men, his friends, who are
there to serve him. He looks like a
swimmer, moving effortlessly under-
water.

During the rehearsal one of the
neighborhood kids, wearing blue jeans.
an old cloth cap, and Congress basket-
ball sneakers with one green and one
yellow lace, has shipped into the studio.
He sits behind a cluster of micro-
phones, unnoticed even by Otis who
passes directly by him.

Then something happens. a connec-
tion 1s made in Al Jackson’s mind, and
he goes to the drums, baffled on two
sides with wallboard. “One, two,” he
announces. ‘‘One-two-three-four.”
And for the first time they are all to-
gether, everyone has found the groove.
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T'he rest of the Mar-Keys drift into
the studio and sit on folding chairs be-
hind another baffle, one wall of which
has a small window. They listen, suck-
ing on reeds, blowing into mouth-
pieces, as Otis and the rhythm section
rehearse the song. When Steve calls.
“Hey, horns! Ready to record?” they
are thrown into confusion, like a man
awakened In the middle of the night.
They have nothing to record: there
are, as yet, no horn parts. Steve and
Otis develop them by singing to each
other. "De-de-da-dee,”” Steve says.
“De-de-da-daaah,” says Otis, as if he
were making a point in an argument.
When they have the lines they want.
they sing them to the Mar-Keys, start-
ing with the verse part, which the Mar-
Keys will forget while learning the
part for the chorus. After a few tries.
however, they know both parts and
are ready to record. “That feels good.
man, let’s cut it.”

When the recording is finished, the
tape 1s played back at a painful volume
level. Steve and Ous stare deep into
each other’s eyes, carrying on a kind
of telepathic communication. The little
boy, who had wandered in, says, *'I
like that. That’s good singin’. I'd like
to be a singer myself.”

“That's 1it,”” Ous says when the rec-
ord ends.

“That's a mother,” says Booker.

Nearly every man at Stax dresses in
a kind of uniform: narrow cuffless
pants, Italian sweaters, shiny, black
slip-on shoes. But now, standing in the
lobby, there is a tall young ‘\u‘rrn man
with a shaved head and full beard. He
1s wearing a Russian-style cap, a white
pullover with green stripes, bright
green pants, black nylon see-through
socks with green ribs, and shiny green
lizard shoes. His name is Isaac Hil}'::s.
With his partner, David Porter, Hayes
has written such hit songs as Sou/ Man
and Hold On, I'm Comin’ for the sing-
ing team of Sam and Dave. Porter.
dressed less spectacularly in a beige
sweater and corduroy pants, is sitting
at a desk, thinking about making a
phone call.

“Come on,” says Hayes. “Let's go
next door and write. I'm hot.”

"l can’t go nowhere till | take care
of this chick.”

“Which chick is this?”

“You know which chick. You think
| ought to call her?"

“What the hell do 7 care? I want to
go write.”

“Well, she’s occupying my mind.”

“Let’s go, man, let's go. I'm hot.”

Porter shrugs and follows Hayes to
an office next door where there are
three folding chairs, a table littered
with old issues of Billboard and Hit
Parader, and a baby grand piano with
names and nitials carved on it. Hayes
sits down at the piano and immedi-
ately begins to play church chords.
slow and earnest. As he plays, he
hums, whistles, sings. Porter hums
along. He has brought with him a black
attaché case, and now he opens It,
takes out a ball-point pen and several
sheets of white typing paper, and be-




gins writing rapidly. After about three
minutes he stops, puts on a pair of
shades, throws back his head and
sings, “You were raised from your
cradle to be loved by only me. . ..~

He begins the next line, then stops.
“Don’t fit, I'm sorry.” He rewrites
quickly and starts to sing again. Then
Hayes stops playing, turns to Porter,
and says. “"You know what? That
ain’t exactly killing me right there.
Couldn’t we get something going like:
"You can run for so long, then youre
tired, you can do so and so. . .. "

“Yeah,” Porter says. "Got to get
the message in.”

The door opens, and a small man
wearing a black suit, black hat and
black moustache comes in, leading a
very thin girl in an orange wig. “You
got to hear this,” the man says, nod-
ding toward the girl, who is visibly
shaking.

“Are you nervous?” Hayes asks her
“Just relax and enjoy vourself. Don't
worry about us. We just two cats oft
the street.” The girl smiles weakly and
sits down.

Porter is writing, Forever Wouldn't
Be Too Long, across the top of the
page. Then,

My love will last for you

Till the morning sun finds no dew

‘Cause I'm not tired of loving
you. . .

He stops, puts down the pen, and
yawns: *Naw, | had something flowin’
In my mind."”

“How long you be working?" the
man 1n the black suit asks.

"How do | know?" Hayes says.
“We don’t observe no time limits.”

“Yes,” says Porter, “Hayes will
probably be here all night. He don't
observe no time limits.”

Hayes laughs, Porter stomps his
Tighl fOOt once. twice. Haves strikes 4
chord, Porter closes his eves, and
shouts, “Cross yvo' fingers!™ He sings,
bouncing, the chair squeaking, getting
louder and faster. as if he were singing
4 song he had heard many times, and
NOL one that he was making up, 1n an
Incredibly fluent improvisation. The
girl smiles, then breaks into a giggle.
Porter stops and groans. ““Man, we
should’'ve had a tape recorder, I'll
never get that feeling again. Damn!
That’s a hit! Cross Yo' Fingers! That's
a hit title!™ He turns back to his writ-
INE paper to reconstruct the lyrics.

~Hayes looks at the girl. **So you're :
singer?” She gulps and nods. The wig,
high heels, a tightly belted raincoat
only make her seem thinner and more
frightened. “Would vou like to sing
‘*”Iﬂﬂlhfng for us”?” .

1Sht' swallows and nods again. The
PICK a song, a key (Hayes asks, ““Can
YOu sing that high?"). and she begins
LO sing. At first her voice trembles. but
as she sIngs. it Zrows stronger. She
shuts her eves and moves softly back
and forth as her voice fills the room.
Pnrlt‘:r Stops writing to watch her. She
1S SO I‘ruii-hmking that one expects her
'O miss the high notes, but she hits
them perfectly, each time, as her voice

swells, blossoms. Finally she stops, on
a long, mellow, vibrating note, opens
her eves. and gulps.

Porter applauds. “Wasn’t that beau-
tiful.” he says.

“Where did you go to high school?”
Hayes asks the girl.

“Manassas.”

“Man—I went to Manassas. When
did you graduate?”

She looks away and does not answer.

“Haven't vou graduated? How old
are you?"

The girl mumbles something.

“What!"

“Sixteen,”” she whispers.

“Sixteen? A voice like that at six-
teen? Old Manassas. Damn. vou can’t
beat it.”” Hayes begins singing the Ma-
nassas Alma Mater. Porter joins in.
They get up and start to dance. Porter
takes the girl’'s hands, and she joins
him, singing and dancing. They all
whirl around the room, as the man
with the moustache closes his eves and
smiles.

I'm a Soul Man

Got what 1 got the hard way

And I'll make you know each and
every day

Be sure honey. yvou don’t lose it cause
vou ain't seen nothin’ yet

I'm a Soul Man. . . .*

The Porter and Hayes song had just
become the nation’s No. | hit, earning
a gold record for Sam and Dave, who
would be singing 1t in Memphis that
Saturday night. With Carla Thomas.
they were to star in the Goodwill Re-
vue. a charity concert sponsored an-
nually by radio station WDIA. In 1948,
WDIA became the nation’s first radio
station with programming exclusively
for Negroes, and it now describes itself
as **50.000 Watts of Soul Power.”

The Mid-South Coliseum was filled
to near its capacity of 13,000 for the
opening acts, but the audience did not
come to life until the appearance of a
great figure in the history of soul mu-
;it.‘-—?‘h'hlljd} Waters. Wearing an iri-
descent blue-green silk  suit, huge
oreen-and-white jeweled cuft links, and
matching pinky diamonds, Muddy
walked onstage. sang the opening bars
of one of his earliest recordings, and
was greeted by a roar of welcoming
applause.

| eot a black cat's bone, I got a
mojo 1o,

I'm John the Congueror. I'm gonna
mess with yvou.

I'm conna make you pretty girls lead
me by the hand.

Then the world will know I'm the
hoochie coochie man. . . .*"

The loudspeaker system crackled
and sputtered while Muddy was on,
but everyone knew the words. During
the performance of the next singer.
Bobby “Blue™ Bland, the first four
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rows to the right of the stage began to
sway together and to sing or hum
along with the music—long-held notes
in four-part harmony—even anticipat-
ing the chord changes. The four rows
were filled with the Teen Town Singers,
a group of about sixty talented young-
sters from high schools and junior
colleges in the Memphis area. some of
whom each year are given scholarships
from Goodwill Revue revenues.

When Carla Thomas was 18. she
was a Teen Town Singer. That vear she
wrote and recorded a song called Gee
Whiz, which made the Top 10 and
made her a star. She has seldom been
without a hit since, and now as a ma-
ture artist she 1s known as the “Queen
of the Memphis Sound.™

Her material has matured with her,
but her first song at the Revue went
back almost to the beginning. She
stepped into a pink spot, a big, beauti-
ful brown girl, wearing a white brocade
dress flowered with pearly sequins. and
sang one of her early successes, called
B-A-B-Y. The Teen Town Singers sang
along on every note, mspired by the
knowledge that any of them might be-
come Royalty of Soul.

Then Carla’s father, Rufus Thomas,
a WDIA disc jockey with several rec-
ord successes of his own (his hit,
Walking the Dog, created one of the
dance crazes of the early "60’s). joined
her for a duet, and the atmosphere was
like that of a family reumon. Rufus
and Carla sang "Cause I Love You, the
first song Carla ever recorded, and the
first hit, however small. to come out of
the Stax/Volt studios. The audience
loved it. clapping on the afterbeat, and
they might not have allowed them to
leave the stage 1if Sam and Dave had
not been scheduled to appear next.

Sam Moore and Dave Prater. along
with Carla and the other Stax arusts,
had taken Soul around the world, and
now they were bringing it back as No.
. the world’s most popular music.
Their singing combines all the histori-
cal elements of soul music—gospel,
blues. rhythm. “They’ll go to church
On you in a minute, ™ a Stax executive
has said, and 1t 1s an apt description of
what they did at the Revue.

With their band, in black pants and
turquoise balloon-sleeved shirts, strung
out across the stage behind them. Sam
and Dave, dressed all in white, singing,
dancing, shouting, exhorting the con-
gregation like old-fashioned preachers.
created a sustained frenzy of near-reli-
gious ecstasy. “Now doggone it. | just
want you to do what you want to do.™
“Put your hands together and give me
some old soul clapping.” *“Little
louder.” “Little bit louder.” **Do you
like 1t?7" “Well, do vou like it?"" *I|
said, Do you like 1t” 7 “Well, then, let
me hear you say. Yeah!”

It was nearly midnight when, with
their coats off. shirts open and wring-
ing with sweat. they got around to the
song that seemed to sav 1t all, for soul
music’s past, present and future:

So honey. don’t vou fret
‘Cause you ain’t seen nothin’ vet
I'm a Soul Man. . . .

EVERYTHING YOU NEED
TO MAKE THIS PLANTER
when you join the National Handcraft Society

You'll receive a package every month...and
every package contains an exciting surprise—
a Handcraft Kit with everything
make a charming and valuable
may be a lovely apron, or a jewel box, or a
perky Snack Hound whose nose li
will always be something beautiful and different.

These Kits are never sold in stores. T
available to Society members only. You'd ex-
pect to pay $2.98 and $4.98 in a store for the
lovely items you'll make—but the cost to you
1s just $1 a month (plus 25¢ to defray postage,
handling and insurance).

Join now and we will send you an extra kit
free: the Rus-Tic Tock Planter shown above . . .
plus your first exciting monthly kit. Money back
if you're not completely satisfied. Mail cou-
pon to: National Hand-
craft Society, Des

Moines, lowa 50304 o w.ﬂ.
Dept. B-1219 -
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National Handcraft Society

B-1218 Handcraft Bldg., Des Moines, lowa 50304
Enroll me as a member for 6 months and send me
the Rus-Tic Tock Planter free. | enclose $1 (plus
25¢ to defray postage, handling and insurance),
for my first Handcraft Kit, and | agree to send
this same amount each month. If my payments
do not reach you in time each month, | will re-
ceive my Kit C.0.D. | understand that you will not
drop me from membership unless | notify you of
my resignation and you will return my $1.50 fee vn
for any Kit that does not satisfy me. :
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It’s nice to have
enough money

to retire on.

It’s also nice
to be ground
to retire.

You want to save a nest
egg for your retirement?
Fine. Be here to enjoy it.

One way is to have annual
health checkups. During
which your doctor will check
for cancer. Because lots of
cancers are curable if
spotted in time.

Have a health checkup
every year. It'll improve
your chances of enjoying
your retirement. To a ripe
old age.

american
cancer
society
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