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FOLK lay Feiner

Joni Mitehell at le Hiboo
these next two weels,
}_Samu.-' Joni, Standing up alone
ar bevself on the stge aloge
by herself in the singer zong-
writer scene, her Martly ring-
ing out wnamplified, drowning
under eight millien seven hun-
drod and forty thougsnd two
hurdied and three watlsof olac-
tric sound sold lo date, shin-
ing wator drop of simple love
in the sands of soul and acid
lyrics,

Story is told, Jimi Hendrix
caught her aet ones, it later
wliing eight stwdlo-on=men and
mine milllon dollars to stop
a}]‘ braning his riot squad am-
=ufiers - and lipetick tubes and
fashish and soveaming souband
beroming 4 monk,

= Uh ves, Joni, lllke a breath
of fresl air has come back in
hir summer short dress smil-

ing owt from her yellow is the
eolour of my true love's bair,
amd it's always the flrst set
gpent looking at this angel he-
fore lrying on her songs,

Get hold of yourself, i,
you arve tougher than to lie dowr
o thiz. It's all cream soda frowm
five years ago that was a oo
place to gel on and came out
sounding just like the record
on yome guitar at the cooalbor-
ger boosted only e metallic
fi or picking seratehes of vour
hand not yet tréimnbling from the
avil grip of poison marijuana,

And you owtzrew it and pro-
ved it by laughing at Gord
Lighfoot and putting away lan
and Sylvia, Straight, Uncool,
Loft  hehind as wou passed
theough the Dogrs out of the
weakenity clutches of folk mocl:,
the Fizsh Gamo replaciys the
six string hanglng from youx
wall now splashed and stained
with old acid and sticky resi-
dues of swrar cubes,

She would da this 16 yon even
With colton i your ears, for her

lyrics are up the stairs, Des
Hyvered on the vinging of hex
apen tuning siringing with the
guality of singing of & ¢hoir
how, they draw water coloar
pictures in the air around her
BVQS.

They arc her lyries: she is
their perzonifleation and act-
ress , Wou cpn place her in tha
gentle seenss ther create kgw-
ing she will not break the
spenes, Mothing Dbieahs all
aight, nothing cvaches, she does
not make the seoaes, she gol-
den . smiles you  through her
creations  and her fice does
whiat Bag do be explained,

Jomi bas hlossomod at the
Hibow the first flowar of the
vear, She will give you a candle
Tor the dark flood of slormy
examirations coming cald and
fasl, Bhe will wige inside the
east end of youwr acid Mowm
head and pive a brict rolief
of cledn bofore you sink down
in the black hole of soul of
Firmnd Hendrix and the Cream,

o sovwselt the favour of
fer flavonr,
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Amplifiers, lipstick tubes, and Joni

Joni « smiles, songs ond summertime
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