Moments of beaufy
from Joni Mitchell

i

. . . now comes the mom-
ing, wet with the kiss of eve-
ning."

Aglow in a solt spotlight,
Joni Mitchell sang the words
in a voice as crisp and fresh
as the morning she was sing-
ing about. It was a moment of
sheer beauty.

But it was nat the only such
moment this 2J}-year-old na
tive of Saskatoon provided last
night as she opened a one-
week engagement at the Riv-
erbodt colflee house in York-
ville. In her lirst set she sang
six songs, each one her own
composition and each en-
dowed with it1s own share of
the Mitchell magic.

Visually, Miss Mitchell was
the epitome of what every
producer of television beauty
cream or shampoo ads must
dream aboul: high  cheek-
bones: [ustrous, blonde hailr;
full lips and brilliant smile.
But don't let just the looks of
L‘nls girl dazzle you. Listen to

er.

Miss Mitchell sings in a
clear, soprano voice of ex-
traordinary range and flexibil-
ity. She displayed all of these
characteristics when she sang
her [avorite song (and now
one of mine too), The Urge for
Goln’, in which her wvoice
proved to be a delicate instru-
ment playing subtle counter-

point to  her masterfully
played guitar.
But Miss  Mitchell also

turned out to be a composer
and poet of talent that [lar
outstrips most conlemporary
writers in the folk idiom. Her
melodies are by lurns stirring.
soothing and haunting. The
mood is always coupled with
beautifully simple, yet highly
evocative poectic imagery.

In The Urge for Goin', she
sings of the sun that turns
“traltor cold” in winter, or her
love with "“summer-colored

skin'", using metaphors remi-
niscent of a Rcbert Frost or
Dvlan Thomas. And in David,
she evoked an appropriate air
of jovousness with the lyric:
“The song that he was playin’
Was nothin' less than prayin’'-
And nothin® more than sayin'-
I'm alive.”"

It is a rare pleasure to hear
a voung performer as accom-
plished as Miss Mitchell. She
is another performer’s per-
former, one of that unusual

Joni Milchell

hreed who is admired by her
{ellow singers.

In her audignce last night
were Phil Ochs, Buffy Ste.

tarie and David Ray, the last
of whom was moved to strum
an imaginary gullar as Miss
Mitchell sang Night in the
City, a song inspired by York-
ville.

Miss Mitchell, a compara-
tive newcomer tn club work,
also seems to have a natural
gift for establishing rapport

with her audience. Hopefully !

she will manage 1o remain

honest, avoid glibness and hip-
return again |

ness and will

soon to Toronto. =M.S.
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