Gene was wandering around
-the neighbourhood department
store one moming and as he
passed the record department,
he spotted a record with an
American Eagle on the front.

“Must be the new Airplane
album, they’re always making
some sort of joke at the ex-
pense of the American govern-
ment.”

On doser inspection, how-
ever, Gene read the name
“Michael Nesmith and The First
National Band” on the cover.

“Michael Nesmith...oh I re-
member him..he was one of
the Monkees...they used to call
him “Wool Hat”. So he’s got
his own band now. I wonder if
they do “Last Train to Clarks-
ville, ha,ha ha,.”

Gene turned the rccord over
and started reading the back
cover. Up in one com~r was a
poem (probably the lyrics to a
song) written by Nesmith. As
Gene read it he began to take
Mr. Nesmith a little more
seriously.

“Pretty heavy™, thought
Gene as he finished reading the
poem.

In the ablum credits, Gene
noticed the names ‘‘Red”
Rhodes, James Burton and
John Osbome, some of the
most respected studic men in
the business. Rhodes, in fact,
was actually a member of Ne-
smiths’ band, the other two

“Maybe this wouldn’t be
such a bad album after all.”

Gene also noticed that one
of the songs on the record was
written by Eric Clapton. Gene
wasn’t so sure about “Wool
Hat” anymore. On a crazy
impulse, Gene decided to buy
the album.

“Hell, what have I got to
lose.”

Gene payed for the album
and walked the block and a
half to his apartment. As soon
as he walked in the door, he
put the album on the stereo,
lit up a joint and sat down to
listen to the latest addition to
his abundant record collection.
Gene moved only once during
the next half hour, and that
was just to get up and turn the
r.cord over. He was sincerely
shocked and surprised with this
record. He concluded that
Nesmith was right up there with
the rest of those west coast
country-rock dudes; Flying
Buritto Brothers, Byrds, Dil-
liard and Clark... in fact he was
above them if just for his lack
of pretention. He had the same
sort of honesty in his music
and lyrics that had made the
Buffalo Sprimgfield a legend
back in 1968.

“Yeah, Nesmith is right
there.”

The smile on Gene’s face
became wider as he formulated
a prank in his mind. Gene had
a friend, Ron, who considered
himself to be extremely cool.
Always dressed in the latest
fashions, ailways punctuating his
speech with the latest expres-
sions and above all, always up
on what groups made it and
what ones didn’t;
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Yes, Ron prided himself on
his knowledge of the music
scene. Ron could tell you who
was playing in what groups at
any given moment, who they
had played for before and a
lot of ‘the time he could even
give you a brief history of the
particular musician he was talk-
ing about. Ron also had a deep
contempt for “bubblegum” or
top 40 groups and singers. Ron
couldn’t say the words Bobby
Sherman, Osmond Brothers or
the Guess Who without a snarl
in his voice. If the Monkees
were still together, they surely
would have topped Ron’s list
of most hated groups. Yes,
Ron certainly knew his music.

“Hey Ron, listen, why don’t
you come over to the apart-
ment for a while. I got some
really supcr weed last night and
there’s a new album [ just
brought that I want you to
hear.

“Oh yeah. Too much. O.K.,
Fll be over in about twenty
minutes I’'m eating right now.
By the way, what album did
you get? ”

“l want that to be asurprise,

but I know you’ll like it.”

“Yeah, O.K. I'll be over in a
while then.”

Gene was reminded of the
fact that he hadn’t eaten yet
today, so he began preparing a
pot of mushroom soup.

Gene was halfway through
his meal when a knock came
on the door.

“Comme in, it’s not locked.”

Ron walked in, smiled and
nodded to Gene.

“Good day, Ron. I'm almost
done eating. While you’re
waiting, you might as well roll
a couple of joints. There’s some
papers over there on the desk,
Here, catch! ”

Gene tossed Ron a small
plastic bag full of grass. During
the next five minutes, Ron rol-
led four large joints and Gene
finished his dinner. Gene walk-
ed into the iiving room and
Ron handed him the joint he
had just lit. As Gene took a
toke, he saw Ron nod his
thead ' and let out his breath.

“Yeah, super weed.”

Both of them started to
laugh together, then suddenly
Gene remembered why he had
asked Ron over.

He walked  over to the
stereo as Ron took another
toke and turned it on. He
smiled as he heard the familiar
hum of the speakers. He was
proud of his stereo.

The needle came down
gently on the record and the
music began to flow from the
speakers.

“Am | suppose to guess who
this is or something like that
man.”

“Yeah, that’s the idea Ron.”

Ron let out a quick laugh
that remained visible as a large
quantity of smoke burst out
with it.

“You're crazy man”.

The song played for about
a minute, then Ron tumned to
Gene and spoke.

“Well you were right about
one thing Gene. 1 do like it,
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Can you give me a few hints to
help me guess who it is.? ”

“Some hints, eh? Let’s see,
They’re from the American
west coast.”

“Oh come on man. You
think I didn’t know that? All
those country-rock groups are
from the west coast. Come on,
give me something solid.”

Gene chuckled at his friends
arrogance.

“Well let’s see. YOU would
probably guess the leader of
the group before you get the
group.” .

“Oh, so it’s a him and them
thing is it. I see.” ;

The pair fell silent again.
Ron was intently listening to
the music to pick up some
clue.

“God, that voice sounds
familiar! ! ™

Ron’s face wasn’t as calm
as it had been a few moments
before. He was on to something,
Gene could see that.

“You’re sure I've heard of
this guy, aren’t you? ”

“Ron, who haven’t you
heard of! ?”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right.”

They remained silent for
two more songs, then Ron’s
face lit up.

“Hey, this isn’t the Gene
Clark ‘solo album is it. You
know, Gene Clark, the guy that
used to sing lead and write a
lot in the Byrds.”

“No, it’s not Gene Clark”.

“Oh”

Ron slumped back down in-
to his chair and reached over
to pick up another joint.

“Is that steel guitarist a
studio man or a member of the
group”.

“He's a member of the

band”. :

Ron contemplated that fact
for a moment. He lit up the
joint and handed it to Gene.

““Steel guitarist...member of
the band..hey..the Flying
Buritto Brothers got a new
member didn’t they? That's
who’s singing. It’s the FBB
isn't it?

“Nope™”

The first side of the record
has ended and Gene got up to
flip it over. Ron sat staring at
the floor, his eyes half closed
because of the dope and a
slowly increasing look of frus-
tration spreading over his face.

“Come on man, [ really
don’t know who this cat is, do
>

“Oh you've heard of him.
Almost everyone has”. -

Gene sat back down as the
second side started. Gene
smiled as he saw Rort nodding

his head in time with thev

music.

"“‘Well, whoweverit is, you
can bet I'm going to cop that
album. That’s really far out,
man.”

Gene chuckled.
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The silence between the two
was maintained until the start
of the third song.

“Hey, that’s a Clapton song.
Off Layla, isN.t it. Yeah, “]
looked away” Pretty good ver-
sion too.”

The young men toked an-
other joint during the album’s
last two songs. At one point
Gene noticed Ron’s face sort
of brighten as if he had con-
nected a name with the voice
on the record. Then he saw his
friend shake his head as if to
say, “No, it can’t be him.”

The album finally ended.

“Well, have you figured out
who it is Ron.”

“No, I’'m sorry man. I just
can’t think of who it sounds
like. O.K., go ahead, tell mie
who it is,”

Gene went into his bedroom
and returned with the album
cover, which he handed to
Ron. Ron read the title out
loud.

“Nevada  Fighter-Michael
Nesmith and the First National
Band. Mike Nesmith...wasn’t he
one of the Monkees.

Gene smiled broadly and
shook his head affirmatively.

“Nesmith. Well, shit, you
really fooled me this time.”

“You honestly mean you
didn’t know who it was Ron ?
Oh come on, you really knew,
you were just putting me on,”
Gene gushed out sarcastically.

“Fuck off”, Ron retorted
good naturedly. Then they both
started laughing and continued

to do so for about three
minutes,

“Well, I've gotta split man.
Got a one-thirty class. See you
later, huh? ”

“Yeah, sure Ron.”

Gene didn’t see Ron till a
few days later, when he drop-
ped by Ron'’s place to pick up
a book. As he sat down on the
edge of the bed, he lookel
over and saw an RCA Victor
album on the stereo. He rose
and went over to see what it
was. Sure enough, “Nevada
Fighter”. However, beside the
stereo, Gene alsosaw two brand
new copies of the first two
Nesmith albums. As he was
about to turn around, another
album cover caught his eyes.
He picked it up and looked at
its’ familiar cover. The Monk-
ees first album. Just then Ron
walked back into the room.
His face turned red as he saw
the record Gene held in his
hands,

“Well man, I was just get-
ting back to the roots, you

know.”

“I know, Ron.”

Suddenly both boys started
laughing, the way they had
done many times before.
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The Inside would like to put your name in
print, but first we have to have your poems,
short stories, photos, reviews, drawings or

whatever it is you do. Keep those cands and
letters coming in folks.
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