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HAS ALWAYSbeen quick to point out that his public career as the songwriting half of Simon and Garfunkel es~ sentially lasted six years, from the release of Wednesday , 3A.M. in 1964 to the valedictory of Bridge Over Troubled Water in 1970. The work Simon and Garfunkel did during those years will always loom large in the history of popular music, and it is why the two men were elected to the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame in 1990.





C his year , Paul Simon enters the Hall of Fame on the strength of the extraordinary music he has made in the past three decades, a period five times as long as the run Simon and Garfunkel enjoyed. Simon’s solo career is a more restless, more complex journey than that of Simon and Garfunkel. That earlier body of songs has been locked in the amber of people’s memories as a chronicle of the Sixties’ descent from innocence and hopefulness to crestfallen realism. “Bridge Over Troubled Water” is a powerful hymn of solace, and the impending breakup of Simon and Garfunkel is just one of the losses that lends that song its resonance. Along with the Beades’ “Let It Be” and the Rolling Stones’ “You Can’t Always Get What You Want,” it is one of the great elegies for the Sixties dream. Indeed, the breakup of Simon and Garfunkel, like the breakup of the Beatles, marked the symbolic end of an era.

The burden  of th a t history, the w ealth  of 
th o se  d eep ly  p erso na l associations, is th e  
first problem  Simon had  to  overcome w hen 
he set ou t on his own. He w as particularly  
d aunted  by the p rospect of trying to  follow 
up  Bridge Over Troubled Water by himself. Con- 
sequendy, on his first tw o  solo album s, Sip 
m on consciously se t ou t to  low er expecta
tions. Even their tides, Paul Simon (1972) and  
There Goes Rhymin’ Simon (1973), rein troduce by 
nam e someone the singer fears his audience 
may have forgotten or no longer care about. 
T hose album s are n o t th e  sw eeping  s ta te-' 
m ents people h ad  come to  expect from  Si-' 
m on and  Garfunkel. They are, instead, col
lections of songs -  in  some cases, excellent 
songs on the order of “M other and  Child Re
union” (a tid e  lifted  from a chicken-and-egg 
d ish  on the m enu of a Chinese restauran t), 
“D u n c a n ,” “M e a n d  J u lio  D ow n  b y  th e  
Schoolyard,” “Something So Right,” “Ameri
can Tune” and  “Loves Me Like a Rock.”

Those albums are really m ost notable for 
the degree to  w hich Simon expanded his m u
sical palette. The gende, folk-rock pastels of 
S im on  a n d  G a rfu n k e l -  s t i l l  e v id e n t on  
“American Tune,” for exam ple -  w ere now  
ju st p a rt of the picture. Simon explored his 
in terest in  reggae, blues and  gospel, exercis
ing a curiosity about new  sounds th a t w ould  
eventually become one of his signatures. If he 
h ad  n o t yet m ade th e  album  th a t w ould  raise 
his solo career to  a s tature equal to  th a t of Si
m on and  Garfunkel, he had, a t the .very least, 
declared and  established his independence. 
There could be no confusing Paul Simon w ith  
Simon and  Garfunkel.

Still Crazy After All These Years (1975) repre
sen ted  a m ore d ram atic step  forw ard. N ot 
only w as Simon’s w ritin g  im pressively  as
su re d  -  a d d in g  a ca tc h p h rase  to  th e  la n 
guage, for one th ing  -  the album  caught the 
rom antic malaise of the Seventies as telling
ly as Simon and  Garfunkel h ad  defined the 
Sixties. Interestingly, bo th  the title  track  and  
“Have a Good lim e ” w ere offered for use in  
Shampoo, W arren  Beatty’s ow n depiction  of 
the Seventies as a sum ptuous hell of sexual 
indulgence, though n either song w as used. 
There may w ell have been, as Simon im m or
tally p u t it , “50 W ays to  Leave Your Lover,” 
b u t such freedom  cam e a t a price. Simon’s 
id le rendering of the line “I fear I’ll do some 
dam age one fine day” in  “Still Crazy” sug
gests how  costly th a t price may prove to  be.

F or th e  n e x t  te n  y ea rs , S im on w o u ld  
seem  to  lose focus, o r a t le as t to  w an d er in  
a variety  of d irections. He sw itched  record  
com panies. He w ro te , s ta rred  in  an d  com 
posed  th e  m usic for th e  film  One Trick Pony. 
The movie w as poorly  received, though  Si
mon’s songs for i t  w ere ju stifiab ly  p raised , 
a ju d gm en t he w ou ld  encounter again. Si
m on an d  Garfunkel reu n ited  for a s tad ium  
to u r. Sim on’s 1983 albu m  Hearts and Bones 
failed  com m ercially desp ite  the p resence of 
som e of h is g rea test songs -  includ ing  the 
t i t l e  track^M T rain  in  th e  D is ta n c e ” an d  
“Rene an d  G eorgette M agritte  W ith  T heir 
Dog A fter th e  W ar.”

So w hen  a new  sound  caught his ear to 
w ard  the end  of th a t period , he figured he’d  
travel to  South Africa to  w ork  w ith  some of



th e  m usicians w ho  h ad  c rea ted  it. H e fe lt 
th a t he had  no th ing  to  lose, th a t he had  fall
en so far below  th e  com m ercial rada r th a t 
he w as free to  do  w hatever he w an ted . The 
resu lt of th a t decision, of course, w as Grace- 
land (1986), an album  th a t had  an enorm ous 
m usical, political an d  social im pact. W hen  
i t  firs t came o u t and  the s to ry  of ®  m aking 
becam e public, Simon w as roundly  attacked  
for v io lating  th e  cu ltu ral b oyco tt of South 
A frica d e c la re d  by  th e  A frican  N a tio n a l 
Congress, the organization  th a t w as leading 
th e  s tru gg le  ag a in s t th e  b ru ta l ap a rth e id  
system . N ever o ne  to  b ack  d o w n  from  a 
fight, Simon in sisted  th a t African m usicians 
h ad  inv ited  h im  to  th e ir country  and  he had  
no in ten tio n  of apologizing.

Soon th a t debate receded and  Graceland’s 
b rilliance  becam e ev iden t. S im on an d  h is 
African collaborators h ad  created  a sound  no 
one had  heard  before. The propulsive rhyth
m ic force an d  th e  sheer exuberance of the 
m usic freed Simon to  b lend  surreal imagery 
(“Diamonds on th e  Soles of H er Shoes”) w ith  
lyrics th a t lim ned  th e  postm odern  w ay w e 
live now  (“The w ay the camera follows us in 
slo-mo/The w ay w e look to  us all”), th e  si
m ultaneous sense of acting, observing and  
being observed.

It should also be n o ted  that, th e  issue of 
the boycott aside, Graceland generated  und e
niably positive cultural effects. W hile it  d id  
n o t overdy address political issues, its  glob
al p o in t of view  ran  inspiringly counter to  the 
xenophobia of the Reagan years in  America. 
The album  energized in terest in  African m u
sic and, indirecdy, cast a dam ning light on 
the crim inal abuses of apartheid. In all ways 
it  w as a spectacular achievement.

Following Graceland seemed no more possi
b le than  following Bridge Over Troubled Water, 
and as he had in the mid-Seventies and early 
Eighties, Simon seemed pulled by competing 
im pulses. In  1990, he released  Rhythm of the

Saints, an album that was more of a companion 
piece to  Graceland than a move beyond it. He re
united  once again w ith  Garfunkel for a series 
of shows in New York City. More audaciously, 
in  1997 he undertook the staging on Broadway 
of The Capeman, a musical about the youth gang 
w arfare th a t p lagued  N ew  York in  th e  la te  
Fifties and early Sixties. As w ith  One Trick Pony, 
the play was not w ell received, though Simon’s 
soundtrack fared far better w ith  critics.

Simon got back on track w hen  he h it the 
ro ad  w ith  Bob Dylan in  the spring of 1999. 
Splitting the spotlight w ith  Dylan seem ed to 
relax Simon, and  he rediscovered his love for 
perform ing live. You’re the One, the  album  he 
released last year, seem ed similarly easeful. 
Less concerned w ith  making a grand  s ta te
m ent, Simon w ro te  an album  about love and  
its  d isconten ts th a t also 'acknow ledged the 
joys th a t love can bring. And w hile th e  album

Opposite: Simon, 
1977; Above: Simon 
and GarPunkel; 
Ladysmith Black 
Mambazo

doesn’t  flaunt its  in ternational airs, it’s sub
tly  inform ed by all the m usical styles Simon 
has ex p lo red  over th e  years. You’re the One 
earned Simon a Grammy nom ination in  the 
Album of the Year category.

T he album  tru ly  cam e alive, how ever, 
w hen  Simon took it  on the road  w ith  his ex
trao rd in ary  eleven-piece band. His players 
evinced an infallible ear for every rhythm ic 
nuance in  Simon’s songs, and  the shows reg
ularly exploded in to  ecstasy, w ith  audiences 
b o th  young and  old  happily dancing. Simon 
him self couldn’t  resist th e  show s’ m om en
tu m  -  he w as m ore an im ated  th an  he h ad  
ever been onstage.

“I have reason to  believe/W e all w ill be 
received in  G raceland,” Simon has prom ised. 
N ow  in ducted  in to  the Rock and  Roll Hall of 
Fame, he’s gotten  there himself. A nd on the 
strength  and  inclusive sp irit of his recent live 
shows, he seems determ ined  to  take the rest 
of us there w ith  him. ®



M r

it ’s th e  h e ig h t  of a clammy summer in 1976. My wife, Mary, and I are driv- ing through Tennessee on a cross-coum try trip to our home in Los Angeles, fresh from a frustrating, three'week search for reggae music in Jamaica. We had encountered José Feliciano singing “California Dreamin’ ” on the Montego Bay Airport PA system on our arrival, and in the minibus to our destination,



The Wailers in Jamaica, we heard a succession of C&W
1971: Aston Barrett, Bob # PMar'ê :;2 Z  artl.sts ranging from HankWilliams and Patsy Cline to Gale Garnett and Nancy Sinatra. Jamaican radio proved to be bereft of any reggae we could discover. Where was the reggae?



W
e  d e c i d e  t o  s t o p  for lunch in Nashville and spot an old brick building with a fading sign: e r n e s t  t u b b ’ s  r e c o r d  
s t o r e . As we draw abreast, we see a huge display window filled top to bottom with burlap sacks. Printed on each one is the unmistakable image of a fierce-looking man with dreadlocks poised beneath a blood-red logo. The image on the burlap proves to be the distinctive cover chosentor what will be Bob Marlev’s _____- and reggae’s -  highest-

l®tSmm.

W AN

rgae’s -  h i g h _  charting album ever (Number Eight pop), and the logo is its title: Rastaman Vibration.
W o w , we think, the heartbeat strains of reggae are really penetrating the heartland.In San Francisco, a few days later, we fall by Kingston Records, a new shop run by our old friend Ruel Mills. As we recount our trip, Ruel smiles slyly and says with a laugh, “You have fe leave Jamaica fe find Jamaica.”Reggae was the natural inheritor of the socially conscious vibes of the Sixties. No other music of the Seventies so successfully preached and pranced si- multaneously, catching the listener in its uplifting out- look, its unwavering belief in the unity of God in man and nature, and, of course, its abiding worship of the sacrament: Call it joint or spliff, bong or chalice, the herbal connection bonded the cultural handshake, as

A billboard in Kingston, Jamaica, advertis
es Bunny (Livingstone) Waiter’s debut solo 
album, ‘Blackheart Man,’ released by 
Island Records in 1976; Below: Bob Marley 
and the Waiters’ 1976 LP

reggae revived flower pow er and rolled in  the 
buds, stems and seeds.

But Bob Marley saw a distinction, too, as he 
surveyed the growing, mostly w hite tide of 
reggae converts in  the mid-Seventies. “Rasta- 
mon him not like hippie. . . . Him hold-a on 
long time an’ hippie no hold-a on, him fail. De 
hippie should-a hold on five more year until we 
coine. Den dem hippies be de Rastamon, tool”

Unlike the recipients of the earlier infu
s io n  of ska a n d  ro c k  s te a d y  in fo  G re a t 
Britain (w hen a wave of Jam aican laborers 
im m igrated w ith  families and various infec
tious Blue Beat 45s in  tow ), American ears 
had  to w ait un til 1969 to  hear Jah  music. In 
th a t year, D esm ond D ekker an d  th e  Aces 
cracked the U.S. Top Ten w ith  the unlikely, 
O ld Testam ent-inspired  “Israelites,” a sum 
m ertim e novelty tune in  the context of the 
Beatles’ “Get Back,” Zager and  Evans’s “In 
the Year 2525” and  o ther hits of the day. But 
i t  m arked th e  firs t ripp le  of the one-drop 
wave to  crash onto American shores a few 
years la ter. Bobby Bloom’s soulful lam ent 
“M ontego Bay” (1970), Johnny Nash’s one- 
m illion-sefler “I Can See Clearly Now” and 
Paul Simon’s K ingston-reco rded  “M other 
and  C hild  R eunion” (bo th  1972) p rov ided  
other signposts along reggae’s early-Seven- 
ties inroads in to  the U nited  States, culmi
n a tin g  in  Eric C lap ton’s ch a rt- to p p in g  if 
rock-blunted  cover of Marley’s “I Shot the 
Sheriff” in  Septem ber 1974.

My personal conversion to  reggae began 
one particular w eek in  the sum m er of 1973 
w hen a trip le-punch knockout h it me in the



form  of an article, a movie and  an album. 
Rolling Stone p u b lish e d  an  essay  by  A us
tralian  journalist M ichael Thomas on his Ja
maican journey -  speaking of a deeply philo
sophica l m usic  m aker n am ed  M arley, an 
equally p rofound  and  life-loving country 
m an nam ed Cunchyman and  an exotic, n a t
uralistic yet serious religion called Rastafar
ian. Perry Henzell’s rude-boy epic The Harder 
They Come, s ta r r in g  J im m y Cliff, w ith  i t #  
high-pow ered soundtrack, opened in  a little  
theater on the north  side of the UC-Berke- 
ley campus. I sat w ith  a full house of scruffy 
posth ippies in  an atm osphere th a t became 
cloudy and  cloudier as the story  unfolded 
and  the m usic rayed on. The following day, 
dow n  on S hattuck  Avenue, I p ick ed  up  a 
used  copy of Bob M arley and  the W ailers’ 
Catch a Fire fo r a  co u p le  o f bucks* ch e ap  
enough to  take the chance.

That was it. From its eerie fade-in, sneak
ing like a th ief in  the n ight, u n til its  final 
m idnight-raving denouem ent, I sat speech
less as I heard  m usic so odd  yet strangely fa
miliar. The rhythm  w as backw ard, the off
beat emphasized, the b lun t bass licks coiled 
th ick ly  in to  th e  lead  g u ita r , echoing  th e  
melody one or two-beats behind. And those 
voices! Bunny W ailer, P eter Tosh and , o f 
course, Marley -  half singing, half chanting 
the ethereal, plaintive vocal triad  th a t is the 
fo u n d a tio n  o |  |a m a ic a n  harm o n y , “ Iron  
sharpen iron ,” as they say in Jamaican patois 
to  describe the finely honed effect of the reg
gae vocal technique!

As the m onths passed, I realized  I w as 
n o t alone in  my new found discovery, Marley 
w as becoming the darling of American rock 
critics, though reggae was struggling to be 
h e a rd  o u ts id e  a c u lt  a u d ie n c e . M arley  
toured  America in  1975 for the first tim e as a 
solo act -  the original W ailers had  separated

along career and spiritual lines -  and his ap
pearance at L.A.’s Roxy was the ho ttes t tick
e t of the year, w ith  m usic-biz heavies and 
H ollyw ood s ta rs  vying for en try . G eorge 
Harrison, Mick Jagger, Ringo Starr and  Jack 
Nicholson ended up on tabletops, cheering 
w h a t to u r MC Tony G called  th e  “Trench 
Town Experience.”
, To understand  the full effect of reggae’s 

bo ttom -rich  ridd im s, to  p u t a face on the 
music, one had  to experience it live. A hasti
ly  arranged show  on the same tour Oak
land ’s Param ount T heater offered my first 
chance to see Marley in  action, J t was staged 
by Bill Graham, and  the place had  virtually 
sold  out by w ord  of m outh. W e sat in  the

Above: Jimmy CliPP (weaning white) and 
his band in the mid-1970s, around the 
time CliPP scored the international hits' 
“Struggling Man” and “House oP Exile”; 
Below: Desmond Dekker; in Jamaica, ca. 
1969, just aPter “The Israelites” soared 
to  Number Nine in America



Above: Solo a rtis t and political activist 
Peter Tosh (who lePt the Wailers in 1973), 
several years bePore his September 1987 
murder in Jamaica; Below: Johnny Nash, ca. 
1972; Opposite: International ambassador 
oP reggae Robert Nesta Marley

front row  of the balcony, leaning over the rail 
as Marley took the stage. Although his locks 
barely grazed his shoulders a t the time, his 
appearance seemed so bizarre, so unearthly, 
th a t m any folks aro u n d  us g asped  a t th e  
sight of him. He w ore street clothes and  sang 
w ith  h is  eyes c losed , tran ce lik e , an d  th e  
mesmerizing Marley never said a w ord  be
tw een tunes. During instrum ental solos, he 
w ould  snap his head back as if he were about 
to fall over, then flail his body forward, as his 
dreadlocks w hipped  around fils face, mak
ing him  appear like some Upper Niger fetish 
mask come to life. Every tim e he d id  this, the 
audience w ould  rise to  its feet w ith  a leonirie 
roar. Frenzied cheers ren t the air w hen he 
delivered the street-fighter lines of “Talkin’ 
Blues”: “I feel like bom bin’ a church/N ow  
th a t you know  th a t the preacher is lying/So 
w ho’s gonna stay a t hom e/W hen the free
dom  fighters are fighting?” This was some
thing other than “boogie till your coke spoon 
falls off your neck” music -  it w as as soulful 
and  m eaningful and  un-Seventies glam as 
one could get in  the mid-Seventies.

None of our growing num ber of reggae
listen ing  b reth ren  could have know n it  a t 
the time, b u t 1976 was to  prove a banner year 
for Jah  music. It w as a high-water mark -  n o t 
ju st because Marley had  a h it and was on the 
cover of th e  m ost im p o rtan t m usic m aga
zines b u t because now  everybody w as pay
ing attention . The m ajor labels w en t scurry
ing to  find  th e  nex t d readlocked  sham an. 
Check the now-timeless titles th a t came for
w ard  alon g sid e  Rastaman Vibration in  th a t 
twelve-m onth span: Peter Tosh’s anthem  to 
the herb, Legalize It; Bunny W aiter’s powerful 
debut, BlackheartMan; Toots and the Maytals’ 
R&B-infused Reggae Got Soul; Burning Spear’s 
singles collection, Marcus Garvey (and its dub, 
sepulchral sister Garvey’s Ghost); and the Lee 
“S cra tch ” P e rry -p ro d u c e d  s in g le s , M ax 
Romeo’s call to  arm s, “W ar ina Babylon,” 
and Junior Murvin’s punk-inspiring “Police 
and  Thieves” (a U.K. pop h it), la ter covered 
by the Clash. For sheer creativity and clear
eyed v ision , th e  lead in g  voices of reggae 
have never p ack ed  i t  so forcefully, sam e 
time, same place.

As 1976 ran out, the harsh and bitter reali
ties brew ing und er Jam aica’s idyllic island 
unity almost robbed us of its m ost effective 
ambassador. Bob Marley was w ounded in a 
politically m otivated assassination attem pt, 
ironically echoing the biblical w ords he had 
quoted  on the cover of his h it album: “The 
archers have sorely grieved him, and shot at 
him, and hated  him .”

The next year, Marley was in  exile in  Eng
land, teaming up w ith  Perry to  produce the 
raucous tw elve-inch single “Punky Reggae 
Party.” “The Wailers will be there,” he sang. 
“The Damned, the Jam, the Clash, Dr. Feel
good, too.” The solidarity and influence be
tween dreads and Mohawks was blessed, and 
reggae began to overtake other musical styles. 
The Clash’s “(W hite Man) In Hammersmith 
Palais” and  Elvis ^Costello’s. “W atching the 
D etec tiv es” a d a p te d  skank  rh y th m s to  a 
fiercer, punk-based  attack , fo retelling  the 
first full-force ska revival to  come in 1979-80 
With two-tone bands like the Selecter, the En
g lish  Beat, M adness an d  la te r th e  Police, 
UB40, Men at Work-and on. And on. And on.

Now, more than a quarter century later, 
the sound of roots reggae has become so fa
miliar as to  be old hat. It has been successful
ly diffused through other musical styles (rap, 
u n to ld  ska perm uta tions), w hile m utating  
and updating itself (dub, dancehall, ambient 
Bob Marley?). On a level more w idespread 
th an  alm ost any m usic since jazz, reggae’s 
riddim s and message of uprising have spread 
from a small Caribbean island to become a 
global, m usical Esperanto uniting  peoples, 
countries and struggles. One can find roots- 
type bands singing “One Love” in Portuguese 
in  Brazil, in  Zulu in South Africa, in Fijian in 
the South Pacific. Among black and brow n 
cultures, Marley has been elevated to a Che 
Guevara stature, as revered for his political 
s tance as fo r h is creative vision. S tranger 
transform ations have occurred. As New York 
Times critic  Jon  Pareles p red ic ts , “In 2096, 
when the former th ird  w orld has overrun and 
colonized the former superpowers, Bob Mar
ley w ill be commemorated as a saint.” a




