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FOREWORD

Jerry Garcia was a guy | knew in the “old days,” the late 1950s
and early 1960s when [ was studying photography at the
California School of Fine Arts on Chestnut Street in North
Beach (now called the Art Institute) and Jerry was studying art.
We didn’t hang out together; [ would see him from time to time
in the coffee shop in the school’s basement. Occasionally the
school had Friday night parties that began in the drawing stu-
dios and painting galleries and then drifted into the school’s
courtyard, where students made music banging on guitars,
makeshift drums, and other homemade instruments. In the
middle of the courtyard there was a large octangular fountain,
where occasionally I played bongos next to Garcia, who had a
guitar. A couple of years later I saw him again, in a barber shop
on Haight Street, being spun round and round on one of the
chairs. Several guys were taking turns riding the chair, having
a good time.

During 1966 [ was “that photographer” who was around a
lot, and I was tolerated as long as I didn’t intrude at the wrong
moment with my camera. As a freelance photographer, I sold
my pictures to the newsmagazines who were falling all over
themselves to get stories about the personalities and weirdness

going on in San Francisco. Ken Kesey was part of it, as were the
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Grateful Dead, who were the house band for Kesey’s Acid
Tests. The Acid Tests were made possible by the handiwork of
Owsley Stanley, the notorious “King of LSD,” who single-
handedly manufactured millions of doses of acid and turned
on a lot of people.

Going on a trip was very legal then. In fact, there was an
aura about LSD that made it something most artists and free-
thinkers wanted to experience: it was an all-new dimensional
perspective on everything. Psychedelics were really it, an in-
credible perception for people. During those early days we
thought we were on the road to changing the world. People
talked about LSD with great reverence. Once turned on to
acid, you couldn’t wait to tell your friends. The nicest thing you
could do for a friend was to turn him or her on in the proper
environment: the music and incense and color and toys for
one’s trip. Tim Leary’s League for Spiritual Discovery pushed
acid as the sacrament of the cult he was creating, and his forty-
six-room mansion at Millbrook in upstate New York was trip
headquarters East. The Dead’s old Victorian house at 710
Ashbury in the Haight became trip headquarters West.

Until LSD became illegal on October 6, 1966, Jerry Garcia
and the guys sowed a lot of tabs. In fact, when the band came
out on stage at the Fillmore, they showered their fans with
handfuls of Owsley’s latest brew—a lot of trips. Naturally the
band had marvelous, great parties at 710 too, and although
Jerry was never the spokesperson for the group, people select-
ed him as the leader. Thus the name that went with his Uncle
Sam hat: Captain Trips!

Gene Anthony




INTRODUCTION

Jerry Garcia is a special kind of person. Whereas so many of us
tend to wander through life, searching for something that can
hold our interest for a short time, let alone for a lifetime,
Garcia has been devoted to music ever since he was a teenag-
er. As his career developed, he became known best as a rock
‘n’ roller, one of the originators of the “San Francisco sound.”
However, his passion has been not only for one style of music,
but for a whole range of genres, including folk, bluegrass, coun-
try, acid rock, rhythm and blues, gospel, and jazz.

Because of his passion, Jerry has never dabbled in these
styles just to see what they could add to his rock repertoire. He
has always plunged in, learning the instrument or style that fas-
cinated him, practicing whenever he could (sometimes eight
hours a day), and putting his reputation on the line by playing
the new music before paying customers. And being the great
technician that he is, Garcia is never completely satisfied
unless his performances are top-notch.

Despite all this effort, Garcia has never thought of
playing music as work. For him, it is an opportunity to have fun
and take a permanent vacation from the dictates of straight
society. This attitude partially explains the legions of die-hard
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Xiv INTRODUCTION

fans who show up for Grateful Dead or Jerry Garcia Band con-
certs, or for shows by the other bands that Jerry has put togeth-
er over the years. When Garcia is having fun, the music is
great, and Garcia is almost always having fun on stage. This
translates into continual good times for the audience.

Another reason for Garcia’s popularity is that he is not
afraid to experiment, to play a song differently each time out.
In fact, the band doesn’t necessarily know beforehand the order
of the songs they will play at a concert—how they’re playing
and what improvisations they do are what determines which
songs are played and when. And since his music is new each
time he plays, Jerry is not jealous with it. When he is done
playing it, the audience can have it, whether they want to
trade tapes of it or just savor the sweet high of it.

This approach to music sets Garcia apart from most of
the music industry. Jerry is not driven by money, nor does he
desire fame. There is very little that is artificial about him, and
he has no illusions about his place in history. Let others argue
about who changed the course of rock ‘n’ roll; let others get out
front of movements to change the world. These are by and
large not Jerry’s concerns, and he doesn’t want people to look
to him for leadership. What they can look to him for are more
basic joys of life—a beautiful guitar riff, an exciting jam, an
expressive lyric. For Jerry is the consummate musician; he’s not
playing because the audience likes the way a song sounds, he’s
playing because this is what he wants to do in life. Millions of
people love his music, and many of these people see Jerry as an
icon of the 1960s spirit. But Garcia is an independent spirit—
the opinions and expectations of others do not affect him
much. Listeners everywhere can be thankful for that.










THE LONG, STRANGE
TRIP BEGINS

~ arely a decade removed from the catastrophic earth-
\ quake of 1906, San Francisco had totally rebuilt
% itself. It was a center for culture, business, and trade

not only for the West Coast, but for the Pacific Basin as well.
This was underscored in 1915 when San Francisco hosted the
Panama-Pacific International Exposition to celebrate the
opening of the Panama Canal. This once sleepy outpost of the
Spanish Empire, a frontier town of no more than 200 inhabi-
tants known as Yerba Buena until 1847, was now a cosmopoli-
tan metropolis of almost 400,000 souls.

To this beautiful, exciting city by the bay came the teen-
aged Jose Ramon Garcia, who emigrated from La Coruna,
Spain, with his entire family in 1919. The Garcia clan was
well-to-do, and Jose had no need to take a laborer’s job, as so

many other immigrants of that era had to. He decided to
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become a professional musician, playing clarinet and other
reed instruments in small Dixieland-style four-piece and five-
piece bands. He eventually became an orchestra leader, con-
ducting the big bands that were so popular in the 1930s.

In the early 1930s, while playing in the Bay Area, Jose
met Ruth Marie Clifford, a strong woman of Swedish and
Irish descent. Her family had come to San Francisco during
the Gold Rush. Soon after Ruth met Jose, the two fell in love,
and they got married in 1934. Staying close to their relatives,
they made their new home in San Francisco, moving to a
modest home at 121 Amazon Avenue, off Mission Street near
Daly City and the Cow Palace, in the blue-collar Excelsior
District.

Soon, however, their lives took a radical turn. Before their
third anniversary, Jose’s music career came to an end. During
the Depression, the musicians’ union had what was called the
Seven-Day Law, which prohibited members from working
seven nights a week in order to spread the scarce work to as
many members as possible. Typically, those who had steady jobs
would play five nights a week and have two free nights. To sup-
plement his income, Jose had been working a second job on his
off-nights, and when the union found out, Jose was expelled.
He was then unable to find work, for other union musicians
were forbidden from working with non-union players. Since all
of the good musicians were in the union, Jose’s opportunity to
play music with other quality players was gone.

Rather than leave their home town for the sake of Jose’s
calling, the Garcias looked for other work. Jose took up bar
tending, and in 1937 he bought a tavern in downtown San
Francisco at 400 First Street, at the corner of Harrison near the
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Bay Bridge, which had been completed only the year before.
The Four Hundred Club had a terrific location, across the
street from the merchant marine local, the Sailors’ Union of
the Pacific. The bar was filled with sailors who had traveled to
the South Pacific, the Far East, and other exotic ports. Often
the sailors would bring in arcane mementos of their travels to
the far reaches of the world.

In the same year that they bought the Four Hundred Club,
Jose and Ruth had their first child, Clifford. Five years later,
on August 1, 1942, their second and final child, Jerome John,
was born at Children’s Hospital. Jose’s genes were apparent in
his youngest son’s dark curly hair, high forehead, and thick eye-
brows. The unusual name came about because of his father’s
fondness for the great Broadway musical composer Jerome
Kern. Jerry was raised a Roman Catholic and received early
religious training, but was never confirmed.

Garcia was surrounded by music as a child. His father
would play him to sleep at night, the clarinet’s lovely, woody
melodies echoing in Jerry’s dreams. His mother listened to
opera, and his maternal grandmother loved country music.
Family gatherings tended to be musical, too, for his father’s side
of the family would gather round and sing songs together.

Garcia’s own passion for music manifested itself early.
When Jerry was little more than a toddler, the family would go
to the Santa Cruz Mountains in the summer. One of his first
memories of those vacations was of having a 78-rpm record and
playing it over and over and over on a wind-up Victrola, until

he drove his parents crazy and they gave him something else
to play with. At home, Ruth Garcia played some piano, and

Jerry took lessons as a young child. However, he never
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advanced very far with piano because he couldn’t or wouldn’t
learn how to read music. Ruth insisted he keep at it, though, so
Jerry would bluff his way through his lessons, learning the
music by ear rather than reading the notes on paper, and devel-
oping an ability to discern how a song should be played.
Perhaps this was the first improvisation he did in his musical
career, a skill for which he would become famous later.

Another trip to the Santa Cruz Mountains, when Jerry was
four, was more pivotal. Jerry and his brother, whom he called
Tiff, had the job of splitting wood for the fire. Jerry would place
a piece of wood, take his hand away, and Tiff would chop. By
bad timing, Tiff lopped off half of the middle finger of Jerry’s
right hand. Hearing the screams, Ruth comforted Jerry as best
she could, and wrapped his hand in a towel. Jose then drove
Jerry to a hospital in Santa Cruz, some thirty miles away over
mountain trails and back roads, where Jerry’s hand was ban-
daged. Subsequent checkups resulted in smaller and smaller
dressings, with the reassuring doctor commenting on the good
progress of the healing. Then the final bandage was
unwrapped—and Jerry saw that his finger was gone! It appears
that Jerry quickly adapted to this, however, even turning it to
his advantage. Rather than being self-conscious about the
missing digit, he got a lot of mileage from displaying it to the
other kids around the neighborhood.

The next year saw a loss that would take Jerry and his fam-
ily much longer to overcome. The Garcias were on a camping
trip and Jose was fly-fishing, wading in a river that may have
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been too treacherous to get into. Suddenly he slipped and went
under, and he was swept away by the raging water. Jerry was
playing on the bank of the river near his father and saw what
happened, and the death of his father crippled him emotion-
ally for a long time. “I couldn’t even stand to hear about it until
I was ten or eleven,” he recalled. “I didn’t start to get over it till
then, maybe because of the way it affected my mother.”

The loss of Jose traumatized the Garcias, irrevocably affect-
ing Jerry’s childhood. Ruth, who had been staying home to take
care of the family, was now compelled to work full-time at the
bar. Handling the business, her children, and her widowhood
was too much for the grief-stricken Ruth. She decided that it
would be best for the whole family if Jerry lived with her par-
ents, William and Tillie Clifford.

Jerry’s grandparents, who owned a small house at 87
Harrington Street in the Excelsior District a few blocks from
Ruth’s home, raised him for the next five years. Both grand-
parents worked, William as a driver and Tillie as the secretary-
treasurer of the Laundry Workers Union Local 26 in San
Francisco.

Living with his grandparents changed Jerry for life. “I think
that probably ruined me for everything,” he said. “It made me
what I am today. I mean, they were great people, but they were
both working and grandparently and had no stomach for dis-
cipline.” He was able to do as he pleased pretty much without
constraints. Jerry would explore the Excelsior District after
school or spend time at his mother’s bar listening to the sailors
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tell their exotic tales of the world beyond San Francisco. He
gained a sense of independence that set a precedent for his
later life.

Tillie’s fondness for country music also made a lasting
impression on her grandson. She was a big fan of the Grand
Ole Opry, and listened regularly to the Saturday night radio
broadcasts from there. Jerry soaked it all in, hearing the likes of
the Carter Family, Bill Monroe, and Flatt and Scruggs. “I prob-
ably heard Bill Monroe hundreds of times without knowing
who it was,” Garcia later said. “When I got turned on to blue-
grass in about 1960, the first time I really heard it, it was like,
‘Whoa, what is this music?” The banjo, it just made me crazy.”

In 1950, when Jerry was eight years old and in the third grade,
his teacher enlarged the world for him as the sailors at his
mother’s bar had. Miss Simon was a bohemian, and she was the
first person to let Jerry know that it was all right for him to
draw pictures and do other artwork. She encouraged him to
paint murals and to make things out of ceramics and papier-
mache. All of a sudden, being a creative person was a viable
possibility in life. Jerry was taken with the idea of becoming a
painter, and began drawing and painting constantly in sketch-
books. This fascination with art became a guiding interest
throughout his life.

In 1952, when Jerry was ten, his mother married Wally
Matusiewicz. Wally helped run the Four Hundred Club, and
this gave Ruth more time to devote to her sons. She reclaimed
Jerry from her parents, and along with so many other
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Americans in the 1950s, decided to move out of the city and
raise her children in a “better” area. The family moved to a
middle class neighborhood in Menlo Park, a suburb on what is
called the Peninsula about thirty miles south of San Francisco,
near Palo Alto and Stanford University. Their house at 286
Santa Monica Avenue was across the street from St. Patrick’s
Seminary, and the quiet, peaceful surroundings were a sharp
contrast to the rough-and-tumble Excelsior District in San
Francisco where Jerry had been living without much parental
supervision. “I was becoming a hoodlum, so my mom moved
us from San Francisco to this new, ranch-style 1950s house in
Menlo Park, a real nice place,” said Garcia. “My mom made a
lot of money, and the thrust of her thinking was to get us out
of the city.”

Having asthma as a child, Jerry spent a lot of time at home
in bed. “I was a reader because I was a sickly kid,” Garcia re-
called. “So I was in bed reading. It probably was a boon to me.”
His stepfather introduced him to EC comics, and as
with thousands of other kids, these helped him get even more
into reading. Tales from the Crypt, Vault of Horror, Haunt
of Fear, and Shock Suspense Stories were early lessons in litera-
cy for him. He was fascinated by EC’s horribleness, tongue-in-
cheek humor, and graphic illustrations, and started a collection
of comic books that he continued as an adult. He also got

excited by science fiction, reading The Martian Chronicles by
Ray Bradbury, who was his favorite author, and books by Edgar
Rice Burroughs and others. Marshall Leicester, a friend of
Garcia’s since they were both ten years old in Menlo Park,
recalled that Jerry had a “great head for words and wordplay.
There was a lot of wit-play between us, that old Mad Magazine
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satirical outlook that was so liberating for American kids in the

1950s.”

As Garcia advanced through school, he got a reputation as a
notorious underachiever. To some of his teachers, there was
merit in this evaluation, for Jerry stopped doing homework in
the seventh grade because he thought it was a waste of time.
However, he did well in subjects in which reading was of pri-
mary importance—art history, English, and spelling—and he
had the advantage of elaborate and accelerated classes, which
were offered as part of a program sponsored by Stanford
University, which conducted educational pilot programs in the
public schools.

Jerry’s seventh-grade teacher, Dwight Johnson, made a last-
ing impression on him. Johnson drove an old MG and also had
a vintage Black Shadow motorcycle. He was a wild, controver-
sial guy who eventually got fired for stirring up the students.
Garcia recalled, “When we went down to the Peninsula, I fell
in with a teacher who turned me on to the intellectual world.
He said, ‘Here, read this.’ It was [George Orwell’s] 1984 when
Iwas 11 or 12 ... that was when I was turning on, so to speak,
or became aware of a world that was other than the thing you
got in school, that you got in the movies and all that; some-
thing very different. And so right away I was really a long way
from school.” Johnson opened lots of doors for Garcia and got
him reading deeper material than science fiction. He taught
him that ideas were fun and gave Jerry the sense that there
were radical possibilities and other life-styles. In a way, Johnson
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was partly responsible for Garcia turning into a freak in the
1960s. “I was encouraged to be an artist, and my time on the
Peninsula nailed that down real well.” (Amazingly, despite
being an inchoate nonconformist, Jerry did earn three merit
badges in the Boy Scouts, for knot tying, compass reading, and
life-saving.)

Looking back on this period in Jerry’s life, it is ironic that
in her flight from the city to suburbia, Ruth Garcia may have
inadvertently guaranteed Jerry’s future as a nonconformist. His
penchant for doing as he pleased, reinforced by his time living
with his grandparents, didn’t sit well with officials at his junior
high school in Menlo Park. His grades were bad, his attitude
toward school officials was worse, and he was forced to repeat
the eighth grade. Instead of helping him become a better stu-
dent and making him toe the line, it probably confirmed his
opinion of how little schoolwork and the rules of society meant
to him.

During the family’s time on the Peninsula, rock ‘n’ roll music
made its initial impact on the national music scene. In 1953,
“Crazy Man Crazy,” a recording by Bill Haley and His Comets,
became the first rock ‘n’ roll song to make Billboard’s national
best-seller charts. Rock ‘n’ roll soon staked out its place in
American popular music and emerged as a new art form that
appealed to the hearts and minds of the youth. In July 1954,
Elvis Presley released his first 45, his rendition of Arthur
Crudup’s blues tune “That’s All Right,” and rockabilly took off.
In 1955, Chuck Berry and Bo Diddley, perhaps two of the
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greatest talents of early rock ‘n’ roll, released “Maybellene” and
“Bo Diddley,” respectively. This Chicago rthythm and blues
sound was the nearest equivalent to rockabilly among black
styles, and it appealed to young white adolescents, who
responded to the rock ‘n’ roll beat.

Garcia’s brother began listening to rock ‘n’ roll and rhythm
and blues. Tiff was a big influence on Jerry, and Jerry listened to
the music that Tiff listened to. Tiff and Jerry would harmonize
to the popular tunes of the day. Jerry recalled, “He was into
very early rock ‘n’ roll and rhythm and blues. I remember the
Crows—you know, ‘Gee.” . . . It was basically black music, the
early doo-wop groups. Hank Ballard and the Midnighters were
a big early influence for me. My brother would learn the tunes,
we would try to sing them, and he would make me learn har-
mony parts. In a way, [ learned a lot of my ear training from
my older brother.”

The Garcias lived in Menlo Park for about three years. During
that time Jerry’s stepfather was managing the Four Hundred
Club, commuting each day in the family car, until the bar was
sold to the state, which had chosen that block as the site of a
freeway entrance. When Garcia was thirteen or so the family
moved back to San Francisco and he began going to Denman
Junior High School, a tough city school in comparison to
Menlo Park. There, he became what his mother had tried to
prevent—a hoodlum, if only for self-preservation. “Either you
were a hoodlum or you were a puddle on the sidewalk. I was
part of a big gang, a nonaffiliated gang. . . .” But Jerry wasn’t
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...................................................................................................................

really cut out for this role. “It was a state of war, and I didn’t last
long in that. | spent a lot of time in Mission Emergency
Hospital on weekends, holding my lip together, or my eye,
because some guy had hit me with a board.”

After graduating from Denman, he went on to Balboa
High School, which was another roughneck school. On the
weekends he’d go out with his friends and do a lot of drinking
and partying. When he was fifteen, he got turned on to mari-
juana. “Me and a friend went up into the hills with two joints,
the San Francisco foothills, and smoked these joints and just
got so high and laughed and roared and went skipping down
the streets doing funny things and just having a helluva time.”
Marijuana was just what Garcia was looking for to have fun,
because he never really liked drinking.

Although he hung out with his high school buddies dur-
ing the week, Jerry the hoodlum was secretly leading a double
life. On weekends and during the summer, he was reading all
the books he could get his hands on and attending sessions at
the California School of Fine Arts in the North Beach section
of San Francisco, which was the center of the local Beatnik

movement during its heyday in the late 1950s.

The San Francisco Beatnik scene can trace its beginnings to
the literary parties that radical poet Kenneth Rexroth had been
having in the city since the 1940s. In the early 1950s poet
Lawrence Ferlinghetti moved to San Francisco. In 1953 he
became a partner in the City Lights Bookstore and by 1955 he
was its sole proprietor. City Lights, open seven days a week
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from morning until midnight, soon became the heart of the
artistic and intellectual community. Its late hours, relaxed
atmosphere, and alternative point of view made the bookstore
attractive to nonconformists who rejected the materialism and
conformity of the Eisenhower years.

A watershed in San Francisco’s literary and Beatnik scene
occurred at the poetry reading at the Six Gallery in San
Francisco on October 7, 1955. Allen Ginsberg organized the
gathering, which consisted of poets Philip Lamantia, Michael
McClure, Gary Snyder, Philip Whalen, Ginsberg, and
Rexroth, the papa-critic of avant-garde San Francisco. The Six
Gallery was an old garage with white walls, a dirt floor, and a
stage, and for this event it was filled with more than one hun-
dred people. The standing-room-only crowd was primed for the
occasion courtesy of Jack Kerouac, who had collected money
and brought jugs of wine to the reading. Kerouac wandered
around the room offering everyone a swig of wine, continually
muttering “Wow!” and “Yes!” in harmony with his buddy, Neal
Cassady. It was Ginsberg’s first public reading, and he read from
his poem “Howl” as members of the audience shouted, “Go!
Go! Go!”

No poem reflected the spirit of the Beat movement better
than “Howl.” The Beats thumbed their noses at mainstream
culture, and “Howl” expressed their alienation, their restless
search for spiritual fulfillment, their experimentation with
drugs and sex, their nomadic life-style, and their rejection of
Cold War politics. “Howl” made a palpable impact on the audi-
ence that night, and the next day Ferlinghetti offered to pub-
lish it. When customs agents seized a shipment of copies
entering the country from the English printer, Ferlinghetti was
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arrested as the publisher, and the ensuing media attention put
the City Lights Bookstore and the San Francisco Beatnik scene
on the map.

San Francisco had a number of places, like City Lights, the
Place, and the Coexistence Bagel Shop, which offered haven
for Beatniks, poets, and artists. In the midst of this artistic
renaissance in San Francisco, Jerry Garcia was taking art class-
es, and when not in class he would roam the streets checking
out the sights and sounds of the Beat movement. Garcia
remembered, “I was going to the art institute on Saturdays and
summer sessions. This was when the Beatniks were happening
in San Francisco, so I was in that culture. I was a high-school
kid and a wannabe Beatnik. The art school I went to was in
North Beach, and in those days the old Coexistence Bagel
Shop was open, and the Place, notorious Beatnik places where
these guys—Lawrence Ferlinghetti, Kenneth Rexroth—would
get up and read their poetry.”

The California School of Fine Arts offered a painting class
for high school students taught by Wally Hedrick and Elmer
Bischoff in which Jerry and his friend Mike Kennedy enrolled.
They threw themselves into painting and became part of the
underground social scene at the school. During class the
instructor would play records while the students painted. One
record that particularly struck Jerry was a Big Bill Broonzy
album. Broonzy was a strong singer and was widely recognized
as one of the great folk bluesmen of the era. It was the first time
Jerry had heard anybody play acoustic blues, and he was fasci-
nated. As soon as he had the extra money, he ran out and
bought a Big Bill Broonzy album.

Impromptu parties were held in the social hall of the art
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school, where the Studio 13 Jass Band, consisting of several of
the art instructors, would play a mixture of traditional New
Orleans jazz and lots of blues. Garcia showed an affinity for the
blues, and he went to see black rhythm and blues shows. “Me
and a couple of friends used to go out to black shows, not only
at the Fillmore, but also at Roseland over in Oakland. I'd usu-
ally hear about the shows on the radio. . . . I'd sometimes go
down and stand on the corner at some barbecue place or some-
thing and just stare at the posters, just to see the guys. Because
you couldn’t see them on radio, and there wasn’t much in the
way of album covers back then.”

Garcia watched intently as the musicians performed and
wondered whether he could do that. He had been tinkering
around playing rock ‘n’ roll on his mother’s piano, but he des-
perately wanted a guitar, and he spent a good deal of time at
the pawnshops on Market and Third streets in San Francisco
looking at the electric guitars. Then, on his fifteenth birthday
in 1957, his mother gave him an accordion. “It was a beauty. It
was a Neapolitan job. My mother bought it from a sailor at the
bar.” Appreciation of workmanship notwithstanding, Garcia
wanted only a guitar. “When I first heard the electric guitar,
that’s what I wanted to play. | petitioned my mom to get me
one, so she finally did for my birthday. Actually, she got me an
accordion, and [ went nuts—Aggghhh, no, no, no!’ I railed
and raved, and she finally turned it in, and I got a pawnshop
electric guitar and an amplifier. | was just beside myself with

jOY.”
His guitar was a Danelectro electric with a tiny Fender
amplifier. His stepfather tuned it for him, and he ended up

playing in a weird open tuning for about six months. He taught
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himself to play and picked up a few tricks from his cousin
Danny, who knew some rhythm and blues. Garcia said, “I was
fluid in a primitive way . . . but the most important thing I
learned was that it was okay to improvise: ‘Hey, man, you can
make it up as you go along!””

Garcia’s first idol on the guitar was Chuck Berry. “When |
was a kid I got all his records and I'd just try like crazy to learn
how to play them. I'd listen to a record and I'd try to figure out
what the guy was doing, and it was virtually impossible to do
because of the way I had my guitar tuned.” '

Finally Garcia met a guy in school who showed him the
right way to tune the guitar and the basic first-position chords.
While still in high school in San Francisco he met some other
musicians—a piano player and a drummer—with whom he
began playing, but then his mother moved the family out of the
| city to a small town on the Russian River in an attempt to keep

Jerry out of mischief. “In high school, I fell in with some other

musicians—DBeatnik types, the pot-smokers. My only other
| option was to join the beer drinkers, but they got into fights. I
kept getting into trouble anyway, so my mother finally moved
u us out of the city to Cazadero.” He went to Analy High School
| in Sebastopol and started playing guitar in a group that had
| saxophone, piano, and bass, playing easy-listening saxophone
tunes that were big in those days. “I hated it there. | had to ride
a bus thirty miles to Analy High in Sebastopol. I played my first
gig at Analy. We had a five-piece combo—a piano, two saxes,

a bass, and my guitar. We won a contest and got to record a
song. We did Bill Doggett’s ‘Raunchy,’ but it didn’t turn out
very well.”

e - e
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[t wasn’t long before Jerry was cutting school, sneaking away in
his mother’s car, and going down to the Peninsula to visit a girl-
friend. He dropped out of high school at the end of his junior
year. “I was a fuck-up in high school. When I was a kid, I was
a juvenile delinquent. My mom even moved me out of the city
to get me away from trouble. It didn’t work. I couldn’t stand
high school. . . . I was involved in more complex ideas. [ start-
ed reading Schopenhauer, Heidegger, and Kant when [ was in
the seventh grade. After that, school was silly. I couldn’t relate
to it. Not only that, | was a teenager, so | had an attitude. I kept
saying, ‘Why should I be doing these dumb things? So I failed
school as a matter of defiance.”

The free rein Garcia had been given as a child by his grand-
parents had developed into a fierce independent streak. As a
teenager he couldn’t abide by his mother’s rules, and he was
having a hard time staying out of trouble. His escapades were
beginning to catch up to him, and his mother’s patience was
wearing thin. At seventeen, Garcia decided to enlist in the
military. “It was either that or jail.” “At the time I thought,
‘Well, I'll show "em; I'll join the Army.”” His mother signed the
papers, and away he went.

Jerry broke off all communication with his family when he
joined the Army. His home life hadn’t been working out, so he
took his guitar and tried to get away from it all. After finish-
ing basic training at Fort Ord he was transferred to Fort
Winfield Scott in the Presidio, overlooking the water and the
Golden Gate Bridge. He was assigned to a headquarters com-
pany, which is one of the easiest duties in the Army. Garcia was
in the motor pool and also went to missile school, but he last-
ed only nine months. “Basically, the problem with the Army
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was they didn’t get me far enough from home. I got stationed in
San Francisco, so it was easy for me to skip out.” True to his
nature, Garcia treated the Army like it was school or a bum
job. He was always late and a fuck-up. “I would miss roll call. |
had seven or eight or nine or ten AWOLs, which is a pretty
damn serious offense in the Army.” As a result, he was court-
martialed twice, restricted to barracks, and given extra duty.
Finally the commanding officer had enough of his antics and
he was dishonorably discharged.

Garcia’s brief hitch in the service did have its upside.
While stationed at the Presidio he met a country guitar player
who got him into finger-picking. “I was just a three-chorder
then. [ was self-taught, and I had never met another guitar
player, actually, until I got into the Army. Then [ met this
recruit who played a little bit of finger style, and I was totally
fascinated by it.” When he joined the Army, Garcia had been
playing an electric guitar and was into rock ‘n’ roll, but this
encounter got him interested in acoustic guitar, which blos-
somed into his fascination with folk, bluegrass, and banjo
music.

After he got out of the Army in 1960, Garcia went to the Art
Institute in San Francisco to study painting for a short time,
then gravitated to the coffechouse scene near Stanford
University back in Palo Alto. Palo Alto offered the perfect
environment for Jerry to nurture his interest in music and art.
He had no desire to be on the fast track to a job, a career, and
the American dream. Rather, he epitomized the Beatnik
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dropout who refused to bow to authority or conform to society’s
norms. “Y’see, my personal code of ethics is all based in 1950s
artists’ evaluations, which were pretty much characterized by
a disdain for success.” “As soon as On the Road came out, | read
it and fell in love with it, the adventure, the romance of it,
everything.”

Jack Kerouac’s novel had been published at the beginning
of September 1957. Critic Gilbert Millstein of the New York
Times called it “the most beautifully executed, the clearest and
most important utterance yet made by the generation Kerouac
himself named years ago as ‘Beat,” and whose principal avatar
he is.” Millstein predicted On the Road would become the credo
of the Beat generation. Other reviewers weren'’t as impressed.
Time magazine charged Kerouac with creating “a rationale for
the fevered young who twitch around the nation’s jukeboxes
and brawl pointlessly in the midnight streets.” On the Road
became the book that shocked straight America with its chron-
icles of two dropouts trekking across the country from New
York to San Francisco, Mexico to New Orleans, in search of
kicks, pleasure, and truth. The book’s protagonist, the fiction-
al Dean Moriarty, was based on Kerouac’s friend Neal Cassady,
who would soon become a major influence in the life of Jerry
Garcia, who was embarking on his own hip odyssey.
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FROM ACOUSTIC
BLUEGRASS TO
ELECTRIC ROCK

. arcia’s interest in the philosophy of life expounded
). by Jack Kerouac in On the Road dovetailed
perfectly with the development of the folk music
scene in the Bay Area. Such music had been recorded in the
United States for several decades, and its centuries-old roots
were in the music that the “common folk” played in their
homes, around fires, and for small groups. Woody Guthrie,
ranked as the most influential songwriter on the American
political left from the 1930s through the 1950s, wrote hundreds
of songs about the American situation. He composed songs
about ordinary people who were casualties of the Great
Depression, about migrant workers who were victims of
discrimination, as well as lyrical depictions of the Dust Bowl
in America’s heartland. Guthrie, one of the most important

names in the history of American music, inspired not only
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his peers, such as Pete Seeger and Ramblin’ Jack Elliot, but also
the Beats.

The sudden craze for folk music began around 1958, and
with it came a new social venue: the coffeehouse. These usu-
ally small, intimate rooms catered to a youthful clientele who
were alienated from the straight, social-climbing mores of the
Eisenhower years. Rather than have a highball and discuss
sports, hairdos, business, children, and the missile gap, these
young people preferred to get together over a cup of espresso—
considered a more intellectual drink—and discuss radical pol-
itics, civil rights protests, and the emptiness of bourgeois
society. Early on, these spaces were not the trendy cappuccino
bars of today. They were more often than not a basement, a
loft, or a back room that could fit perhaps a dozen tables, a
small stage, and a serving area with a few coffee pots. They
might be open only Friday and Saturday nights.

The coffeehouse provided the perfect forum for young peo-
ple to hang out in a stimulating intellectual environment, to
exchange new ideas, and to raise their consciousness on a num-
ber of issues. Folk music was the ideal vehicle to express these
issues, for it often included topical compositions that addressed
social and political concerns of the day. Aspiring musicians
would sit around the coffeehouses, playing their guitars and
banjos, and singing songs by the masters or their own local
lyrics.

The folk music revival led to an upsurge of interest in old songs
and forgotten performers, an interest that was not lost on the
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major record labels. They began to groom polished folk acts
whose emphasis was less on the message of the lyrics than on
the sound of the music. These groups appealed to mainstream
audiences who did not like the liberal views of musicians such
as Guthrie and Seeger, but who enjoyed the soft acoustic sound
of the songs. Artists like Seeger took umbrage at the capital
and publicity behind these groups, for most of America was
getting the idea that they were what folk music was all about.
Notwithstanding this rift in the folk community, in October
1958 the Kingston Trio’s version of “Tom Dooley”—a far cry
from the type of social or political commentary that the “pure
folk” artists espoused—became the number-one hit in the
country.

Despite the sanitized folk songs that were getting radio air-
play, folk music continued to be the music of choice for those
rejecting the values of straight America. And a case could be
made that the commercial folk music brought new members
to the counterculture, many more than the pure folk artists
could have garnered at that time. The new listeners wanted to
hear more of this music, and they had to go to the coffeehous-
es where it was being played. Not only did this demand enrich
the coffeehouses and provide new places for artists to perform,
but it brought mainstream people into contact with distinctly
nonmainstream ideas.

Not surprisingly, the coffeehouses that attracted this crowd
were concentrated near colleges, as the campus was the center
of intellectual and social ferment of the time. It was no acci-
dent that Greenwich Village in New York City became the
mecca for folk artists on the East Coast—its clubs were no
more than a short subway ride from tens of thousands of college
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students, faculty, Beatniks, and free-thinkers. In California,
near Stanford University, places like St. Michael’s Alley in
Palo Alto and Kepler’s Bookstore in neighboring Menlo Park
provided settings where students could get their intellectual
kicks and where musicians could perform.

These two establishments were at the center of Palo Alto’s
fledgling folk music and bohemian scene. St. Michael’s Alley,
located at 426 University Avenue, was Palo Alto’s first
European-style coffeehouse, and it became the coolest place
in town to hang out at. The atmosphere was free and open, as
was the owner, Vernon Gates, an easygoing guy who let peo-
ple do their thing. You could sit around all night over coffee
talking with friends, meeting people, and listening to music
without being hassled. Though the entertainment was casual,
it was a good place for a young musician to develop his chops.

Kepler’s Bookstore offered a different type of space. Opened
in the mid-1950s by Roy Kepler, a social activist and peace
advocate, the place was a bookstore. Kepler’s goal was to pro-
mote the public interchange of ideas, and his store stocked the
works of authors from the entire political spectrum. Kepler also
encouraged the free verbal exchange of ideas, and he welcomed
the artists, musicians, and bohemians who started frequenting
his establishment in the early 1960s. Like Gates, Kepler didn’t
mind the unconventional young people who congregated at his
bookstore, and musicians would show up and play music infor-
mally inside, or outside in the parking lot.
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[t was in this fertile environment that Jerry Garcia found him-
self after his discharge from the Army in 1960. Jerry was a
Beatnik-wannabe who shunned the conventional attitudes of
his parents and the conservative 1950s, and he decided not to
go back to his mother’s home. Army life—or maybe it was just
Army food—had toughened his body somewhat, and he was
almost skinny. Around that time he also began to sport a trim
mustache and beard that made him resemble a Spanish duke.
You could tell by looking at him that he was not part of main-
stream America, but he was a far cry from the long-haired freak
appearance that characterized him only six years later.

Almost naturally, he drifted into the Palo Alto coffeehouse
scene. Although Jerry had no visible means of support for quite
a while after leaving the Army, he found sustenance in Palo
Alto. The Stanford University community was an integral part
of the developing coffeehouse scene, and Palo Alto provided
the perfect mix of students and intellecuals to support a strug-
gling artist or musician. “When I got out of the Army I went
down to Palo Alto and rejoined some of my old friends down
there who were kind of living off the fat of the land, so to
speak, a sort of hand-to-mouth existence . . . ,” Jerry recalled.
“There would be various households that we would hang out at
and get a little something to eat.” Students living in Stanford’s
Roble Hall would occasionally sneak dorm food out to him,
and the teenagers from the middle-class neighborhoods of Palo
Alto and Menlo Park were more than willing to let an aspir-
ing artist/musician raid the pantry and refrigerator for a no-
parents-allowed lunch or dinner.

Shortly after Garcia moved back down to Palo Alto, he
met his future songwriting partner, Robert Hunter, first at the
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Comedia Theatre and then repeatedly at St. Michael’s Alley,
where they both hung out. Hunter had also just gotten out of
the Army, and they both ended up living in their broken-down
cars in an empty lot in East Palo Alto. Garcia reminisced,
“Hunter had these big tins of crushed pineapple that he’d got-
ten from the Army, like five or six big tins, and [ had this glove
compartment full of plastic spoons, and we had this little coop-
erative scene, eating this crushed pineapple day after day and
sleeping in the cars.”

Hunter played some guitar, and the two friends began
singing and playing together, learning songs by the Kingston
Trio and other mainstream folk acts. The two aspiring folkies
started performing around town, and eventually got their first
paying gig as “Bob and Jerry”—five bucks apiece. They played
songs like “Heave Away Santy Ano” and “Down by the
Riverside” at gigs at St. Michael’s Alley, Stanford University,
and a local Quaker school. For Garcia, this period was “just
enormous fun.” He hung out at St. Michael’s Alley at night
and Kepler’s Bookstore during the day. “That was my ‘day job’:
[ practiced guitar and read books at Kepler's.”

Despite spending hours each day practicing, Jerry did not
ignore the social aspect of his situation. As he said, “You can
think of the inside of Kepler’s as the Greenwich Village part
of the scene and the parking lot to the beach as the California
experience.” Although he was by no means the tanned hunk
the rest of the country associated with California because of
the prevalent rock ‘n’ roll beach movies of the time, he was a
good-looking guy with thick, dark, curly hair and an intrigu-
ing face. He had been reading voraciously since seventh grade,
and he had great wit and a keen intellect. This, and the fact
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that he was a performer, made it easy for him to meet girls, and
he enjoyed the action.

Jerry dated a number of women, but it was not in his nature
to have several girlfriends at one time. When he found some-
one with whom he connected, he stayed with her. Inter-
estingly, this is a trait that he seems to have maintained to the
present, even though he will never be seen as an example of
marital longevity. He has been married three times and has had
a number of affairs, but when the relationship has been right,
he has stuck with it.

An early serious relationship was with Charlotte Daigle,
who was a senior at Palo Alto High School when she met Jerry
in 1960. She was about Garcia’s age, and they dated for more
than a year. “I used to hang out at Kepler’s Bookstore and I met
Jerry there. Jerry would sit around inside playing guitar or hang
out in the parking lot, and we’d talk. I remember he had a good
sense of humor.” Daigle’s girlfriend Chris Mann dated Hunter,
and the two couples would go out together.

We had a foursome: Jerry and I, and Chris and Bob.
Jerry and Bob were performing folk songs at various places in
the area, and we’d go and listen to them play. They didn’t
have a following, and they were trying to make it as a folk
act in local clubs. They were good, and I remember what a
thrill it was to hear Jerry play the twelve-string guitar. He
was very proud of the fact that he could play it well even
though he was missing a finger. However, I was very worried
about his ability to sing. People would kid him about his
voice, and said he played a better guitar than he could sing.

But he wasn’t put off by it. When all these people were
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telling him, “You can’t sing,” and he kept singing, it showed
determination and confidence in himself.

The way I see him, he really did things on his own
terms, the way he wanted to, without a lot of concern about
what he should do or what people wanted him to do. He lis-
tened to his inner voice. It was one of the reasons I liked
him. I thought of him as a cool guy who had a different way
of looking at things. The 1950s was a time of such confor-
mity, and people were beginning to break out of molds. Jerry

was in the forefront of that and was doing it seriously.

Though Garcia was actively trying to make it in local clubs
as a folk musician, he was torn between music and art because
he still fancied himself a painter. “I hadn’t decided I was really
going to play music. I was oscillating between the art world and
music.” Then something happened that gave him a sense of
purpose and direction. In February 1961 Jerry was involved in
a tragic automobile accident. Jerry, his close friend Paul
Speegle (an accomplished artist whose painting The Blind
Prophet hung at the Peninsula Peace Center in Palo Alto), and
some other guys were in a Studebaker Golden Hawk roaring
through the country when the driver lost control and the car
careened off the road. “All I know is that [ was sitting in the car
and there was this disturbance and the next thing, [ was in a
field.” The car was just a crumpled mass. Garcia had been
thrown out of his shoes, through the windshield, and clear of
the wreck. Not so with Paul, who was dead.

Charlotte vividly remembered that Jerry talked about the
crash a lot. “It was a traumatic event that seemed to really
affect him—that Paul Speegle had died in his place. Ap-
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parently Jerry had traded places with him in the car right
before the crash. At the time it was a really big thing in his
life—‘There but for fate go 1.””

The incident had a profound effect on Garcia and put his
life in focus. “That’s where my life began. Before then [ was
always living at less than capacity. [ was idling. That was the
slingshot for the rest of my life. It was like a second chance.
Then I got serious.” Realizing that he couldn’t concentrate on
two art forms at the same time, Jerry decided to put his paint-
ing on hold (although he continued to sketch privately in his
own books) and get serious about music.

He chose music because he liked the interaction with other
people that it provided. While painting was the solitary
endeavor of an artist alone with brush and canvas, the music
that Jerry liked to play involved the creative effort of several
individuals working together. The dynamics of a musical per-
formance involved not only musicians but audience as well. A
musician could respond to positive feedback from the audience
with an inspired performance, which could never happen with
painting. Later in his career, Garcia would comment that the
symbiotic relationship of band and audience was integral to his
musical experience, what made it come alive for him.

Having made up his mind, Garcia began hanging out with
Marshall Leicester, his childhood friend from Menlo Park.
Garcia recalled, “After I got out of the Army, I fell in with
Hunter, and we were influenced by the folk scare—the
Kingston Trio and that kind of stuff. I didn’t know how to find
my way into that music till I met some people who were more
involved with it, like Marshall Leicester.” Leicester turned

Garcia on to bluegrass music and old-time string band music,
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reintroducing Garcia to the music of Flatt and Scruggs, Bill
Monroe, and the Carter Family, and introducing him to the
New Lost City Ramblers. Garcia remembered, “The first time I
started to study what was going on in [bluegrass] music was
1961. I heard bluegrass music, and there was something about
that music that was very familiar to me. I think that it was
speaking to my memories of listening to the Grand Ole Opry
every Saturday night when [ was a small kid. Something about
the sound of it, the harmony, the way the music works. Then |
decided I had to learn how to play five-string banjo.”

No doubt Garcia’s fascination for bluegrass and old-time
music was attributable to his grandmother’s love of country
music. During the time that Tillie Clifford raised her grandson
after his father’s death, Garcia was in an emotionally sensitive
state and the sounds of the Grand Ole Opry made a lasting
impression on him. When he heard the music as an adulg, it
struck a sympathetic chord in his heart and soul. There are seri-
ous ballads full of tragedy and despair in this music, yet the
music also evokes a feeling of hope in the midst of the hard
times. Perhaps when young Jerry was experiencing his own per-
sonal loss, the music inspired a sense of optimism and well-
being in him.

The New Lost City Ramblers was one of the most important
groups in the folk revival of the late 1950s and early 1960s. The
group specialized in old-time music and concentrated on older,
less well-known traditional songs rather than the more stan-
dard material developed by the Carter Family and other groups
of that genre. They made every attempt to perform the old-
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time folk songs in their original form to preserve the authen-
tic folk style and tradition. Garcia especially liked their reper-
toire, and their faithful rendition of traditional folk music
would later find an echo in the various bluegrass projects that
Garcia would undertake in his career. Charlotte Daigle recalled
Jerry’s excitement when he discovered the music of that group:
“I remember him coming to visit me, discussing the New Lost
City Ramblers and saying that was the direction he wanted his
music to go in.”

Another early influence on Garcia was Joan Baez, one of
the leading “uncommercial” folk artists. Baez was a year older
than Garcia, and coincidentally also had a Hispanic back-
ground—her father was born in Mexico. While her father was
teaching physics at MIT in the 1950s, folksinger friends taught
the teenaged Joan to sing ballads and folk songs from all over
the world. After appearing at the Newport Folk Festival in
Rhode Island in 1959 and again the next year, Baez released
her eponymous debut album in December 1960. Riding the
folk revival wave, it was an immediate hit, becoming the num-
ber-three best-selling album in 1961.

Partly because of the success of Baez's album, “uncommer-
cial” folk music was now commercial, too. Baez went on a
national tour in 1961 to promote her album, and Garcia had to
go see her. He had lost interest in the “dippy folk songs” he had
been playing at small gigs with Hunter, and Baez's sound
enthralled him. “What first attracted me was the sound of it—
those kind of modal changes and the sound of Joan Baez’s voice
and the sound of her guitar.” During that summer Garcia went
with Charlotte to a Joan Baez concert in the auditorium at Palo
Alto High School. “Jerry wanted to go to the Joan Baez concert
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and sit in the front row so he could watch her,” Daigle said.
“He watched her intently, commenting, ‘This is great, I can
out-guitar her.’ Jerry wanted to see what kind of musician she
was. He wasn’t making light of what she was doing; rather, he
was terribly excited that she was well-known and he was as
good on guitar or better.”

Garcia was totally into the music in a unique way—he was
artist, technician, and fan all rolled into one. With Baez, as
with the New Lost City Ramblers and his other early influ-
ences, Jerry went to school on her style and technique, incor-
porating them into his repertoire and expanding them with his
own artistry. Yet he was not fool enough to think that he was
“better” than these other performers; his ego was in check. He
acknowledged his roots, and never lost his love of listening to
other musicians do their thing.

During that important summer of 1961, Garcia met David
Nelson, who became one of Jerry’s closest friends. (Nelson later
played lead guitar in the New Riders of the Purple Sage, a
group that toured and worked with Garcia many times.)
Nelson, who grew up on the Peninsula, first met Garcia at
Kepler’s Bookstore. Nelson was helping Rodney and Peter
Albin set up the Boar’s Head Coffeehouse. “It was summer,”
Nelson remembered, “Gar’s Levi shirt was open, and he was
wearing finger picks, playing a Stella twelve-string guitar.
Rodney asked him if he would play at the Carlos Bookstall in
San Carlos. | was surprised that Garcia knew exactly what he
was talking about, and all of a sudden they were a couple of



CAPTAIN TRIPS 31

businessmen talking about this. Garcia says, ‘Yeah, I could do
that.” And Rodney was saying, ‘Bring all your friends, and we
could have a good party.”

The Boar’s Head was set up in an upstairs loft at a book-
store on San Carlos Avenue on Friday and Saturday nights. It
was very informal and had an open-mike policy. Garcia and
Leicester played there in July 1961, performing songs by the
Carter Family, the New Lost City Ramblers, and other tradi-
tional folk and old-time music. Rodney Albin had the foresight
to bring a reel-to-reel recorder to the Boar’s Head, and so some
of the earliest Garcia performances were captured on tape.
Garcia played acoustic guitar and Leicester played banjo, and
the influence of the New Lost City Ramblers was evident.
Garcia performed his repertoire in an authentic manner faith-
ful to the tradition. Though his vocals were weak on some of
the tunes, Jerry displayed his skill on the guitar and his ability
to bring emotion to a song, especially when he sang about
lament and lost love in a number like “Wildwood Flower.”

Although he was a month short of his nineteenth birth-
day at the time, Garcia shows great stage presence on these
tapes. Several times, he got the audience singing along with
him. Other times, he was the witty master of ceremonies, intro-
ducing the songs and making comments from the stage: “Now
we are going to have a lot of fun, which will be something dif-
ferent for you all, I guess. Okay, what we are going to do now
is tune, see, ’cause we are going to play this next thing with
the guitar in D tuning, which is notoriously difficult to tune
into. So if any of you have any long-distance phone calls to
make, any parking tickets to pay, or anything like that, you can

do it now. The song we're gonna do now is one that’s done by
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the New Lost City Ramblers. If you ever heard the New Lost
City Ramblers, you know they play mostly old-time music.
This is an approximation of the same sort of thing, except that
we’re not the New Lost City Ramblers, contrary to popular
opinion. They don’t look like us.”

Garcia had turned a corner when he hooked up with Marshall
Leicester, and his change of direction into traditional old-time
music inspired him to take up five-string banjo, his first serious
instrument. As determined to learn bluegrass banjo as he was to
get his first guitar when he was fifteen, he taught himself by
slowing down old-time country records, borrowing instruments
until he could afford his own. One day he borrowed Nelson’s
banjo: “I put my money together to get a five-string banjo one
time. Garcia hears about this. He wanted to play a five-string
banjo. I’'m hangin’ at the house one day and Garcia calls and
says, ‘I hear you got a banjo. Can you bring it down to St.
Michael’s Alley?” And I said, ‘When? He says, ‘Now, tonight,
and bring your guitar.” So | went down to St. Michael’s Alley
and brought my guitar and banjo. Of course, Garcia puts on fin-
ger picks and he’s just tryin’ that Scruggs stuff on the banjo.”

Garcia took up the banjo with a vengeance, and just a
short time later he was recognized as the banjo picker in Palo
Alto. This distinction was perhaps not so difficult to achieve,
for there were actually very few banjo players on the Peninsula;
even so, Garcia’s outstanding abilities on the instrument were
apparent to all.

In retrospect, Garcia was not just learning an instrument;
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he was bringing a new sound to an audience who had
never heard anything like it. The old-time folk music was
almost exclusively a back-East country affair. It made few
in-roads on the urban scene. In a sense, by virtue of practicing
and playing as much as he did, by letting the music be heard,
Jerry helped create an awareness of old-time folk music in the
Bay Area.

His mastering of the difficult-to-play banjo was clearly an indi-
cation that Garcia had the discipline to become a professional
musician. This fact was not lost on Philip Chapman Lesh, a
serious musician who had played classical music since the third
grade, studied theory and harmony in high school, taken up the
trumpet at age fourteen, and played in the College of San
Mateo’s jazz band. Lesh was a music student when he met
Garcia in 1961 at the Palo Alto Peace Center, a gathering
place for students, Beatniks, and other intellectuals.

Despite being in “two different worlds musically,” as Garcia
described them, Lesh appreciated Garcia’s home-grown talent.
Lesh was astounded by Jerry’s playing—*“I'd never yet heard
anyone play the banjo like that. It was the most inventive,
most musical kind of banjo playing you could ever imagine.”
The esteem was reciprocal. Garcia was blown away when Lesh
demonstrated that he had absolute pitch. They were at Kepler’s
Bookstore when Lesh challenged Garcia to play any chord on
his guitar, and he would identify it. Garcia agreed to a round
of “Name That Chord,” and Lesh correctly called every one.
Jerry and Phil became fast friends, and their relationship broad-
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ened Garcia’s musical horizons to include jazz and classical
music.

In September 1961 Garcia decided he had to go to the
Monterey Jazz Festival, which was held outdoors at the
Monterey County Fairgrounds. The festival featured some of
the biggest names in jazz: John Coltrane, Dizzy Gillespie, Duke
Ellington, Dave Brubeck, George Shearing. Perhaps no musi-
cian typified the improvisational direction of modern jazz more
than saxophonist Coltrane. A significant portion of the festival
program was devoted to stimulating and unusual avant-garde
music, which delved into new areas of jazz. Jerry was fascinat-
ed by this sort of playing.

Charlotte Daigle accompanied Garcia to Monterey. “It was
Jerry’s idea to go to the festival. He bought the tickets for us,
and we went two days. We had reserved seats, and Jerry took
it very seriously. Jazz fans were very formal at the time, and
other people were dressed up. Our crowd from Palo Alto was
very Beatnik looking and we stood out from the rest of the
audience. It created something of a stir.”

One place that welcomed the Palo Alto Beatnik crowd was the
Chateau, located at 838 Santa Cruz Avenue in Menlo Park.
The Chateau was a large house owned by artist Frank Seratone.
[t was set back from the street, which afforded it a degree of pri-
vacy. It had extra rooms that people could rent or stay in, and
the house became a crash pad for the Beatnik hordes. Garcia
camped out in the pumphouse in back for a while, and Hunter
lived there on and off.
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The Chateau became the scene of endless parties and jam
sessions. “I remember sneaking out of my parents’ house late
at night to go to parties at the Chateau,” Charlotte Daigle said.
“I would go there at midnight and all sorts of people would be
hanging out there partying—drinking wine, listening to music,
dancing. It was an all-night party and at the time it seemed
wild and crazy—the excitement of being with your peers,
where anything goes. There was some pot smoking going on,
but it wasn’t in the open yet, and people would go out back.
In retrospect it doesn’t seem like what we were doing was that
unusual, but at the time we were rebelling from the social con-
servatism of the 1950s. I remember that someone taught us the
Twist, and we all thought it was really far out.”

Starting on November 18, 1961, the residents of the
Chateau put together a not-to-be-forgotten event they called
the “Groovy Conclave.” Hundreds of tickets were printed and
distributed within the folk and Beatnik circle. It was a colos-
sal party that lasted several booze-soaked days without any bad
vibes or trouble from the law. Hunter estimated that three or
four hundred people showed up, and the house was packed to
the rafters. Phil Lesh showed up with Tom Constanten, his new
roommate at Berkeley, where they were both enrolled as music
majors.

Like Lesh, TC was something of a musical genius. He was a
classically trained pianist who debuted on May 28, 1961 at the
Las Vegas Convention Center, performing his own
“Conversation Piece” with the Las Vegas Pops Orchestra. He
was only seventeen. The roommates discovered they shared an
interest in avant-garde music, and spent endless hours studying

and writing together. They took numerous trips to the
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Peninsula, where Lesh introduced TC to Jerry Garcia, Robert
Hunter, and other folk musicians and Beatnik types who were
hanging out in Palo Alto.

Constanten described the Groovy Conclave: “Hunter
greeted us with “‘Why the hell don’t you get drunk?’ It was an
event to relive, a movie to tape again. [ remember going out
back to the pumphouse, where Garcia lived for a time, and
smoking dope with at least eleven people who were crammed
in there passing joints. This was during the era when people
were paranoid and didn’t smoke inside the main house because
smoking dope wasn’t out in the open yet.”

The Chateau’s main house was filled with music, dancing,
and good old-fashioned partying. Constanten remembered
Garcia playing guitar and singing in the front room, and gave
this account of what he sounded like and how he looked: “Jerry
was playing acoustic guitar and singing songs like ‘Matty
Groves,’ ‘Long Black Veil,” and ‘I Was Born in East Virginia.’
He was very much into his folk thing, the oral tradition of folk
music where songs are passed on and consequently there are dif-
ferent versions of the same tune. He did the Greenback Dollar
version of ‘I Was Born in East Virginia.” Garcia was a serious
folkie who looked like a coffeehouse folksinger. He was part of
the Vitalis/Brylcreem crowd and wore his hair brushed back.”

A few months later, Lesh was at another party at the
Chateau where Garcia was playing, and he got the idea to
make a tape of Garcia’s music to audition for a spot on The
Midnight Special, a folk music show on KPFA in Berkeley. At
the time, Lesh was working as a volunteer engineer on the
show. “I was at a party and Jerry was playing and singing, and I
asked him if I could make a tape of him to play for Gert
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Chiarito, who was the host of The Midnight Special. I just had
this flash—'God, this guy sounds really good; he makes the
music live.”” Garcia was all for the idea, and the two of them
immediately drove over to Berkeley to Phil and TC’s apart-
ment on Durant Avenue to get Constanten’s tape recorder to
make a demo. Phil recorded Garcia doing a number of songs. “I
played the tape for Gert and asked her if she thought he was
good enough to play on The Midnight Special. She said, ‘This
guy could have a show all to himself.”

Garcia’s episode of the show was called “Long Black
Veil”—one of the songs he was playing at the time. It was his
first appearance on the airwaves. The hour-long show was
broadcast live all over the Bay Area, with Garcia performing
several songs and talking music with Chiarito. The show went
so well that Gert invited him back often, and Jerry almost
became a regular.

The renown Garcia gained from the KPFA shows led to
appearances at coffeehouses throughout the Bay Area. He
played at the Coffee and Confusion Gallery in North Beach
in San Francisco, the Offstage in San Jose, the Jabberwock in
Berkeley, and the Tangent in Palo Alto. While playing this cir-
cuit, he met some of the musicians who, along with him, devel-
oped what would come to be known as “the San Francisco
sound”—]Jorma Kaukonen, Janis Joplin, Paul Kantner, and
David Freiberg.

During the summer of 1962, Jorma Kaukonen, who later
became the lead guitarist for the Jefferson Airplane and Hot
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Tuna, moved to the Bay Area to attend the University of Santa
Clara. Jorma had been playing guitar since 1956 and had taken
a serious interest in acoustic-style blues guitar. He began
appearing at coffeehouses around the Bay Area, performing
acoustic blues tunes of musicians like Lightnin’ Hopkins, the
Reverend Gary Davis, and Blind Boy Fuller. It wasn’t long
before Jorma became recognized as one of the best finger-pick-
ing acoustic blues guitarists on the coffeehouse scene, and he
soon developed a friendship with Garcia. Jorma remembered
how their relationship started:

There was a place called the Folk Theatre that was the
precursor to the Offstage, which was on First Street in San
Jose, and the first weekend that | was in California there was
a hootenanny. Many of the people who became ‘somebody’
later on were at this particular hootenanny, and that was my
welcoming my first weekend in the Bay Area. As I recall,
Jerry was there and a bunch of Palo Alto people. After we
met, Jerry and [ would occasionally play together because |
knew a lot of old-timey songs and I liked to play rhythm gui-
tar behind people like Jerry who were playing that stuff. It
wasn't my forte, but everybody did everything at one time or
another. In those days, really up until the period of time
when we all became sort of quasi-adult musicians, working
full-time in bands, there was a lot of interaction between

musicians.

David Nelson recalled when he and Garcia went to see
Jorma (then called Jerry) Kaukonen play at the Tangent:
“Garcia grabbed me and said, ‘You gotta hear this guy, you




CAPTAIN TRIPS 39

gotta hear this guy.’ I said, “Who is he? Garcia said, ‘Jerry
Kaukonen, he plays that Reverend Gary Davis and Blind Boy
Fuller stuff, he does it right.” I remember going to the Tangent
and peering out from the back room, which is where we put our
instruments, and hearing him play and looking at Garcia who
is looking at me, and we’re just going “Wow!””

Jorma impressed Garcia not only because he was an excel-
lent guitarist, but because they were kindred souls. Kaukonen
was a blues purist who played acoustic blues in a manner that
was faithful to the source, just as Garcia played old-time folk
music. Though both were urban kids from middle class families,
they were able to play traditional music in an authentic man-
ner that gave it a legitimacy that other musicians were not able
to achieve. Each was a disciplined devotee of his musical genre
who had the talent and dedication to master an idiom that he
loved. Jorma spent hours listening to the blues in order to learn
how to play blues guitar, just as Jerry spent hours listening to
old-time folk music in order to play in the tradition.

In June 1962, Jerry, who was always looking for a place to
play, got a gig at the new Boar’s Head, which had relocated to
the San Carlos Jewish Community Center. The group he put
together—the Sleepy Hollow Hog Stompers—featured Garcia
on guitar and banjo, Marshall Leicester on banjo and guitar,
and Dick Arnold on fiddle. They played a selection of tradi-
tional folk and old-time music. The tapes of these perfor-
mances show that Garcia was in good form, often injecting

humor into the evening’s proceedings:

GARCIA: If you're wonderin’ why in an old-timey band you

can’t understand the words very well, it’s because we don’t
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know them, and we can’t figure them out off the records, so
we make up our own as we go along.
LEICESTER: The records are scratchy.
GARCIA: The fact is we don’t have any records, it’s our voic-

es that are scratchy.

GARCIA: If you're wonderin’ about our fiddle player and why
he doesn’t say much, it’s because he doesn’t speak a word of
English. You see, we found him accidentally in a little
Hungarian restaurant, playing sweet tunes to the elderly
matrons that would come in and sit down.

LEICESTER: That explains his romantic, violent hair and
burning eyes. He’s a passionate gypsy violinist. Actually, we
found him in a pizzeria in San Pablo.

GARCIA: Playing in the background to curdle the mozzarel-

la cheese. It makes for better pizza.

GARCIA: Listen, for you people who really want more, we’ll
be back later with a hundred more songs, and they’ll all be
the same song and you won’t know the difference. We'll just
change the words a little each time. So we’ll be back if any

of you have the stamina.

GARCIA: We're back again to do a little of the old-time hill
music that we stole from the Ramblers, and they stole from
old records, and the musicians that were on the old records
stole them from their fathers, and things like that. So it’s all
part of the oral tradition, and that’s your lesson in folklore
for tonight. Now [ would like to do an interesting song that

has a rather interesting background—none. It doesn’t have
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any background at all that I know of. Perhaps it has a back-
ground—it might be true or it might be a lie. I'm leaving
that up to your judgment if you care that much. [To
Leicester] Are you finished tuning yet? I can’t think of any-
thing else to say.

Garcia had been playing music with his friend Marshall for
more than a year, building up a repertoire of old-time songs and
improving his technique on the five-string banjo. His love of
the instrument inspired him to organize a bluegrass band.
Though Palo Alto was not a hotbed of bluegrass music, Jerry
was able to recruit the musicians he needed. David Nelson
remembered, “Garcia decided to put together a real bluegrass
band. It was the Hart Valley Drifters before | was playing with
them—Garcia on guitar and banjo, Marshall Leicester on
banjo and guitar, Eric Thompson on guitar, and Ken Frankel
and Worth Hanley on mandolin.” The formation of the Hart
Valley Drifters helped develop a bluegrass scene in the Palo
Alto area. As had happened with old-time folk music, Garcia
and his bandmates created an awareness of bluegrass in a com-
munity that ordinarily would not have had much interest in
that type of music.

This facility for bringing musicians together and creating
public interest in his music is a major part of Garcia’s success in
music. He is able to do this for a number of reasons. First, he is
a gifted musician whose talent cannot be contained by any one
genre; thus, he is always sincerely reaching out in different
musical directions to expand the boundaries of what he brings
to performances. Second, Jerry has confidence in his own abil-

ities and a sense of purpose in his endeavors. Third, he is gen-
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uinely enthusiastic about his music, which is an inspiration to
musicians and audiences alike.

In the fall of 1962, when he was only twenty, Garcia had to
regroup the band. (Leicester had gone off to college.) He had
an offer for the Hart Valley Drifters to play at an art gallery in
San Francisco, so he asked David Nelson to play guitar for the
group. Nelson recollected, “Garcia called me and said, ‘Believe
it or not, I've got somebody interested at this art gallery that
will hire us to play if we put a band together. What you’ll have
to do is come over a couple of nights for a few hours and we'll
have a rehearsal. We'll run it down and get it all together about
what material we want to do.” I said okay, [ would do it.” In his
best showman style, Garcia added, “Nelson, you've got to let
your hair grow longer. You'll look anemic on stage if you have
short hair, so let it grow out.”

Before they could play the art gallery, Pete Albin invited
the Hart Valley Drifters to perform at the College of San Mateo
Folk Festival, which was scheduled for the same day as the art
gallery engagement. Garcia decided that the band should play
both gigs. They did the art gallery first and then the festival.
Nelson described the folk festival: “It was righteous . . . because
there were lectures that went into the musical history of folk
music, and there were also three sections of the show. Garcia
was fantastic. He played in all three sections. In the first seg-
ment he played by himself, singing ballads with just a banjo.
Then I came on the stage and joined him for the second seg-
ment, which was old-time string band music, and after that the
rest of the band came out for the last segment, which was the
bluegrass stuff.” Garcia’s three-part performance at the festival
was an early indication of his musical genius. Though it had
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only been a couple of years since he had been playing “dippy
folk songs,” he was now able to perform a full slate of authen-
tic folk ballads, old-time songs, and bluegrass music at a legiti-
mate folk festival.

Although they were serious musicians who would go far in
their careers, they were still just young guys at this time, deal-
ing with the mores of the day, as this quote from David Nelson
shows:

After the festival, the band headed over to Susie
Woods'’s house to unwind. This tradition had evolved at the
Boar’s Head where after the gig we would all go to Susie
Woods’s house. It was like a cast party after a play. We'd go
get some wine and everybody would get mellow. Rick
Melrose, who was the emcee at the folk festival, came up to
me about twenty minutes into the party and wanted me to
get Hunter and ask him to go buy some wine because we
were underage. So I went over to Hunter and put forth the
idea that we go out and get loaded. I got this weird look from
him like “I don’t know,” but he goes over to Garcia, and
Garcia looks at me too, and says to Hunter, “Well, I guess
he said that, so that’s cool, I wanna get loaded too.” So we
all go out to the car and Hunter pulls out of his pocket what
looked like a restaurant toothpick and lights it up. Melrose
looks at me and says, “What’s that?” but I keep my mouth
shut because it suddenly dawned on me what they were

doing.

So not only did Nelson play his first gig with the Hart
Valley Drifters that day, he also had his first Hart Valley drift.
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Smoking marijuana was soon to become a part of the cultural
milieu of the 1960s. The dramatic increase in the use of mari-
juana began when large numbers of young people started ques-
tioning the social values of their parents. The use of marijuana
altered perception and could change the way a person felt
about life. Experimentation with drugs—marijuana and also
LSD—brought a change of consciousness that embraced peace,
honesty, equality, individuality, and sensuality.

Marijuana use was quite common in the music world—jazz
artists had been smoking it for decades. Many musicians felt
that marijuana improved their ablity to play and write music
because it heightened their senses and made them more open
to what the music held. They could hear and feel the music dif-
ferently, enabling them to be more creative. Garcia had been
smoking marijuana since he was fifteen, and it became an inte-
gral part of his life-style.

On February 23, 1963, the group, now called the Wildwood
Boys, played the Tangent in Palo Alto. They were well-
received by the crowd who enjoyed the music and had a few
laughs, too. This is how Hunter introduced them:

Our little group is called the Wildwood Boys. On banjo
we have honest Jerry Garcia, who tunes quite incessantly.
We have simple Dave Nelson, our sphinx who never says
anything and wants more than anything in the world to be
a real boy, and back here we have our bass player, whose

name is Norman [Van Mastricht], and he loves you all, but
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[ don’t. They tell me not to say this because you are supposed
to establish immediate rapport with your audience—infini-
ty, reality, and communications, et cetera, so I guess I'd best.
I'll just say whatever comes to mind until I finish tuning.
This next song is one that Jerry wrote, who alternately
named it after a friend of ours in the audience, “Vilma
Gefilte Fish.” We don’t call it that now. We did call it
“Sweatshirt” for a while. We don’t call it that anymore.
We’ve decided to call it “Jerry’s Breakdown,” because it
sounds ever so much more nice, like Earl Scruggs and “Earl’s
Breakdown,” and things like that.

In those days, the band did a lot of tuning on stage. Mostly it
was because of Garcia. Nelson discussed Garcia'’s penchant for

incessant banjo tuning:

Garcia had a stress thing about tuning and ended up
tuning too much. That was one of the things that was a
problem. He’d get stressed and nervous about playing. The
stress would work itself out in tuning. Then he wouldn’t be
able to hear. His ears would get locked into the nervousness
and he wouldn’t be able to tune. I remember giving him a
note and thinking, “Please hear this!” I'd say, “Jerry, Jerry,
you're not listening, listen to your tuning.” He'd be tuning—
ding, ding, ding, ding, ding, ding, ding, ding, ding, ding, try-
ing to tune. The best way to deal with it was to say, “Fine,
fine, calm down,” and not pay any attention to it and play
when we could. Then we would try to keep him playing so

he couldn’t get into that ding, ding, ding, ding, ding thing



46 ACOUSTIC BLUEGRASS TO ELECTRIC ROCK

again. It was a problem for a while, but he was such a good

banjo player.

In addition to his passion for bluegrass music, Garcia also
took time to pursue another of his interests in life—women.
Garcia had an affinity for females who were unconventional
and who could relate to his bohemian life-style. Charlotte
Daigle talked about this. “After [ had gone off to college for a
while, we went our separate ways. We would see each other
occasionally, but it was my impression that Jerry didn’t have a
real interest in pursuing a traditional one-on-one relationship.
He was a free spirit who wanted to experience life on his own
terms. Jerry was a social rebel, and my relationship with him
was typical of the way he was. | was attracted to people who
were on the edge, and so was he.”

Another woman Garcia dated at that time was Diane
Huntsberger, a classmate of Daigle’s at Palo Alto High. She was
a nonconformist who wore black clothes and no makeup.
Karen Huntsberger remembered the day Diane, her older sister,
brought Garcia home to meet her parents: ‘. . . my parents
weren’t too happy. She and Jerry were going to run away,
become beachcombers, and play guitar. At the time Jerry was
playing music and roaming around town in a truck. He used to
come over and play guitar in our living room.” Mr. and Mrs.
Huntsberger were no doubt relieved when Garcia met anoth-
er Palo Alto High graduate, Sarah Ruppenthal, and began dat-
ing her.

Sarah grew up in the Palo Alto area and was a friend of
Joan Baez, who also went to Palo Alto High. (Baez’s family had
moved to Palo Alto when her father got a job teaching at
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Stanford.) Garcia met Sarah in early 1963 when she was at
Stanford University studying communications. Sarah was into
film, and Garcia spent a lot of time with her learning about
filmmaking at the school and working on soundtracks for other
students’ films. Sarah was also a musician, and she and Jerry
spent hours listening to music.

[t was just a matter of time before Jerry and Sarah started
performing together. As the duo “Jerry and Sarah,” they played
acoustic string-band music from the 1920s and 1930s, as well as
other folk and country songs. They performed at St. Michael’s
Alley and the Tangent in the spring of 1963. Sarah would sing
and play guitar, and Jerry would sing and accompany her on
guitar, banjo, or fiddle.

The pair got married in May 1963 after Sarah became preg-
nant. Garcia recalled, “Well, I got married back there some-
where and it was one of those things where she got into
trouble, you know, in the classic way—°I want to have the
baby.” I was tryin’ to be straight, kinda.” And Nelson, the best
man at the wedding, recalled the conversation he and Jerry had
about it. “Jerry had been going with Sarah for a while. Before
he was going to marry her he took me to a coffee shop in Palo
Alto and he lays it on me. He said, ‘I've got to tell you some-
thing: I'm thinking of getting married.” He wanted to sound me
out on it, to get my reaction. I just thought, ‘Oh, no, that’s it,
man, the scene is over.’ | said, ‘Nothing is going to be the
same.” Garcia said, ‘Oh, you watch—it will be the same, man.™

It was a traditional ceremony held at a church in Palo Alro.
Sarah’s parents were there, and so was Jerry’s mom, Ruth, with
whom Jerry had had little contact since he'd left home. Phil

Lesh summarized the affair. I made it to Jerry’s wedding, which
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was a classic—especially the reception. I don’t think [ made it
to the wedding, actually. It was priceless at the reception: All of
her friends were at the booze; his friends were all at the food.”

With the birth of his daughter Heather on December 8, 1963,
Garcia had a family to support. To make ends meet, he began
teaching music at Dana Morgan’s Music in Palo Alto. Dana
Morgan observed, “[Garcia] and another fella came in to see if
[ could use a guitar teacher, and it just so happened that I did
need them. After all, teachers and salesmen like Garcia used to
sell carloads of guitars in the early 1960s. Every damn fool had
to have a guitar and walk around strumming it. But Garcia
didn’t look like a fool. He was a very immaculate, tall, thin boy.
He had coal-black hair and a little mustache. He looked like a
Spanish gentleman.”

Garcia had by no means joined the nine-to-five rat race,
but he managed to eke out enough money to survive without
abandoning his bohemian code of ethics. “When I was teach-
ing music, | was doing it because it was a way to exist without
having to do a work thing—put on a collar and go do eight
hours a day and all that stuff. I'm not interested in doing that.”
“I was working in the music store in earnest now, and our baby
was born and it was okay and all that, but it wasn’t really
workin’—I was really playin’ music. I was playin’ music during
the day at the music store, practicing, and at nights I would go
out and gig.”

Garcia was by all accounts a good guitar teacher. He was
passionate about the music and never stopped learning new
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techniques and styles, and he passed this excitement along to
his students. Since he was unable to read music, his students
learned to play music the way he had—by ear and by feel. And
his teaching didn’t stop at the doors of the store. He was not a
jealous person, so he could help other musicians without hav-
ing problems with whether they would become better than
him. Part of Jerry’s ethic was to play great music, and that
included helping others to play as well as they could. Nelson
commented that Garcia was always willing to give pointers on
the guitar. “I’d ask Gar a few questions at parties, about pickin’
and stuff like that, and he was more than happy to tell me
about finger-picking styles, who to listen to and where to
research it. I remember one time [ asked him where he got
songs like ‘Days of 49’ that nobody had recorded, and Garcia
replied, ‘Putnam’s Golden Songster; check it out, man.” To this
day I've never found Putnam’s Golden Songster.”

As Garcia got more and more into the five-string banjo, he
built up a repertoire of bluegrass tunes, breakdowns, ballads,
mountain tunes, rags, and country blues that he performed in
a variety of groups—the Thunder Mountain Tub Thumpers,
the Sleepy Hollow Hog Stompers, the Hart Valley Drifters, the
Wildwood Boys, and the Black Mountain Boys—groups that
existed for only a gig or two, several weeks, or several months.
Jorma Kaukonen reflected, “I remember Jerry being a consum-
mate bandleader at an early stage when most of us [folk musi-
cians] were really playing solo. His forte was always putting
groups together. And really, whether it was an old-timey band,
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a bluegrass band, or whatever, he put bands together and did a
great job.”

Although none of these bands stayed together for very
long, Kaukonen’s assessment that Garcia did a “great job” still
applies. Longevity is only an issue in hindsight. Garcia was
thinking in groups of players, a much more complex situation
than being a soloist. What Garcia was showing were leadership
skills: evaluating talent, knowing which musicians could play
together, and keeping groups together through hours of prac-
tice and gigs without being dictatorial. He was also doing the
advance work for the bands—talking to coffeeshop owners,
booking performances, getting the band known. This was a
commitment not only to his music, but to other people, that
is rare in a person so young.

As a result of Garcia’s serious attitude about bluegrass
music, the Wildwood Boys won the amateur bluegrass open
contest at the Monterey Folk Festival in the summer of 1963.
David Nelson explained, “At the Monterey Folk Festival the
band consisted of Garcia on banjo, Hunter on bass, Ken
Frankel on mandolin, and little Davey Nelson on guitar. We
played ‘Nine Pound Hammer,” and we won for best amateur
band. What drew us to that particular festival was that it was
bluegrass-heavy. There were many bluegrass bands—the
Country Boys with Clarence White and Roland White, Bill
Monroe and the Bluegrass Boys, the Osborne Brothers, and
Doc Watson, who played old-time music. It was dazzling stuft.”

Soon after Monterey, the Wildwood Boys evolved into the
Black Mountain Boys. The band was losing Eric Thompson,
one of its guitar players, and Garcia was looking for someone
else who could take his place. Knowing the area talent as he
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did, Jerry soon found the right man—Sandy Rothman. Sandy
described their first meeting. “I remember Jerry coming into
the store [the Campus Music Shop in Berkeley, where
Rothman was working], pointing his finger at me, and saying,
‘Are you Sandy Rothman? We want you to be our new guitar
player.”” Rothman joined the group and played with them until
the spring of 1964.

Before Rothman left the band, he and Garcia took a spring
road trip back East to study bluegrass music. They drove across
country in Garcia’s 1961 Corvair, touring the South with a
tape recorder and collecting live performances of bluegrass
music, which would provide great material for their repertoire.
Garcia was after every bit of 1950s bluegrass he could lay his
hands on. Though there were a few bluegrass albums available
on Folkways Records, real bluegrass music was still hard to
come by in the Bay Area. So in order to perfect the sound of his
band, Garcia also relied on field recordings, and he became an
avid tape collector.

One stop was at the Union Grove Fiddlers Competition in
North Carolina, which attracted some 6,000 bluegrass fans on
Easter weekend. It was there that Garcia first met mandolinist
David Grisman. Garcia remembered, “I had my banjo; he had
his mandolin. We cranked a little bit and he kind of tested me.
I guess he wanted to see if these guys from the West Coast
could play.” Though they didn’t know it at the time, the two
musicians would develop a lifelong relationship based on their

shared love of acoustic music.
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Garcia and Rothman also spent some time near
Bloomington, Indiana, because a friend of theirs, Neil
Rosenburg, was managing Bill Monroe’s country music park,
the Brown County Jamboree. Here they had an incredible
stroke of good fortune—a chance meeting with a man who had
a tremendous collection of live tapes that he’d made at the
Jamboree Barn throughout the 1950s. Rothman commented,
“To us, that was like finding the end of the rainbow, and we
ended up staying there for a couple of weeks in his basement—
you know, a couple of weirdos from the Bay Area copying all
his tapes.”

Another dream—Garcia’s and Rothman'’s fantasy to play
with Bill Monroe in his band—didn’t come true. The dream
was too big, and when presented with an opportunity to make
it happen, their nerve failed them. As Rothman told it, “That
was the fantasy of country boys into bluegrass—get in the
Bluegrass Boys and then play the Grand Ole Opry. Well, why
couldn’t that be a city boy’s fantasy, too? I have [a] mental snap-
shot of one day when Jerry and I were standing around at Bean
Blossom, about ten feet from Bill Monroe, leaning on our
instrument cases, trying to vibe this thing to happen. We want-
ed him to come over and invite us to play in his band. But we
were too scared to even say a word.”

Though Garcia didn’t get to play with his musical idol, his
trip back East had been worthwile. He'd seen some great live
bluegrass music, and had a fresh batch of tapes to dissect when
he returned to the Bay Area. Jerry packed the Corvair and
drove back to California to be with Sarah and Heather, while

Rothman stayed in Indiana for the summer.
¥ % % %
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Upon his return, Garcia began playing in Mother McCree’s
Uptown Jug Champions, a band that got its start at the begin-
ning of 1964. Garcia had met a young musician named Bob
Weir when he was giving music lessons at Dana Morgan’s
Music. Weir grew up in the well-heeled community of
Atherton, which is on the Peninsula a few miles north of Palo
Alto. Bob got his first guitar when he was fourteen and spent
his last year of formal education at the progressive Pacific
School in Palo Alto, skipping classes and learning to play the
guitar. He hung out in the coffeehouses in Palo Alto and
watched guitar-pickers like Jerry Garcia and Jorma Kaukonen
playing folk music, bluegrass, and blues.

On New Year’s Eve, 1963, Weir and a friend were roaming
the streets of Palo Alto looking for something to do. They were
too young to get into any clubs, so they wandered over to Dana
Morgan’s Music, where they heard banjo music. They knocked
on the door, and it opened. Weir recalled, “It was Garcia. We
recognized him from the numerous bands that he was in at the
time. . . . He was the local hot banjo player. He was in there
playing banjo, waiting for his students to show up. Of course,
it was New Year’s Eve, and absolutely none of them were com-
ing.” Weir talked Garcia into letting them use a couple of gui-
tars from the store, and they started jamming.

By the end of the evening they decided to assemble a jug
band. They rounded up a bunch of old jug band records and
started working on songs in Garcia's garage and at the music
store. Weir played washtub bass, jug, and some guitar. They
enlisted another young musician, a local harmonica player
named Ron McKernan, known as “Pigpen.” His father, Phil
McKernan, had been a blues disc jockey who went by the name
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“Cool Breeze” on KRE, Berkeley’s progressive radio station.
Pigpen grew up listening to his father’s huge collection of blues
albums and learned to play blues piano and sing the blues. At
fifteen he had already quit school, and was hanging out at the
various Palo Alto scenes musicians frequented. At sixteen, he
was playing harmonica in his first band, the Zodiacs, and
Garcia would occasionally sit in on bass when they had pay-
ing gigs, in order to bolster his income.

Garcia remembered the young Pigpen: “He’d come around
to these parties and I'd be playing blues and he’d watch very
carefully and he’d go home and learn things, all on the sly . . .
he’d been playing harmonica secretly, and one time he got up
on stage at a folk music place and I backed him on the guitar—
he played harmonica and sang. He could sing like Lightnin’
Hopkins, which just blew everybody’s mind!” Garcia and
Pigpen became close friends, spending hours at the
McKernans' listening to old blues records.

In addition to Garcia, Weir, and Pigpen, Mother McCree’s
Uptown Jug Champions also had David Nelson on guitar and
David Parker and Bob Matthews sharing duties on washboard
and kazoo. Nelson detailed the origin of the band:

Hunter and I came up with the name for the jug band.
We named it together—Hunter came up with Mother
McCree’s, and I added Uptown Jug Champions. The jug
band’s first rehearsals were at my room at 431 Hamilton
Street in Palo Alto, which is where Hunter, our friend Willie
Legate, and I lived after Frank Seratone disbanded the
Chateau. The Hamilton Street house was a big house that

we sublet from some college kids and slowly took over. |
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rented this little eight-by-ten room in the basement for fif-
teen dollars a month. It had a dirt floor with boards over it,
and the ceiling consisted of the beams from the floor above.
The rehearsals for the jug band were down there. I remem-
ber Weir, Pigpen, Garcia, Bob Matthews, Dave Parker, and
[ had to straddle the boards on the floor to get a solid foot-
ing. We rehearsed songs like “Deep Elem Blues” and the Jim
Kweskin Jug Band songs “Washington at Valley Forge,”
“Beetle Um Bum,” “K.C. Moan,” and “I'm Satisfied with
My Gal.”

In one respect, the jug band represented a major departure
from the kind of music Garcia had been performing. Mother
McCree’s featured a lot of Pigpen, who was seriously into the
blues. Garcia relished the fact that Pigpen could play and sing
the blues like an old black southern bluesman. Pigpen brought
his own style to the band, which was radically different from
the bluegrass and old-time music Jerry was playing with his
other group, the Black Mountain Boys. Far from being a con-
flict, this dichotomy became a source of Garcia’s growth as a
musician.

Mother McCree’s Uptown Jug Champions played anyplace
that would hire a jug band, and they started getting popular
around the mid-Peninsula area. Garcia remembered, “Our jug
band was complete and total anarchy. Just lots and lots of peo-
ple in it, and Pigpen and Bob and 1 were more or less the ring-
leaders. We’d work out various kinds of musically funny
material. [t was like a musical vacation to get on stage and have
a good time.”

Garcia was the de facto leader of the band, although he
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publicly eschewed the role. It was not Jerry’s style to name him-
self leader of anything, although people often tended to follow
him. And the interactions within the group made the desig-
nation unnecessary. However, as the group evolved, Garcia’s
decisions were crucial in selecting personnel and the direction
of the music. An early example was recalled by Bob Matthews:
“I think I only lasted [in the jug band] about six months. I went
from washboard to first kazoo, to second kazoo, to being out of
the band. I think I was out of the band the night we were play-
ing and Jerry leaned over to me in the middle of a tune and
said, ‘Why don’t you take a break,” and [ got off the stage.”

Mother McCree’s stayed a jug band for almost a year. Then,
at Pigpen’s urging, the band went electric. Pigpen had been
after Jerry for some time to start up an electric blues band
because he was totally into his blues trip. Garcia agreed that a
transition to electric instruments was a logical next step in the
evolution of the band since they were already playing a lot of
blues and some rock ‘n’ roll tunes. They patterned themselves
along the lines of the early Rolling Stones, who were also play-
ing a lot of blues songs. Garcia said, “Me and Pigpen both had
that background in the old Chess Records stuff—Chicago
blues like Howlin’ Wolf and Muddy Waters and people like
Jimmy Reed, Chuck Berry.”

With the core band in place—Garcia on lead guitar and
vocals, Weir on rhythm guitar and vocals, and Pigpen on har-
monica, keyboards, and vocals—all they needed was a bass
player and a drummer. Back they went to Dana Morgan’s
Music, where they found a bass player in Dana Morgan, the son
of the owner, and a drummer in Bill Kreutzmann, who taught
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music at the store with Garcia. The elder Morgan supplied all
the equipment the band needed.

Kreutzmann was a local kid who grew up in Palo Alto. His
mother was a choreographer who taught dance at Stanford,
and as a child his mom would have him pound out the beat on
an Indian drum while she worked out her steps—he even did it
at some of her classes. He began taking drum lessons when he
was twelve and as a teenager played in a Palo Alto rock band
called the Legends. Bill’s dad William recalled when his son
first hooked up with Garcia’s new electric band: “I remember
they would occasionally bring their equipment over to our
house and practice in our garage. They were real young then,
especially Weir, who looked like he was fifteen.” In fact, both
Weir and Kreutzmann got fake 1Ds so they could play in clubs
that served liquor.

Ostensibly the electric band was to be a blues band, but
Garcia saw it differently: “. . . theoretically it’s a blues band, but
the minute we get electric instruments it’s a rock ‘n’ roll band.

Because, wow, playin’ rock ‘n’ roll, it’s fun.”

Although collectively the bandmembers had been playing for a
long time, they were still basically teenagers. They were serious
musicians, and Garcia even had a wife and child, but they were
into the music scene because it was fun. It was that attitude
that made the group exciting to watch and to perform in, and
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