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a number of minor but at
tractive perquisites, primarily 

the opportunity to hear a good deal of 
free music. Show producers, band 
managers, record promoters—they all' 
try to curry favor with journalists and 
are generous with backstage passes 
and direct access to the performers, 
especially when they have a weak or 
inexperienced group to build up. But 
all these courtesies and petty larcenies 
suddenly disappear when you're deal
ing with the Rolling Stones. Then you 
get down in the pit along with every
body else and take your chances. I 

didn't manage to get to the bloodbath 
at Altamont a few, years ago. Their 
appearances in San Francisco this June 
were my first opportunity to see the 
Stones in person, as a matter of fact. 
And I realized that by the exigencies 
of their profession (and mine) it was 
very likely my last. 

As early as February T contacted 
the San Francisco outlet of Atlantic 
Records, the distributors of the Stones' 
own label, concerning their forthcom
ing tour. Atlantic's promotion man, 
Ralph Witsel, was friendly but non-
commital about access to the Stones 
—or even tickets to their performances. 

In April the tour schedule was an
nounced by Gibson & Stromberg, a 
public relations firm operating out of 
Los Angeles. I contacted them; they 
were encouraging but indefinite. The 
San Francisco shows were to be pro
moted b y Bill Graham; I contacted 
his office and spoke with someone whc 
was sympathetic but not positive. 
There would be four performances 
a matinee and an evening show eacf 
day on June 6 and 8. Five thousanc 
tickets would be issued for each show 
4500 to go on sale through the com 
puter-controlled Ticketron System or 
Mav 15, the remainder held back b 
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Graham for members of San Fran
cisco bands and other illuminati. 

I would have liked to see the Stones 
at several points in their career—their 
earliest days together with Alexis 
Koerner. the first tour that they shared 
with Bo Diddley, Little Richard and 
the Everly Brothers. Their first Ameri
can and European tours, their Pacific 
tour in '65. And certainly their 1969 
tour and the Altamont disaster. 

Still, 1972 was a good time to see 
them; they stood alone at the pinnacle. 
For years there had been the unavoid
able comparison with the Beatles. But 
that was over now. Long ago they had 
made all the money they could spend, 
they had achieved total public accept
ance to the point of adulation. The 
only reason to continue was to play 
the game, to compete with the Beatles 
for the sheer excitement of competing. 

The Beatles departed; the Stones 
won the game by default. They were 
beyond challenge the greatest rock 
and roll band in the world. This year's 
tour of the United States and Canada, 
their first since 1969, was thus like the 
victorious race car driver who makes 
an extra circuit of the track after the 
race carrying the checkered flag: an 
extra chance to see and be seen in 
triumph. It also gave the tour some
thing of a nostalgic, even a melan
choly note. 

1 SPOKE WITH MANY FANS BEFORE, 

during and after the Stones' visit, 
and a remarkable portion of them 

made comments to the effect that they 
wanted to see the Stones as a kind of 
farewell meeting, a farewell not nec
essarily to the Stones (although it 
is widely rumored that this is their 
last tour) but to the era of which 
they are possibly a living fossil. 

It wasn't exactly the rock and roll 
era; there was rock and roll back in 
the 1950s and remarkably similar stuff 
called rhythm and blues or race music 
into the '40s or earlier. And there will 
be rock and roll for a long time to 
come, much of it good lively fun and 
some of it serious art. 

But this era, this period that seemed 
to start with the Beatles and the Stones 
and that seems to be ending if not 
ended, this era is somehow special. 

It lasted nearly a decade, a long 
time in the volatile world of pop cul
ture, and has been associated with a 

widespread questioning of official val
ues and impulses leading seriously to a 
commitment to change, a bitter disil
lusionment, and a tentative engage
ment once again. The teenagers of 
1963 are now close to thirty, the rock 
stars who stimulated and motivated 
them are the same age or older, and 
the unrestful youngsters of today listen 
to different music and musicians—who 
will have their day too. 

The fans didn't come out to say 
farewell to the Rolling Stones, they 
came out to say farewell to their past, 
to the excitement and ferment of an 
epoch. Thus the performance became 
a sort of maturation ritual, even 
though for the most part the cele
brants may have participated in it 
without being conscious of its reso
nance. 

NEITHER ATLANTIC, NOR GRAHAM, 

nor Gibson & Stromberg had 
made a firm commitment to 

me by Friday, May 12. So on Sunday 
the 14th I scouted nearby Ticketron 
outlets—there would be fifty-odd in 
service when Stones tickets went on 
sale the following Monday—and se
lected a Montgomery Ward store in 
Oakland as likely to be less swamped 
with customers than most others. A 
press pass might yet arrive, but I 
didn't want to chance missing the 
show. 

At seven the next morning I joined 
a sparse gathering of early arrivals. 
A few devoted had arrived the night 
before with their sleeping bags. At 
nine-thirty the store opened its doors 
and there was a rush to form a line 
at the Ticketron outlet, a window lo
cated in one corner of the second floor 
where an office wall and an internal 
partition joined. 

At ten o'clock the Ticketron ter
minals in all the outlets went on-line 
to the central computer in Los An
geles. At one minute after ten the ter
minals stopped working. What had 
happened was something that any
one familiar with the design of time-
shared computer systems like Tick
etron should have anticipated, but that 
no one apparently did. 

At ten o'clock, May 15, 1972, every 
terminal in the system came on-line 
with a demand for tickets. In effect, 
the terminals were standing in line 
waiting for tickets, the computer tak

ing care of one after another until 
it came to the end of the line, then 
going back to the beginning to start 
over. Twenty seconds per transaction 
sounds good, but with over fifty ter
minals standing in the line, it meant 
a delay of twelve to fifteen minutes 
at each terminal between any two 
transactions. 

As a result, hundreds of people 
stood in line for periods up to eight 
hours, even discounting time put in 
before the terminals went on-line at 
ten o'clock. Some 18,000 tickets were 
sold, with a limit of four per custo
mer, and thousands of would-be custo
mers went home with nothing to show 
for their wasted day except sore joints 
and sweat-soaked clothing. 

A rough camaraderie developed 
during the day based on a common 
desire to get those tickets and a com
mon sense of us-versus-them, them 
being the Ticketron system. Some 
stores used numbering systems for 
their waiting customers, but at Ward's 
where I waited there was no such 
thing. By mid-afternoon the line of 
customers, which had started several 
hundred long and one or two wide, 
had converted itself into a wedge. The 
customer actually at the ticket win
dow was the apex. Behind him stood 
others three abreast; behind them, 
five or six, and so on to a maximum 
width of fifteen men and women, 
all of them straining forward in hopes 
of reaching the window before the 
tickets were exhausted. The heat and 
the sheer pressure of human bodies 
were unbelievable, growing progres
sively worse as one approached the 
window. Once a customer did receive 
tickets it was necessary to fight back
wards through that mass of bodies all 
pressing forward. 

I was lucky. I got my four tickets 
at about 3:15 in the afternoon. They 
were all for the first matinee, but there 
was no choosing, you took what you 
could get and were grateful to get any 
tickets at all. Once I'd got them I faced 
the hardest part of the day's struggle 
—getting back through the crowd. 
Anyone who yielded an inch jeo
pardized his chances of ever getting 
to the window, so no one gave an inch. 
When at last I burst through the last 
rank and into the comparative open 
air of Ward's fireplace implements 
department, I found myself brought 
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up short within two steps. My shirt 
was pulled halfway off and the buckle 
of my belt had got caught somewhere 
back in the entrails of the mob. Strug
gling like a hooked tarpon, I took the 
belt in both hands, and began hauling 
in. Unbelievably, I reeled a large 
leather purse out of the human sea. 
I passed it back into the crowd, re
stored my clothing and went home. 

THREE WEEKS WERE LEFT Unti l 

the Stones arrived. Immediately, 
a barter market sprang up with 

people swapping tickets for one show 
for some to others of the four sched
uled appearances. Simultaneously, a 
bull market for scalpers developed 
with buyers and sellers briskly contact
ing each other chiefly through bulletin 
board notices posted in record shops 
and elsewhere. The list price was $5 
—Winterland is all unreserved—plus a 
50(f Ticketron service charge; scalping 
began at $ 15 and went higher. I know 
of a set of four tickets that changed 
hands for $120. 

There was also counterfeiting. The 
Stones' shows were on Tuesday and 
Thursday, the 6th and 8th of June. 
On the previous Sunday night, KSAN, 
the leading underground FM station 
in San Francisco, scheduled a four-
hour Stones Special. Tom Donahue, a 
long-time powerhouse in the San Fran
cisco rock and roll and underground 
media scene, was MC. "We were go
ing to have a big on-the-air ticket 
swap," he announced, "but we've re
ceived word from Bill Graham's office 
that there are phony tickets in circu
lation.We can't afford to get involved 
with that scene." So the special went 
on without on-the-air swapping. 

It was like a thieves' market: frantic 
negotiations, bulletin board notices, 
suspicion over counterfeits. Are these 
tickets the right width? Is the print 
fuzzy? If you hold them under a 
black light does the word Stones 
glow in yellow? It was a mess. Every
one was out for a piece of the action. 
I spoke with one scalper who had no 
qualms about what he was doing. 
"Look," he told me, "these tickets 
say five bucks but you can't buy them 
for that. Ticketron took them all and 
with their so-called fifty cent service 
charge they made $9000 in one day. 
And they did absolutely nothing but 
buy the tickets and sell them again. 

I'm doing the same thing, and I'm not 
going to make anything like $9000." 

There was also a small scale com
mercial civil war going on behind the 
scenes. In this country, the Stones ap
pear on two different record labels. 
Starting with their first album in 1964 
and through Get Yer Ya-Ya's Out 
they were on London. In 1971 they 
set up Rolling Stones Records, distri
buted by Atlantic, and released Sticky 
Fingers. London retaliated last De
cember with Hot Rocks, a double 
Stones album drawn from old mater
ial, including several tracks off Sticky 
Fingers that were cut before the Stones 
left them and to which London still 
held rights. This May the Stones re
leased a new album. Exile on Main 
Street, also a double, on their own 
label again. 

To publicize their tour and their 
own label the Stones released a poster 
of a jetliner with the Stones' insigne 
blazoned on its tail. (It's a stylized pic
ture of Mick Jagger's mouth, tongue 
sticking far out.) London Records 
released a poster of its own, showing 
the Stones, a map of their tour, and 
the covers of nine Stones albums on 
the London label. John Barbis, Lon
don's San Francisco promotion man, 
says, "Listen, we've got to sell those 
albums." 

It was confused, but still an em
barrassment of riches. Bill Graham's 
organization put out a poster of its 
own, a pair of tumbling dice to match 
the single off Exile. At Winterland you 
could buy Rolling Stones badges, pins, 
pendants—all in the mouth-and-tongue 
motif. 

THE SHOW OPENED WITH AN OLD 

film, a 1964 rock and roll show 
featuring such period luminaries 

as Jan and Dean ("Little Old Lady 
from Pasadena"), Leslie Gore ("It's 
My Party"), James Brown, the Su-
premes, and the Stones themselves. 
During the film the audience held 
their places rather amiably. The Stones 
were preceded by Stevie Wonder and 
a big band. The people sitting on the 
open floor all stood. There was some 
jockeying for position near to the 
stage. Wonder did a good set, well 
received by an audience there only to 
see the Stones but willing to be enter
tained while they waited. Robert 
Shields, a local mime, held forth while 

the stage crew changed equipment. 
Then Graham introduced the 

Stones and the scene on the floor 
turned ugly. In the next hour I learned 
what the territorial imperative is, what 
aggression is, how competition can 
build in a slightly submerged form un
til one false word or deed can pro
duce violence. As it did at Altamont. 
It did not at Winterland, but it seemed 
to me a near thing. 

With the appearance of the Stones 
the near audience began to use every 
possible tactic to reach the edge of the 
stage, Jagger pranced around and 
sang, seven men played, and there was 
a kind of limited war in front of the 
stage. The basic tactic was to find the 
contact point between two people in 
front of you. Somehow drive a wedge 
between them. For a man this could 
be done with a hand between the 
shoulders, for a woman it was more 
often a shoulder between the biceps. 
Or either could use a hip or knee. 

Get any portion of your anatomy 
between the people, then alternately 
press forward and sideways, driving 
them out of the way, propelling your
self forward. People shoved, clawed, 
fought their way for ten or twenty 
rows to reach the front. There was no 
quarter given. Somewhere between 
two-thirds and three-quarters of the 
aggressors were women. 

As in the ticket line, the crush of 
bodies during the performance gen
erated huge amounts of heat and pres
sure. I saw one woman near me col
lapse; she didn't fall because she was 
caught upright by the press of people 
around her. She recovered and at the 
end of the show left with everyone 
else! The second night I sat high in a 
balcony. 

The Stones themselves were a su
perb show. Their music is thoroughly 
familiar; performed live it is far more 
compelling than it is recorded. Jagger 
himself is the chief center of attention, 
cavorting around the stage in a white 
outfit or a black tank top with a por
trait of Marilyn Monroe on his chest. 
His moves are largely copped from 
James Brown—using a film of Brown 
to open the show is either an act of 
overwhelming honesty in acknowledg
ing one's sources or an act of com
plete disdain for all sensitivities. Take 
your pick. 

{Continued on Page 61} 
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You are invited to become a Charter Member of a stimulating new book club 

TTCD© y f e r a F y ©ff IHHsticDry & [HIiiiiinniain) Mfeo i r s 

Choose any one, some or all of 
these 6 monumental volumes on 

The ideas, personalities, 
events and movements 
that tempered and 
shaped today's America 

Turn of the Century America goes imperialist. Rise of Teddy Roosevelt. 
Industrialism rampant. Doom of agrarianism, 628 pp. / 214 pictures 

America Finding Herseif Rise of internationalism. Growth of monopolies. 
The automobile. Impact of the Puritan spirit. 689 pp. / 208 pictures 

Pre-War America Death throes of the frontier. William Jennings Bryan. 
Monopoly capital enthroned. Complacency. 609 pp. / 236 pictures 

The War Begins Henry Ford, symbol of the American dream. The machine 
as God. Social unrest. War clouds gather. 655 pp. / 194 pictures 

Over Here "Preparedness" and War. Woodrow Wilson, rise and fall. The 
old order crumbles. Prohibition. 704 pp. / 298 pictures 

The Twenties Retreat to "normalcy": pursuit of pleasure, speed, money, 
alcohol, sex. Whither the American dream? 756 pp. / 194 pictures 

TAKE AS MANY OR AS FEW AS YOU WISH FOR ONLY $1.50 PER VOLUME 
with your agreement as a member to take 4 Selections at reduced prices any time in tiie next 12 months 

PUBLISHED AT $105 THE SET ($17.50 PER VOLUME) 

The Library of History & Human Affairs pledges to: bring 
you only the finest new books and neglected modern 
classics in the field; save you substantial sums of money 
on each; offer you works of such relevance, authority and 
vitality that you will be stimulated to revise your habitual 
ways of looking at, and learning from, the past. 

As your introduction to membership, we present Mark 
Sullivan's celebrated Our Times. With it, Sullivan boldly 
threw out the window the traditional concept of history 
as a dust-dry recitation of dates, reigns, data and statistics. 
Instead, he fashioned a juicy, meaty, colorful panorama 
of how Americans lived, thought, fought, dreamed, 
schemed, bickered, worried, worked, loved, hated and 
felt in a period which is still so close that its relevance for 
us today is almost painfully evident. Little wonder that 
Our Times (first published between 1926 and 1935 and 
only this year re-issued in a splendid 5-volume set with 
all 1344 of the original illustrations) ranks as an authentic 
modern classic: pungent, evocative, fascinating. 

Take as many or as few of these 6 volumes as you wish 
at the extraordinary Charter Member's Introductory Price. 
Each is complete in itself. Please note: Our Times is not 
available through any other book club —another good 
reason to start membership now. 

THE LIBRARY OF HISTORY i HUMAN AFFAIRS p^ 72 1/9 H 
10 Eatt 53rd Strsat, New York, New York 10022 
Yes, I want to become a Charter Member. If my application is accepted, please 
send me the volumes of Our Times checked below, at the Charter Member's 
Introductory Price of $1.50 each, plus 44( apiece to cover postage and pack
ing. The volume or volumes I choose will count as my first Bonus given in 
advance of my first 4 purchases of regular Membership Selections. These 4 
purchases, always at reduced Member's Prices, I may make any time during 
the next 12 months. Alter completing the series of 4 Selection purchases, 1 am 
free to resign. But if I remain. I will be eligible to receive another valuable 
Bonus Book after every 4 additional Selections I buy at reduced Member's 
Prices. Each forthcoming Selection will be announced to me in the free club 
brochure. Perspectives. If I want it, 1 need do nothing; it will come to me 
automatically. If 1 want another book instead or no Selection at all that month, 
I simply let you know on the dated return card which is always enclosed with 
each issue of Perspectives. 

• TURN OF THE CENTURY (I) 
n AMERICA FINDING HERSELF (II) 
D PRE-WAR AMERICA (III) 
BILL ME AT $1.50 FOR EACH volume 
checked, plus 44{ apiece to cover 
postage and packing. D 

Your Name 

D THE WAR BEGINS (IV) 
n OVER HERE (V) 
D THE TWENTIES (VI) 
SAVE POSTAGE Club absorbs 44« per 
volume charge if you enclose payment. 
Add applicable taxes. Q 

Address. 

City State-

Home Address, if other than above 

Your signature, please 

-Zip-

Note to foreign readers: we will be pleased to accept membership applications 
and will advise you of special conditions. 
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-[ Perspective ]-

Nixon's Vietnam Strategy: 
How It Was Launched 

with the Aid of Brezhnev and Mao 
And 

How the Vietnamese Intend to Defeat it 

LATE THIS MAY, while President 
Nixon was giving away Cadil
lacs and signing treaties in the 

Kremlin, a letter soliciting funds for 
his campaign chest was sent to a se
lect list of Republican supporters. The 
contents of the letter cast an illumi
nating light both on the strategy of the 
coming elections and its intimate links 
to the shifting vectors of the world 
power struggle. 

"Dear Fellow American," it began, 
"We need your help to make the re
election of President Nixon a reality." 
We believe that the President should 
be re-elected, it went on, "first, be
cause by travelling around the globe 
and meeting with all major leaders, 
he is setting us on the path to world 
peace"; second, because by appointing 
strict constructionists to the Supreme 
Court, "he is bringing law and order 
back to America," and third, because 
he is "slowing inflation" and has 
"helped to return America to a sound 
fiscal economy." (The bread and but
ter issue, usually in the number one 
spot in election campaigns, is no doubt 
relegated to such a low priority be

cause, with a $90 billion deficit to ex
plain, and large-scale unemployment 
to minimize, it is so weak.) 

If the Nixon campaign strategy, as 
outlined in this letter, pays off, con
servatism at home and abroad will be 
confirmed in November, as a work
able solution to the conflicts and gener
al disequilibrium which troubled the 
Empire in the Democratic '60s. 

Such a prospect would have seemed 
wildly implausible just a short time 
ago. At this juncture, however, it is 
not only plausible, but all that re
mains to make it probable is a cease
fire agreement with the Vietnamese, 
sometime before the November elec
tion. One can confidently assume that 
such an agreement is the next objec
tive of the Nixon-Kissinger strategy, 
the calculated climax of the diplomatic 
offensive which first came into the 
public eye with Kissinger's appearance 
in Peking just one year ago. Even a 
ceasefire agreement would virtually 
clinch Nixon's chances of re-election, 
and it is unlikely that, having gone to 
such lengths to create a winning hand, 
he will fail to play any card that 

would take in all the chips. 
One can further assume that if Nix

on gets a settlement, as the result 
of the diplomatic maneuvers of the 
last year, it will be a settlement that 
he wants, and not the settlement for 
which the Vietnamese have paid so 
heavy a price in human suffering and 
human life. For if Nixon were wUling 
to settle for a face-saving exit from 
Vietnam, he could have done so three 
years ago when he first took office. 
In fact, 1969 would have been the 
best year to get a favorable (but mean
ingful) withdrawal agreement, be
cause as a new president he was in a 
stronger bargaining position to negoti
ate such a solution. But Nixon did not 
want that kind of withdrawal, i.e., 
one that would "ratify" an NLF vic
tory, and therefore he bent his policy 
towards another course. 

While withdrawing American troops 
under the deceptive rubric of "Viet-
namization," he escalated the air war 
in the South, invaded Cambodia and 
Laos, and resumed the bombing of the 
North; since then he has mined North 
Vietnam's harbors and in general 
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