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THE DOORS/VANILLA FUDGE/ANTIGONE RISING/
PAT TRAVERS/MACY GRAY/PERRY FARRELL/
JOHN SEBASTIAN/Trump Taj Mahal/Aug. 5

by Glyn Emmerson 
ATLANTIC CITY, NJ—TV tapings can be a mixed bag. On one hand
there’s lots of downtime, delays and fake cheerleading done by producers
in the front row to make it look like the crowd is enthusiastic and having
fun. On the other hand most bands step up to the plate and offer up
powerhouse performances for the camera.

At Trump Plaza in Atlantic City members of The Doors opened up

VH1’s Decades Rock Live with a stellar lineup that included fellow ’60s
act Vanilla Fudge, Antigone Rising, Pat Travers and guests Macy Gray,
Perry Farrell and John Sebastian.

Throw in a power outage, some tunes that had to be done twice
and the added drama from Doors co-founder Ray Manzarek who
unleashed the band’s new name from the stage stating, “This band is,
was, and always will be called The Doors.” He then dedicated their
performance and new name to the “the memory of Jim Morrison and
the last song Morrison ever played on earth, “Riders On The Storm.”

Putting to rest the ongoing saga of lawsuits from the Morrison estate
and ex-drummer John Densmore who fought the band’s usage of The
Doors name, Manzarek, Robby Krieger and front man Ian Astbury ripped
through their set with the passion, rage and fury of a pissed off beast
defending their legacy. Say what you will about Astbury’s cloning the
body and soul of the Lizard King of cosmic punk in his frayed jeans,
snakeskin boots and leather jacket.One thing for sure is he has channeled
the mighty one’s roaring mouth and bravado into one of spiritual reverence.

Krieger, Manzarek and rhythm men Ty Dennis and Phil Chen pounded
through the songs with the ferocity of a gang of neighborhood toughs
as they ripped the doors off the band’s doomed legacy into something
positive and now.

On “When The Music’s Over” the slow, somber and funereal drone
gave way to the grand finale buildup, release and collective orgasm of
the 5,000 plus on “we want the world and we want it NOW” as Krieger
and Manzarek sliced into the crowd with twisted echoes of reverb and
the cacophonous mix of sweat, blood and sonic boom.

Macy Gray joined the band for “Love Me Two Times” that had the coy,
sultry Amazon woman strutting her stuff in a peach sequined dress and
oversized afro like a bad-assed mama from planet Shaft.

Jane’s Addiction front man Perry Farrell turned “Touch Me” with a
string quartet and horn section into a torchy love ballad as he pranced

and preened onstage in his tiny frame with eyes ablaze that took the
music to the present.“Crystal Ship”and “People Are Strange,”dedicated
to the boardwalk freakshow going on outside, added a sense of the
surreal, trippy, magic that was always at the core of The Doors’ sound.

They closed with “Light My Fire” that had Krieger and Manzarek
counter riffing off each other like gunslingers in a spaghetti western.

Antigone Rising who set a precedent by selling their new one
exclusively at Starbucks opened with a Doors medley, then played
“You’re The Reason” that went down like a de-caffeinated, stale latte.
The reunited and original Vanilla Fudge played “She’s Not There” and
The Doors’ “Changeling” proving that they were one of the best cover
bands of the ’60s.

The show ended at 1:45 in the morning with the prophetic ’60s anthem
“War” (what is it good for!) that members of the Fudge, Doors, Antigone
Rising, John Sebastian and Pat Travers rocked out in honor of George
Dubya’s wicked ways.

Check out VH1 in the fall for this show’s airing.

the doors

KINGS OF LEON/THE SECRET MACHINES/
THE HELIO SEQUENCE/Starland Ballroom/
Aug. 9

by Mark Mitchell
SAYREVILLE, NJ—I was strangely comfortable sitting
in the back seat of my friend’s Pathfinder, cruising down
the Garden State Parkway, with a head full of weed,
and a belly full of beer, cruise control set around 90
MPH, for the 45-minute car ride to Starland Ballroom.

I had just gotten back from a cross country trip, where
I said goodbye to my girlfriend in New Mexico, where
she is now residing and going to school, so I needed
my mind to be elsewhere. What better way to do that
than to go see the Kings Of Leon, one of this young
century’s brightest, fastest, grungiest, and dare I
say, best new bands so far.

An injustice in this world is that no talent scum can
sell out a venue like Madison Square Garden, and yet,
the Kings Of Leon, who have enough talent in their gene
pool to create a musical dynasty, much like the Carter
Family, can’t sell out at Starland Ballroom.But not only
could they not sell out, more tickets were given away
than bought. The cat at the door, tying to get people
to sign the mailing list, simply said that people just
weren’t buying tickets, so they had to give them away.

Well, fuck people, they don’t know what they missed
out on.As soon as the Kings, three brothers, one cousin
(which I’m sure most people know by now) took the
stage, the crowd went into a frenzy, and when they
started kicking out some Southern punk gems, you
would have thought you were at a Black Flag show if
you were lucky enough to get caught in the ensuing
madness of the mosh pit. I don’t really know, I’ll have
to look into it, but I very well might be the only idiot to
ever jump into a mosh pit while wearing flimsy sandals.
If I’m not the first, let it be my duty to make sure that
I’m the last. The alcohol made me not care so much
about the throbbing coming from my feet after they
repeatedly got smashed on by various sneakers, boots,
and what felt at one point like a god damn spike coming
out of the bottom of some crazy bastard’s shoe, so four
of my toes could very well be broken while I write this.

But enough of my ramblings, let’s get to the music.
The Kings showed all the nonbelievers why they were
not only asked to perform at the Bonnaroo Festival the
past two years, but also why U2 asked them to open
for them on the first leg of their tour.They have charisma,
stage presence, energy, and, most importantly, two
records worth of kick ass songs. They incorporated
the songs off their new album, the brilliant Aha Shake

Heartbreak, almost evenly with songs from their debut
album, Youth And Young Manhood, ripping through
soon to be classic songs such as “Taper Jean Girl,”
“Pistol Of Fire,” “Soft,” and “California Waiting.”

But it was on “Rememo,” the closing song on the Aha
record, that the crowd seemed like diehard fans, instead
of mostly people who had gotten their tickets for free.
There was hope for the Kings, and they knew it, as
they led the crowd in a singalong of the catchy chorus
to “Rememo,” where there were almost 1,000 people
singing, “Dripping beards as cold as hell/And the
motherfucker’s gonna go to jail.”

Everyone got all wound up again, bouncing like
human pogos, and throwing themselves into each other
when the bands ripped into fan favorites, “The Bucket”
and “King Of The Rodeo,” both from the latest album.
The musicianship in this band is tight, and reflective
of their relationships with each other, and their
songwriting is a lot more complex than most give them
credit for. However, bassist Jared Followill is the most
talented musician in the band, and on the show’s closing
number, “Slow Night, So Long,” Jared’s bass playing
proved to everyone in the house that he is one of the

top bassists playing today. This night, the Kings Of
Leon took another step towards solidifying their stance
as one of the decade’s top acts.

The Secret Machines and The Helio Sequence were
the openers for the show.The Helio Sequence were a
fairly good duo, who peaked at the end of their set, with
a cover of The Beatles’ “Tomorrow Never Knows,” in
which the drummer couldn’t keep up with Ringo’s
emphatic beating of the skins on the original version,
proving once again that Ringo is the most underrated
drummer in the history of music.

The Secret Machines rocked out, very reminiscent
of The Jesus And Mary Chain, with some Oasis thrown
in for good measure.The highlight of their set was also
a cover, Dylan’s classic “Girl From The North Country.”
I’m actually going to finish this review, then go out and
buy a Secret Machines record after seeing their
performance, and I recommend you do the same.

All in all, it was a great night filled with debauchery
and great music.The only way it could have been better
was if my girlfriend Elena was by my side, but hell man,
they say nothing’s perfect.
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