








COMMENT

In retrospect, the year 1965 has provided
some exciting controversies. The Newport
Festival showcased the “new” Dylan, who,
notwithstanding the rationalizations of
Peter Yarrow, electrified both his artand
his audience. What hath the great BD
wrought? Hippies are happy; teenagers
are teary-eyed; folklorists areastounded;
and the press is as cynical as ever. The
question as to whether this was an expan-
sion of genius or a surrender to rank
commercialism will be argued but pro-
bably will remain unanswered.

Newport also swung with Richard Farina's
fast-flowing poetry,which, contrasted with
raucous twang of his dulcimer, struck yet
another contemporary influence. With his
wife Mimi, Dick induced the sky to cry on
a Sunday afternoon, incited an on-stage
frug orgy starring a barefoot Baez, and
sent everyone home packing up their sor-
TOowSs.

Old-time music has beat its way back into
popularity, and Jim Kweskin's Jug Band
has inspired treasure hunts for washtubs
and kazoos. Small amateur groups, spring-
ing up everywhere, are blowing funky old
hayseed with a solid back-home rhythm,
and even the tired professionals digthem.

Philadelphia's festival was programmed
more towards the topical, almost apolo-
getically balanced by the works of John
Hurt and Skip James. Tom Paxtonescala-
ted from ramblers to napalm, while the
Mitchell Trio tried too hard to crucify
everyone and everything. The paradox as
to whether or not a white man should
sing Negro blues remains unresolved;
and the challenge still stands to write
stinging protest songs in a pretty style.

A welcome respite at Philadelphia was a
contestant in the banjo contest picking
“The Great Gate of Kiev” taken from
Mussorgsky's “Pictures atan Exhibition.”
He didn’t even make the semi=-finals. The
sacred sounds of Mel Lyman's harp started
the rain again, so back wewentto Toronto.

Without comment on what is or is not
Folk Music, the best result of the contro-
versies of 1965 is that good Folk Music
in general is on the upswing. The traci-
tional artists are busier thanever.Talen-
ted local instrumentalists and contempor-
ary composers like David Rea and Gordon
Lightfoot are rising in popularity, and the
self-destructive experimentalists are
heading even farther out. The year 1965
was good; 1966 will be even better.
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