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James Morrison and
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‘the Duke’.

Don’t Get Around Much Anymore,
It Don’t Mean a Thing (if it Ain’t
Got That Swing), and more.
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Apetape B

ABC

the Rolling Stones kicked off, a fan

was stabbed to death in front of
them. In an extract from his new
book, the band’s former tour
manager, SAM CUTLER, reveals
what went on backstage.

" FOUND Jackson, one of the Grateful Dead’s
crew, at the back of the stage, standing by the
door to the Dead’s equipment truck. He had
a very conspicuous black eye. He didn’t want
to talk about it, but apparently he’d had a run-
in with one of the bikers. Mercifully, Jackson

rm& decided not to retaliate, realising that if you"

punch one Hells Angel, effectively you've punched
all of them.

“When are the Grateful Dead coming?” I asked.

Jackson shrugged. “Man, I don’t reckon they will
come. This is bulls... They won’t wanna play.”

I couldn’t believe what he was saying. The one
band who could chill the whole thing out would
be the Dead.

Crosby, Stills and Nash had been hopeless, too
fey for words. It was bizarre hearing their gentle
lyricism accompanied by the screams and moans of
the injured. The only act that received a vaguely
positive response was the Flying Burrito Brothers,
Gram Parsons’ band, who had just finished. While
the Burritos played, there had been no fights.

Now Jackson was telling me the Dead would
probably not play!

It was time to get on the telephone and find out
where the hell the Rolling Stones were. On the way
to the office, I saw Mick and Charlie walking down
through the crowd and felt hugely relieved. Mick
was a bit unhappy; some madman had slapped his
face. Other than that, he was in one piece.

To his credit, Mick had demanded that no one
hurt the man. Mick Taylor, meanwhile, looked as
white as a ghost and Charlie appeared shell-shocked.
There was no sign of Bill Wyman.

“Where’s Bill?” T asked, as I led the Stones to the
caravan at the back of the stage.

“We couldn’t find him,” said Ronnie. “He went
shopping.” Our bodyguard, Tony Funches, was back

from hospital, after breaking his wrist in an alter-
cation with someone. I got him to stand at the door
as we emptied the caravan of all but the band.

“We have to go on,” I told them. “This has turned
into a nightmare, people are getting hurt, it's going
to get worse and I don’t want us here playing when
it's dark. There’s no guarantee I'll Um able to get
you out of here.”

Mick sighed. “We’ll go on when Bill gets here.
What’s happening with the Angels?”

“Basically they’re beating the crap out of people,
but it’s not the Angels; it’s the prospects and hangers-
on. People are really getting h

‘We waited another two hours for Bill to arrive.
Various bands had played and, as each of the artists
bhad completed their set, the violence increased
exponentially. Fifty people or more had been beaten
so badly that they needed serious medical attention.
Hundreds of others were freaking out. The doctors
had run out of Thorazine twice; the medical tent
resembled a war zone.

All of the Rolling Stones, except Bill Wyman, were
ensconced in a small caravan backstage, effectively
marooned in a sea of some 300,000 people. With
darkness rapidly approaching, and no sign of Bill,
for the umpteenth time I made my way from the
trailer to survey the scene and report back to my
very worried band.

Looking around, I saw that all the people I had
got to know as volunteers in the previous 48 hours
had split. The only ones I knew from the original
crew were Owsley Stanley, who was manning the
sound, and Dan Healy from Quicksilver Messenger
Service. Jackson and a few of the crew were keeping
an eye on the equipment.

Every single person who had originally told the
Rolling Stones to come to San Francisco and play
a free concert had deserted them. Not one of the




brought a fresh outbreak of
psychopaths would charge

people who had played central roles in the planning
of the event had said a word or offered any assistance
— as soon as things got out of hand, they had returned
to the shadows from which they had previously so
confidently emerged.

Bill Wyman arrived and 10 minutes later I got the
band on stage. It was now dark, and the vibe was
worse than it had been all day.

Several of the Angels made a point of telling me
not to worry: “Nothing’s gonna happen to your band.
Get ’em to play and it'll all be cool.”

With a dry mouth, I thanked them and felt truly
nervous. Everyone could pick up on the threat in
the air. I begged Mick not to stop once the set had
started, regardless of what was happening in the
crowd. Get through the numbers as fast as possible,
and let’s get the f... outta here. Mick seemed to
agree, but was very worried. It was an act of absolute
bravery for him to go on stage.

The Stones lumbered into their first song and the
violence erupted immediately.

The Stones played the opening bars of Under My
Thumb as the first fights broke out in front of the
stage. The small group of men with pool cues
attacked the audience, lashing out indiscriminately
at anyone who got in their way.

The music stopped and Mick appealed for people
to be cool. The band started playing again, but each
new song brought a fresh outbreak of violence. It
was almost as if the beatings had become natural
components of the music itself.

Young psychopaths would charge into the crowd
with their pool cues flailing, the crowd would part,
the injured would be removed and the concert would
continue. It was surreal.

Mick peered from the floodlit stage into the dark
mass of the audience and made an absurd plea for
calm: “If we are as one, then let us be as one.”
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I feared for his safety as I watched several very
stoned people looking at him with murderous intent.

The band began to play again as if their lives
depended on it. The music momentarily stilled the
crowd and I hovered at the side of the stage, afraid
of where all this might end.

Then there was a commotion and perhaps 10 Hells
Angels ran towards the stage, away from a man in
a luminescent green suit, yelling: “He’s got a gun!”

The man lurched forward and an Angel rushed
towards him, through his retreating brothers. The
Angel grabbed at the man’s wrist, and, holding his
gun hand up in the air, began to stab at him. I saw
the long-barrelled silver gun shining in the stage
lights, and so did others near me.

The man with the gun collapsed under a mountain
of Angels as they rushed in for the kill.

The band’s music ground to a halt and Keith
started shouting at the Angels. “If you guys don’t
stop it right now, we're gonna quit!”

I ran across to Keith and spoke into his ear. “A
guy’s got a gun Keith. He’s got a gun! Please cool
it, man. Someone’s been hurt real bad.”

I turned back to Mick. “There’s a guy with a gun.
Give me a minute; I'll check on what’s happening.
F...in’ cool it - somebody may have been killed.”
Mick went deathly pale as I rushed down into the
thick of it.

As soon as I saw Meredith Hunter, I knew he was
dying. Lying on the ground, with medics in attend-
ance, he had blood pouring from his body. He was
on his stomach and the doctors were lifting his jacket
so they could get at his back. A hysterical woman
was screaming: “Don’t let him die, don’t let him die!”

I forced my way back through the crowd and
regained the stage. The band stood staring into the
dark mass of the audience, unsure what to do. Once
again Mick appealed forlornly for calm. I wanted
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to get the Stones off stage, then and there, but Mick
would not be moved. I whispered in his ear: “Let’s
get this over with.” But Mick insisted that he would
finish the show.

1 stood as close as I could to Mick and Keith while
they restarted the music, nervously eyeing the
people on stage, wondering who would be next to
launch an attack. In the pocket of my jacket, I had
the Derringer, and wondered if I'd have the balls
to shoot someone if they tried to hurt Mick. I have
never, ever wanted a policeman around more than
I did at that moment.

There wasn’t one of the cowards in sight.

I was numb from lack of sleep and exposure to
the worst violence I had ever seen. I could only
think: I have to get my band out of here. I have
to get them on the helicopter. There was a walk
of some 200 yards from the backstage area to where
the chopper would take off and speed us to safety
and there was no way that we would be able to
make that journey unescorted. I had to talk to the
Hells Angels and ask them to help us. Surprisingly,
they agreed.

As the last notes of the performance died, we
rushed from the stage, frightened and distraught.
Behind a phalanx of Hells Angels, the Rolling Stones
reached the helicopter and made their escape.

Hundreds of local, state and federal laws had been
broken and not one police officer chose to act. There
was no police inquiry following Altamont, no public
inquiry. Why? For the simple reason that such an
inquiry would have exposed the fact that the police
had done nothing in the face of serious violent crime.

Nothing, that is, other than bravely towing away
hundreds of cars.

It’s only rock'n’roll.. . .
Mick Jagger stops
singing as Hells Angels
drag on to the stage a
person they have just
beaten, above left; iwo
people attack with pool
cues, above, and author
Sam Cutler, left.

You Can’t Always
Get What You Want:
My Life With the
Rolling Stones, the
Grateful Dead and
Other Wonderful
Reprobates, by Sam
Cutler (William
Heinemann
Australia, $34.95).
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