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JOHN LEE HOOKER ;,WHOSE BOOGIE

BLUES HOOKED A GENERATION, N e
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California backyard, John Lee Hooker ~ out too much though. Justis.” - rumbles through the sound track of 7he
sure doesn’t look like he’s got the blues. Hooker is something of an elemental _Hot Spot, the steamy new melodrama di-
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Museum pieces?

Is the women’s movement dead? Or is it stalled in its tracks —
B and in need of a little consciousness raising?

B Nowa TIME special issue explores the difficult choices facing

B today’s women. From child care to the “Mommy track,” from
glass ceilings to opening doors, TIME charts the toughest issues women
confront in the 90’s.

Too busy to read it? That’s why you should.

Women: A TIME Special Issue
On Sale: October 29 through November

Exclusive advertiser: SEARS

TIME

NOW AVAILABLE!
THE HOTTEST NEW GOLF if—T FOR 19911

Beautifully bound in fine grained leather or durable
hard cover, this is the ideal desktop gift for the golf
enthusiast...to be used everyday of the year.

¢ Weekly Appointment Calendar

e Golf Tip of the Week

e All-Time Professional Records

e Glossary of Golf Terms

¢ Telephone Directory ORDER TODAY!
ORDER TODAY! for only $21.95 in durable 1-800-477-GOLF

hardbound cover, or for added value only $26.95  MasterCard\Visa; Ambx credit cards accepted.
in high quality leather and gold gilded pages. Add GOLF GIFTS INC.
$3.50 shipping each. 100% Money Back Guarantee. 919 Springer Drive, Lombard, Il 60148

YOUR COMPANY LOGO
IS FREE WITH ORDERS
OF 25 OR MORE

A great gift for
corporate outings.

others who point to Hooker as the source
of much of their own style and substance.

Among the musicians who paid fitting
tribute by raising money for a pet proj-
ect—the Delta Blues Museum in Hook-
er’s hometown of Clarksdale—was Raitt,
a friend for two decades. “John Lee has
maintained his swampiness after all these
years,” she says. “He’s never lost his pri-
mal roots. He’s remained as foreboding
sounding and looking as you’d expect
from an old bluesman. And he’s got that
fire in him still.”

“What makes blues great is its wis-
dom,” says Chicago bluesmaster Willie
Dixon. “And John Lee has that wisdom.”

“I don’t play a lot of fancy guitar,”

Hooker says by way of self-analysis. “I

just got this heavy, good rhythm, you
know. I play a heck of a funky beat. What I
do is soulful, it’s the feeling.”

It’s a feeling he discovered as a boy
growing up in the Delta flatlands, a region
that in the 1920s was rich not just with
cotton but with such gritty, itinerant
bluesmen as genre giant Charley Patton.
Their music found little acceptance in the
home headed by William Hooker, a Bap-
tist minister. ““You know how those
preachers are,” John Lee says. “They
think it’s the devil’s music.” But Hooker,
the fourth of 11 children, gained a formi-
dable ally at age 12 when his sharecropper
parents split and his mother, Minnie,
married Will Moore, an amateur blues
singer and guitar player who performed at
local fish fries. “My style today is what he
taught me,” Hooker says gratefully. “If it
wasn’t for him, [ would have been just a

Hooker (in 1963) “‘always played down-
home blues,”” Willie Dixon says. “He al-
ways seemed fo have his own rhythms.”

©
o]
>
=
o
)
>
T
kY




» Hooker was the
man of the hour

at a Madison
Square Garden
party in his honor. -
Musicians includ-
ed Bonnie Raitt,
second from left.

V “In my life and
in my music, |
didn’t do nothing
bad,”” says Hook-
er, working him-
self into a gentle
lather.

regular unknown person forever.”

At 14, Hooker joined the Army, “a big
thing if you wanted to get girls,” he re-
calls. “You put on a uniform, and they
would run to you.” Stationed in Detroit,
he was booted out after just three months
when the Army learned his real age. Faced
with the hard labor of sharecropping at
home, Hooker soon headed back north, in
search of stardom. “When I ran away, I
was a strong-headed kid,” he says. “I nev-
er did have no doubts I'd make it.”

Hooker drifted through Memphis and
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Cincinnati, where he made a name for
himself as a gospel singer, before landing
back in Detroit in 1943. Working as a jani-
tor in a Chrysler plant by day, he played to
black audiences in local bars at night. “I
was the talk of the town in Detroit,”
Hooker says. “There wasn’t as much
competition there as Chicago.”

But he was still sweeping up at Chrysler
when he was discovered by the owners of
the Modern Records label in 1948. That
year he released his first single, “Boogie
Chillen,” an immediate hit that
brought him to the attention of white au-
diences for the first time. When his “I'm in
the Mood” sold an astonishing 1 million
copies in 1951, he hung up his broom for
good. Hooker, who eventually recorded
more than 100 albums, was a legend by
the early 1960s when a young Bob Dylan
and the then fledgling Rolling Stones
opened his concerts. As happened so of-
ten to the blues performers who were
rock’s progenitors, Hooker never enjoyed
the enormous financial rewards reaped by
his young imitators, including such
groups as the Animals, Doors, Yardbirds
and Canned Heat, among a host of oth-
ers. “I was happy just to be out there play-
ing,” lie says philosophically.

And although he never got rich, Hooker
didr’t go broke either. “T've always kept
my head above water,” he says. “I'm very
conservative with money. So many stars
make big, big money and then blow it like

they was shooting a gun. I learned it ain’t
what you make, it's what you save.”

Hooker socked away enough to allow
him to live comfortably in Vallejo, Calif., a
mostly white town. Three other Bay Area
properties he owns are “like money in the
bank,” he says. With an old yellow Cad-
illac and a new Toyota Supra in the ga-
rage, he shares his modern split-level
house with a nephew and two band mem-
bers who look after their venerable boss
like doting grandsons.

Hooker, who has eight children and an
equal number of grandchildren, blames
the road for ruining his home life. ‘It was
hard on the wives,” says Hooker, who di-
vorced his last wife, a young photogra-
pher, four years ago. “I went through
three of them and still ain’t got one.”

Now, with his reputation secure, he fore-
sees less roadwork and more time in the La-
Z-Boy. “I'm gonna retire real soon,” he
says, insisting he has recorded for the last
time. “I don’t know what I'm gonna do with
myself. I don’t like fishin” or goin” on vaca-
tion. I just wanna kick back and enjoy life.”

Winter, a fan since childhood, will be
sorry to hear the news. “When John Lee
goes,” he says, “it’s going to be the end of
an era.” But Hooker doesn’t see it that way.
“As long as there’s people on this planet,”
he says, his eye glinting with the wisdom of
years, “somebody’s gonna be alone and
have the blues.” —Steve Dougherty,

Dirk Mathison in Vallejo




