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NASHVILLE'S
HAPPY STAR

What will become of Loretta Lynn's
babyv sister now thar she’s pulling up
her country roots and going for

gold in the big wide world of pop?

BY AIMEE LEE BALL

Her eyes are very blue. Maybe that’'s a
surprise—a surprise because she sang about a
love gone wrong, sang “Don't It Make My
Brown Eyes Blue"” in a smoky-smooth voice
that floated to the top of the music charts. It
was a voice that couldn't be contained in
Mashville—it pulled up its country roots and
said, “Let me in" at the gates of pop music.
And it got in.

aybe it's a e too that Cr}'sxal
Ga;.r!c is Lurmiur{ynns little sister—a
mixed blessing. Sisterhood is powerful, and
it lubricated her first entry into the music
business {emphasic on the word busi-
ness—tough, competitive, not warmly welcoming to
novices). But the bond was restrictive too-—an eagy label, a
pigeonhole, an identification not readily expanded upon.
Crystal Gayle had to prove herself in more ways than most
newcomers, and without much lecway for mistakes.

And she did it.

I could have the mansion that is higher than the trees
I could have all the gifts I want and never ask “please”
I could fly to Pans, all that’s at my beck and call

Why do [ po through life with nothing at all?*

A credit on her latest album goes to her mother: “To
Clara Webb Butcher for not stopping at seven" And the

luck of being born last
in line of eight siblings meant special
ﬂhlf.gcshr(:rystal Gayle. So this is not a sob story. If you
anything about Loretta Lynn's far-more-publicized
life—from her autobiographical songs, her book or the
movie of her life, Coal Miner’s Daughter—you will find the
dramatics missing in Crystal’s history. Loretta was bomn
dirt-poor in “Butcher Holler,” Kentucky, and before she
married, at the age of 13, she'd never been out of the town
never seen a car of wormn a store-bought dress or tasted a
hamburger. By the time she was 18, she'd bome four
children, and she worked as (Continued on page 64)
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a fruit picker. a laundress and & clean-
ing woman to help support them before
her hushand Mooney put a chieap guitar
in her hands and told her to learn 1o
sing and plav.

Lorettn was always a singer, almost
always a star, in Crystals memory—i
good 20 years separates the sisters, The
gleld mother left Paintsville, Kentucky,
where Crystal was born, when her hus-
band fell wictim 1o black lung disease.
She louned work in Wabash, Indiana,
and sent [or the family; a vear later her
busband was dead. “But she wasn't
going lo ery in a comner and find the
welfare line—that was an casy way out,”
savs Crystal,  Instead she ook off her
mourning clothes, sent for a mailovder
nursing course and supported the family
single-handed 1ill she married again,
vears [ter

During those vears the voungest of the
family wsually was out doing  hersell
some bodily harm. “I've got scars on
my legs that prove | could run with the
best of the puys,” savs Crystal. "1 loved
to play in the forts, the tree houses,
wade in the creeks. One Christmas we
were walking on a limb across u creck
and one of the branches pulled my hat
wll. 1 leaned over o get it and slipped,
and another bramch went right under
my eve. Uve still got a lhitle scar where
I had stitches. 1 had stitches a lot, But
I loved to play, and plaving rough was
part of it.”

Shu: also loved o sing, and Loretta
used 1o take Crystal on stage with her at
county faies and testivals, in school aii-
diteriums  and  sports  arenas.  She
thought of her baby sister's stage name
pise, {When 1 st arrived in Rashville
and consulted the restavrant listings in
the Yellow Pages for o place w oeat,
found a chain of hamburger shops
called "Krystal” and fipured the proprie-
tar had capitalized on the singers namse
It was the other way arcund. Crystal,
barn Brenda Gail Webb, was named for
the hamburgers.) She was painfully
withdrawn—she could scarcelv talk, and
her fathers death hod left her with the
rervous habit of wringing her hands.
But she could sing, escaping behind the
music and the Iveics and finding expres-
sian in song

I krecw Sueis as i child

W buth were runrning wild

Arwd lowve bl never crossed o minds
But that was long ago

Ard little did 1 know

Love would sneak up from behind*

Evervone a1 ‘Wabash High School
knew she was going 1o be a singer, “and
they would make special arrangements,
W1 had o go out of twwn, they would
let me take my work, One teacher
would give me oral exams. They would
po out of their way ‘cause they knew [
had found my career.” One other person
who knew was Bill Gateimos, a boy of
Greek ancestry whose father, a phyvsis
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cian, had immigrated to Indiana from
Massachusetts,  They  were  married
cight vewrs ago, and Bill Tunctions as
her manager and o guiding influence in
her production company, He is atiend.

ing Vanderbilt Toaw School, in Fael,
wisely fortifving himsell with legal
knowledge 1o navigate  more  intel-

ligently the world of the music business,

But if Crystal has a gura, a mentor, a
Svengali at all, it is Allen Revnolds, pro-
ducer of all bui one of her albums, It
was under his aegis that she acoumu-
lated a successton of honors, including a
Grammy and two years in a row (1977
and 1978) winning the Ouisianding
Female Vocalist award of both the Acod-
emy of Country Music and the Country
Music Association.  Hevnolds has  the
reputation of belng one of the best pro-
ducers in music todav—willing . 1o ea-
pani and experiment rather than doing
what is sale. This is mre, particularly in
Nashville, where, as one reviewer wrole,
“the conventional wisdom is that, sav, il
vou have a hit with the words "heaven”
and ‘sin’ in the title, vou should spend
the rest of vour life recording songs with
‘heaven’ and ‘sin” in the title.”

I've got to tell you 've been racking
miy brain

Hauspimg ter Bined o way cant

V've Had enosph of this continual mmin

Changes arc coming, no doubt,

It been a b long time with sio pesce
of mind,

Amd I'm ready for the times to get
better”

Crvstals albums, in fact, trace the
evolution of an image—a singer in
sepreh of a sivle, an odyssey of growing
ap in public, Louk at the album covers.
The early ones show a smiling, clear
faced girl, round of cheek and utrerly
innocent, whether bare-skinned on o
ficld of doves or beaming from a sweet,
sepia-toned graduation portrait. Theres
also the reguisite flower-child stage. On
the cover of Crustal she wears a brown
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peasant dress—gathered bodice, flower
primt=—hair parted and pulled halfway
back in the style of o penermion of stu-
dents, holding a rose, & cameo at her
thraat, (Cn the reverse side §s o smaller
photograph, Crystal with hands on
hips—a small act of dehance.)

There are more changes with We Muss
Belteve i Magie, which is pink, all
pink—Crystal in a diaphanous cape, sit-
ting among scattered rose petals on the
fromt of the album, and on the back,
tossing those petals and that flowing
cape and her vard-long mane of hair
{(The hair, her trade-mark, has become a
stage prop. Recently she anended a
concert of a friend, attended incognito
in baggy old jeans, and she wore her
hair in a knot on top of her head, The
fricnd, whose birthday it was, asked
Crystal 1o come on stage for o song, and
she went reluctantly, feeling naked. "
wits weird 1o be singing without my
hair,” she savs,)

Her most recent albums show  the
final  stages ol the  evolwion,
Photogrophed for When [ Dream, she s
already into false evelashes, wearing sat-
in jeans and a shimmering shirt tied at
the waist. On Classie Crysa! shes an
anfe-bellum Scarlett, dressed in o prim-
rose-patterned  gown that might  have
waltzed at Tara, Shes painted up too—
comtowred checkbones and high-glossed
lips beneath o tumble of side-swept
braids—and theres a plunge of cleavage
relving on a push-up bra. But Mfss the
Miusstssippi s a visunl challenge. The
first thing vou nutice is the aggressive
make-up—the pouty lips, the peaked
evebrows—and behind the heavily shad-
owed eves, a bealthy sexunl  siare
She is dressed in fuchsia silk with pad-
dud shoulders and painted-on pamis of
neon  biue, lounging  lasciviowsly  and
catlike in a sprawl that gives the illusion
of length to her five-foot-one-inch frame,
She is woman; she s strong. The meta.
morphosis is complete,

As for the songs in those albums, they
reflect an expanding repertoire of coun-
try clussics, bluesy ballads, "50s reprises
and, increasingly, the more saphisticated
sound  that often marks an aspiring
"crossover  singer—aone trying 1o break
out of an identification with one kind of
music into another, more lucrative held.
The country stulf—the Bread and buter
of her albums—is almost conwistently
about a had man mistreating a goisd
woman or about a foolish woman not
knowing o good man when she finds one
und missing him when hes gone. They
are songs with a conspicuous absence of
the letter g—people are always fallin’
and movin® and lovin® and tellin® and
rollin’ and runnin’. But the voice tha
sings them 1= a voice like honev—heavy
and rich and clear. Crystal clear You
cun  hear the words, Youw can hear
French horns and violas and an occa-
sional harp (n harp!) backlighting a
vofce so sweel and stirring that it huris,

Some vou lose, some vou win

They say that’s the way its always
been.

First vou lmgh, then you ey

Oh, but | guess that’s life,



S0 you live and you learm

And never loak back m the bridpes vou
burm

Andd vemi change somehow

O, I'rm a lintle bit wiser now®

Her woice is a natural instrument,
completely untrained, and the making
of the music sounds elfurtless, It is, of
course, not. There is laborious enter
prise behind the prodection of every al-
bum, every song, and Crystal is involved
it every step of the process, from select-
ing the music to “laying down™ instru-
ments and voice at Jacks Tracks, in
Mashwille, "You're the only one whok
poing o have wvour best interests in
mind,” she says knowingly “—maybe a
few people around vou, very few. In this
business vou are disillusioned by a lot of
people, people you really respect uniil
you work with them and find out they
aren’t what they were held up 1o be”

Cr}“ﬁtal and producer Reyvnolds search
tndependently for the material she will
recnrd- Iln.r."l'irlg for a miclody, a lvric,
that speaks o0 some emotion, that
evokes a life experience or shares a sen-
timent. The public response is reward-
ing. Often she'll get a letber or a back-
stoge handshake accompanied by a
grateful gushing that "becouse of vour
song, my husband and 1 are topether
again,”

Here 1 po, once again, with my
suilcase in my hand

I'm running sway diwn Biver Bood

And | swear, once again. that I'm never
coming home

I'm chasing mv drcams divan River
Roaadt

The city that spawned the music Crys
tal Gayle sings is a microcosm of coun-
try beart and soul, o world deceptively
corm pone with fried-chicken stands and
record stores named for Conway Twitiy
amd Minnie Pearl—deceptive  because
there is an enormoiis indwstry behind
the honkyv-tonk. Just as New York re-
named the stretch of Seventh Avenue
that forms-the garment district "Fashion
Avenue,” Mashville has made 16th and
17th streets “Music Square.” The strects
are lingd with low-slung  gingerbread
hotses, most of them with double-seated
swings on the front porch-—a homey, in-
mocuons-looking  fagade for the high-
powered rus:m':dinlt companies,  music
publishers and peripheral industey of-
fices they house

Gayle Emterprises, Inc., makes iis
home in one of these cunning old
houses, though no sign announces that
fact—a puard against the thousands ol
hopeful singers and  songwriters who
cach vear take trains and planes and
buses 1o Nashville, hnd their way 1o
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Music Sguare and go knocking on every
door in search of their dreams. The
office used 1o function chieflv as head-
quarters for the Crystal Gayle fan club;
now it is the center of operations for far-
more-ambitious work, for the ever-ex-
panding business that is Crystal Gayle.
It is here that plans are made for a
concert tour, a TV special, a guest shot
ofn The Muppet Show: a trip to China
with Bob Hape. It is here that the vari-
ous members of her band—musicians
with names like Spady and Walker and
Pig—eome to pick up their pavchecks,
She selects the people in her employ
with a gut reaction: "I have a sense in
my body—I feel, meeting people,
whether T want to be around them.”

Her tiny, [ragile figure and her soft
Southern voice are misleading, for un-
derneath is a mother lode of strength,
“When | first started, [ never said very
much—[ would say the least amount 1
hed to—and people would think I
cotddit’'t say much, that 1 didn’t have my
own opinions, my own selfowill, T don't
like people telling me what 1 have 1o do.
Thats for growing up. Everything [ do
sty own decision, because if 1 do not
like it, I am the only one to blame, I
know my limits. And once I've made &
mistake, its not easily done again.”

And wvet she says that the hardest
thing her husband has 1o put up with is
het insecurity. “You can have self-con-
[tlonee pod still have a lot of insecuri-
tigs. I'm the warst person o be around
when its time to go on. MNothing looks
righi—my make-up, my hair I'm sure
iy hales poing (o get caught, I'm going
w0l And I hate wearing something
new because I'm nfraid its going 1o fall
off. What would happen if it did?” She
paises 1o paint the picture in her mind.
“The audience would love it

Mot helping her nervousness one bit is
the fact that Crysial is a white-knuckled
flver. Her sweet husband, devoted in
every way, will do anvthing 1o avoid
sitting mext 1o hor on o plane, As much
touring as possible is done by van, and
the whole wehicle, according to Gayle-
and-Gatzimos law, is one big “no-smok-
ing” zone, excepl for ome row up front
where ome person at & time may indulge
in a cigarctte—and a lot of grumbling.

I've gl a house on a country road

In the middle of a shady grove:

A picket fence all around my vord;

In the evening theres the moon and
wiars;

I love to rock on the front porch swing,

Hear the crickets and the night binds
sing:

But it'd be betver if you were there;

I swear to goodness theres room o
spare:*

Flying and vanning around as they do
means never enough time at home,
home being a ranch-style house with a
pool on eight and a half acres 20 min-
utes outside Mashville. The house is
half furnished with leftovers from pre-
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vipus homes. "I'm not the type o let
someone come in and say, “This should
go here and that should go there,'” says
Crystal, "so it'll stay the way it is until 1
have the time to finish "

When time allows, Crystal and Bifl
putter around the house, grinding their
own coffee beans, cooking inventive
combinations of Greck and Southern
specialties that produce something like
Tennessee moussaka. She will read Ayn
Rand, He will cut her hair. ("] don't
like to go to hairdressers,” Crystal says.
“They have their own  ideas about
things. U'll say, Take off just a little,
and before | know it they're going on
and on. It puts me in a bad mood when
they take off just a little bit oo much—
and I've got a lot (o spare!”)

Someday there will be children in this
house, despite some concern that our
planet may not remain safe for children
and other living things—a concern that
led to her recemt performance at a rally
for safe nuclear energy. I have thought
about the way lhinE.ﬂ are and the way
they're going to be,” Crystal says. “We
do not know what life is going to be
like. But if 1 wanted 1o have a child,
that wouldn't stop me. Life seems to go
o,

This is a brave philosophy, considering
the recent misl‘quu_l_l‘ei of the family,
Her mother had surgery for lung cancer,
Her brothers daughter, a woman of 27
who was like a sister to Crystal, died
last year from a lethal combination of
drugs and drink. “You can’t control
when people get mixed wup with some-
thing wrong,” Crvstal says resolutely.
"You can talk to people but they're
going o do what they want. 1 den't
know whether she was happy or not.
But sometimes vou choose what vou
want. Sometimes you choose a path
and vou feel like you can't turn back, 1
think thats a bad idea. 1 think you can
change vour life any way vou want.”

I'm growing tired of these big ety
lights,

Tired of the glamour and tired of the
sights.

In all my dreams 1 am roaming onee
irHairs

Back to my home an the old river
share.”

In Crystal Gavle. the country girl,
there are inconsistencies  and  di-
chotomies as in all of us: a simple per-
son from humble beginnings who makes
like o tveoon on sheer intuilive prowess,
a gentle woman of shy silences but enor-
mous strengihs, Twenty vears down the
line she may be out-moguling the best of
them, content to be behind the scenes,
out of the limelight, nurturing new tal-
ent, “Tt just depends on how muoch
pressure [ owant,” she predicts. But she
is mindful of one thing. Just check her
booking dates and her album sales and
the array of gold records and statuctres
shes collected and yvou'll see why she
SONE;

"l think my time is now.”  THE END
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