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HE STANDS on the stage in bhue
denim and black leather, a big man
singing a tender song. "Okay, so
your heart & broken,” Aaron MNev-
ille croons with a feathery vibrato.
The setting sum ghnes of his heavy
tattoos are barely visible to the au-
dience at the Shorcline Amphithe-
ater, south of San Francisco. The
man looks burly and muscular
enough to snap has muke stand in
half without much effore; the voice
sounds so seraphic and crystalline
thar it's easy to imagine it's floar-
ing over San Francisco Bay and
up to heaven.

Bent forward at the waist and
squinting his eyes tightly as if w
Mewlle caresses a 1972 Mam In-
gredient hi. “Everybody plays the
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fool, sometimes,” he sings gendy, grving the Familiar 1L
song a new grace. ” [here's no exception to the mule.”

And make no mistake, this fifty-year-old man
knows about plaving the fool, and the vicam, and a
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these men has a tale as mghtening and as rich as has
The oldest of them is fifty-three, the youngest fo

ty-three; they've been doing this separately for almoss

forry years, wgether for fifteen. They've been cheated,
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Bur he's not alone. Behind him

onstage arc his three boot

Mewlle Brothers — and o Aaror
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a bank of keyboands at the far nght of the
stage. If the mamic they play is an magorat-
ing blend of the styles that have fourished
in the Crescent City over the past century —
else that came down Mississippi or
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Fool”™ and then a

E

t-ld}-ﬁw-jﬂhau =N IWRRSIET-
piece “Tell It Like It Is,” he steps back,
picks up a red, crescent-shaped rambeou-
rine and surrenders the stage to his
brothers. There won't be another Aaron
54':'1"; solo turn for the remainder of

Keeper. "And family nox only encompasses direct blood
ties, bus it also inchudes other musicians who didn't make
between these guys and a lox of

“overdosed on

ﬁ?l;ﬁ!p'.ﬂ-ﬂﬂun'hn.lwl

e h'i!‘l'e m promaoter
thht' the Bay, | nm deep. "I am't going nowhere” he says, and Laughs.

o ji

music. And the Neville Broth-

ers have been through that to a certamn extent, as well

‘ve been imvolved in drugs or criminal actites
or jail, but I think what they represent is getting over
it and surviving,”

that solidifies the band. Art doesn't say much; around
puesiders he puts on a poker face thar reveals nothing,
He has a r]r:(, ph}'ful sense of humor, but it takes time to
find it a torrent of words waits 1o come out, but ar firse
Yo hear a dcfﬁ m.-k\cq;ltr.ihl.f mumble. Az ffry-three,
An’s been on the road smce before rock & roll had a

| name — hiz roots are in uptown Mew Orleans, and they

ke sure nobody but me has the dynamite.”
Ant’s home is at the eenter of the Meville imiverse, on
Walence Sh‘l:tt_'iﬂ the Thirteenth Ward. It’s on a nonde-

daollars for his effors. Then he fell m widh Wil
liarms, a Mew Orleans musician who has with “Bony
Moronie” and “Shore Far Fannse™ and who was known

Art Meville is the parriarch of the famaly and the rock |

around town o be moked in a p

:||-.|.'_|fr|-"¢ fheEre WS ar
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Art musde pecords o
regponal hits — bug he |
ol dee late Saxties, when he
Meville Sound with brothers Aar

| hand's dhwthm sectsor

deliste and basis

in Mew Odeans, and
a hagh-pr ifile Bourbon Sereet
only |.ar|,:vr enough for i

Porter and guitarist Leo [

Oy,

The Meters

1
enfiad LNk im

SaW 3 POLeni
St .L!'uj Ir::_: DArTIET ..'-I'l"\-:' 11 ",
duced the records, managed the band ar

"] witnessed seuff dhar has, w
CoNne II'I'ud.E: ||..'||j I'.'n._L'II!.i mn :E:'.'
MESE Mes ILl I:I”.' .\1\."‘.'-"".“ says o
later became an unofficial fiftd
_n'lﬂ' I,'rl,‘f:lr ."IIIII"I'I .]..\_H!\M'II_' as

or Marshall Sehorn. [ was there, | was in

rI'H" ::T:-.'l'.l::g \:Ul.EIII '\r‘-'l'll'." we a3t On the I r

and came wp with the hrics

vou kmow? Thar' .:1rl.'\-\..'E:.'.
in d’IL' “lhj.h' EErY NoW L 1
ing, Hey, how's it goeng?

As for Art, he says he’s

Iriends

many businesspeople who, over the vears,
made t!ung\ ditficubt for him and hes Brod

ers. "Sure, [ thought about taking re
'L'l.'I'I.R,E.," Arr s U1 wouldn's be human
didn'e dhank abour i Bue of ['d wenr after i
I wouldn't be here appreczating and empoy-
mg what's |'|.'lp{.'ltru.1'.1: now. I'd be locked s

"The only way I'm leaving i to blow me off, and I'll | in somebody’s prison, you know, in a dungeon.”

Instead, Art can now sit in his house on Valence
Street and celebrate suraval. "A lona people predicied
this wouldn't Last, this Meslle Brochers 'J'""i-'-" he zavs
with a touch of glee in his deep rumble. "But vou can't
stop running water, and that’s the way [ look ar the
Mewville Brothers. Mo matter whart h"-}"}"'-"""’- we e
goana keep flowing.”

"I LIVED ON PEANUT BUTTER for a while™ Vs
FJ-'I-'.' Sﬂﬂd'tri. T‘t Nn‘llln .'I.Th.'i 1:|:a;'|r |,'unc| are n._llnr‘ (n "y
their tour bus, talking about hard tmes. "And [ bved an
eggt sandwiches for a while, too. Because when vou're
reully broke, eggs are cheaper than peanur bureee”

This draws a dumbfounded kook from Charles Mev-
ille. " What?" he says, genumely confused ™You couldn'’t
shoplift a jar of peanur buree?"

Charles i the most schooled musician in the hand and
the one who, even in the mid-Eighties, lved n Oregon
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became a hustler when I got out of the

navy,” Charles says. "T was strung our, so 1
had to have money every day. All the
I knew whao were usi were

m&quﬂtmhuﬁh

He firse went o jail for shoplifting in

1958, then again in 1960, Then, in 1962,
he was arrested for possession of marg

and

him in
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TWHEN mDYOUIﬂ&mHLq}uﬁiﬁ?‘
small grin plays at the sides of Aaron’s mouth.
me,” he says, “and [ said,
v oo™ He sings an exquisite,
classic Aaron Meville mll; it for a hell of a punch
Iine, 30 Aaron breaks into a high-pitched @
- I’s an incongruous laugh for someone his size, bur
 then Aaron Neville is a true dichotomy. He is 2 forbid-

man who spent years toying with the darkness. "Aaron
was a thug, basically” says a friend. "He was a real mean
sonobabinch, 1 mean, all dhat tattoo soff, dhat’s for real
And the religious seuff chat he's o so deeply, that's
r!':]b 0 CoUnEETRCT d'L"I :HFH’F ﬁ.} I.II‘ I‘Ilm c .lﬂ.il.rllrl “l:!
admit that his talent sustained him through che roughes:
tmes. "Sometmes | sing o absorb some of the bullshs
in [efe, o make up For some of the bad things goang on,”
bee says quiethy.

His "career” starved carky, when as a kid he'd sing has
way into movies and baskeehall games. Bur, e brother
Art, he fell in with Larry Williams — singmg and eouring
bur also, say friends, becoming part of Willarms’s bur-

“ROMETIMEL | MO T3 ARLCRE LOME OF THE RULLSWIT i LT~ 1ATS AARGH

glary nng. In 1958, at the age of seventeen, he went
jal for car theft. While serving his six months, be wrote
a poem that was set 1o music a3 "Every Day” one of the
first songs he cut when he began recording in 1960,

He suffered through the usual restrictive contracs
and dmappearing rovalnes, bur in 1960, "Ohver You™ was
a small het, and six years lacer "Tell Ie Like [ [5" bt
Mumber Twe. He never sw any money from the song,
bust he goe §10,000 for recording a quick alburm. "™When
“Tell It Like It Is' was out, [ was making music as my
main thing for about two years” he says. "And dhen [
had to get back down to basics and go o work again”
xm;m&g&mhﬁhb&mdm&eumnﬁm:

Then Undle Jolly called. Jolly, ak.a. fog
W&Ebﬂfdjd!m{WﬂdT:hm' Gm{gfmﬁ
gangs of blacks who artired themselves in Indian cos-

all Feuse

riiFmses and symbodcally |
1
ey Mardi Gira

.|'.l’r|| bt e at o,

thiar and #
The Wild

the Meters, it was one

-||-|,- l.|--|-:| recrc Of S
|-||:|||': apart af the
formed. Their first re
MANSIreanm -5
MMew Oielears funk and

il Records dropped theer

jpeart afrasd of
non and o
thes and exploites
that people felt ke o

BT "} {n. frufi, Wwe ---'..:-.ill! i

booked like we were Q0NN [AKE
Fﬂﬂ.llc IJr.'rllr_l'll: hiker thae, [ hgured nobod
WS EOAIT MIESS WL Tt

Sleavly. the stoey .'|'n.1:!;,4-.i ]
use lessened. "By the time

-:rr.1.|g|1r. I was almose serai
Chardes. "And by the ome | was
[....'\.-TJ LTS ,||.-.-||-;\|: ::T.L,.:llL ."'._"xf A
dle of the |!E.!.:.
Eighries, we had all goen i g
even though Bill Graham | :
their management by then, labels were sl
wary. = Bveryone was scared as s
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them,” says Morty Wiggms, who manages
the Mewlles from Graham's offic
Finally, in 1986, EMI signved them to
thesr firss |:|:..'||u'r-l.1..1:lr|. deal in Fve years. Bas
the resulting record, Upiosm, was specifical-
ly designed o ger airplay; purists were

scandalized, and radio didn't want 1o hear from a group
rﬁ-middh-agtd black men. "Tf deey coulda found

ather Meville i_i-rmhrrs that locked the way thae shit
sounded,” says Cynl, "mavbe it woulda worked ™
Throughout everything, Aaron kept singing, He did

recording sessions and then watched the resules banguish
on the shelf; he made Eipes at home when COmpanies
wouldn'r release his songs. He met Linda Ronstadr in
MNew Orleans in 1984, sang a few doo-wop aldies with
her onstage and malked about a collaboranon, which kept
E’..'ﬂ.'-‘l'lg_ thw“d |'J'hrﬂj owxn lIllnTLE rl'ﬂ:' WO Omes, .'_I'I
the Jn,-p!h; of his heroin addiction, when he was :\L"j'\.lrilfn‘l
from hus wife, he prayed.

And however bad things got, Auron knew God hadn't
abandoned him, because every mme he 'l.'l-pl:‘lh'.\j has mouth
he heard a sound that could only have been a drvine gift
"Singing made me feel thar there's something besides
this,” he says., "That there's a reason for it vou know?
Singeng the Ave Maria brought me through a lotm hasd
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Lately, he doesn’t have to wuch those early
records too n&:n. Adrer I:I't J‘ME delw:l'-r, the Mewlles
finally found a new home at theis former label AfeM — |
and cructally, a new collaborator in producer Daniel
Lanois. For the Yellow Moon sessions, Lanis bedecked |
the recording studio
with Spanish maoss and
voodoo paraphernalia,
and his understated, ar-
mospheric production
brought out the air of |
swampy menace thar
permeated the MMevilles
work. The album
wasn't a srmash hir, bt
it was a resounding |
critical success and has |
sold more than
A00,000 copies world-
wide. For the follow-
up, Brother's Keeper, the
band wrote songs that
WEFE maore F-nrj-u-!l.‘l.]
and spirinal. And now
Cyril finally has two |
Meville Brothers al-
bums he can feel good
about. "To me,” he
says, "it makes all thar other shit worth going through w
have gotten to the pomt where we can fmally go mio the
studio and pur the Mevlle Brothers on wax. And have

get ino it and accept us for what we are.

"It's not like the powers that be haven't eried 1o
take us our” Cyril adds. *I mean, Charles says thar we

times, when i I'd have just been the average person, |
'#hwﬂmi:hm&i"

IN A BACKSTAGE dressi
his voice conspiratori

room, Cyril Meville
"4 lotta times when
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ms, because the

WE Were ||II vict
|lf.1|’L' F:-rllgllf r.||rr in this sociery @
| set for them. I have tallen into
for young nonwhites in America ar
gmn-:-rf:u-|.|r-1w|r-|.-.-. ek

Ar one point, Cyril remembers, pre
police was making it deffi

Frrd W lllrrl "'\-I"!‘!h"”.l'
"\-'.,.|¢n|'r f":it:cl" F'I"F'ilu'l,,': .
over” Cyril sometimes hgured ¢
was to kill himself and take a chun
leans police force along wath fum

T felt ke my back was so far agams: d
couldn’t leave my house and walk pao block
ing stopped and hassled by the cops,” Cyr
knew exactly when the shaft changes were ar
lar police station, and ['d read ab=
these people would g themselves witt
walk into ithis big area of Gls and just explod
kinda stufF crossed my mand, vou know?”

THERE WAS A LOT RIDING on Hrofher
coming as it did on the heels of dhe breakthroug

af Yellow Moon. Bur it didn’t really deliver: Bros
Keeper didn’t make the Nevilles superstars, o

any big hits, or introduce them o a
Instead, it sold quiedy and steadily.

So the Mewlle Brothers kept worlang, The

Eurcpe, then the LIS, with Romseads, then did 3 hezdlon-
ing tour thar began lase December and & slated 1o ns
until Okctober. They made videos for "River of Lite™ and
"Fearless™ and recorded a version of Cale Porers 71
the Sill of the Might™ for the Red Hat + Bhe AIDS
benefit albuem. Cynl produced the DEFF Generanon, a

1
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were thugs, or gangsters, or whatever. But [ feel thar | group made up of the next generation of MNevlles. (The

bums, Asron’s solo ballads, covers of Bob Marley's | nally made )" Aaron sings of his errane friend, "back
"One Love” and, ) n Salls’s “Love the | to MNew Orleans.”

One You're With™ and, with luck, "Hey Pocky W™
or "Brother John" or one
of the gems from early
Mevilles records. Bue if
the song choices are pre-
R et e §
fectious, driving and just
about undeniable, espe-
cially with the help of
drummer Willie Green
and bassist Tony Hall,

into "Brodber
ilrrkt?:ual.‘ruckiug tune
about a friend of Aar-
on's who was on the
street, loaded, when he
was jumped and killed.
It’s a caurionary rale
IIJIIII[ 4 man 'I:Iﬂ EBUC-
cumbed to the many
ions the Mevilles

have spent their lives
bartling — but it's also in
the best rradition of a
Mew Orleans funeral
which means the

~ Aaron's son Ivan, who a set earher in the
| day, has joined his dad and his uncles onstage. "He -

I WAL FUT HERE TO B TOGETHER, §0 Wi GONKNA B1 TOSETHERL ™

dead man is sent i his grove with a party, not a lument. ‘

"Back o Mew Orleans” echoes hes son.

"Back to New Or-
leans,” echo his brothers.

-i-ngfrhqr, the two
EEneranons of Mevilles
take HBrother _|Jk|" hame -
not so ll'li.'.-'lfl rII.I.I'IIe_"
?I.!.'F:".'II'II‘IC! over |||f :IEE'-
=-|'|I.'f"\| l\."=. a2 E:'.-I. rd IIIIE' that
ended early, but :‘.I!!1|":'.'
1f]ﬁ|J|:|'|b'_ an unfortunate
E"Ti"th [{& :".Ih |'-||'|||| =
ward. This is a family char
has confronced ughy face
for years and come out
on top: After all, these
fI.H.I.I.' men Can now "L]Lt
good Invings as musicians,
where for muc|'| nf |;|'|c
past four decades they
couldn’e say thae. As they
sing the song, the MNeville
Beothers have gained a
bit of success and a meas-
ure af peace — for themn-
selves, of course, but
mostly for family.

"We just wanna keep
writing songs, and keep
making records, and be

m’mﬂm%uw!ﬁ_mm?wzm
wanna keep living it and pave a way for the ones :
behind us, =0 it won't be 30 hard for them.”

comng
[ |




