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Sﬁpe’s oi
. mystery tour

I By Jon Pareles Anthony Helliwell, 34, has jusc been handed ;
- O aac next week’s rfnnpm:um;ﬁ:&a{faﬂ and its
EOsSTON

hit single, “The Logical Song.” Addressing 2
roomful of roadies, band members and wives,
the blond, bespectacled Helliwell assumes his
mock-formal onstage persona and recites
carefully: “England, Number One; Holland,
Number One; Israel, Number Two; France,
Number One; Ausoralia, Number One...”
g Conversations resume, peaple drift out. By the
U time Helliwel! reaches "USA_ Number
-One” his andience has shrunk to a polite
- . Not much change from last week,
‘W after all. Helliwell heads for the dart room.
: Calm pervades backstage I join bassise

. ICK DAVIES IS A LITTLE §
| miffed. Before he arrived ar the
| Music Hall for tonight’s show,
: Supertramg’s thi ~four-year-old [
! cofounder hfdﬂngem browsing
through the jazz and blues bins of a local
record stoce He ‘was just settling in when
Supertramp’s Breakfast tn America began to
| play over the store’s PA system. "So | had to |
| leave” he says dourly, without offering an ex- §
! planation. - E
I Dark, paunchy, with a birdlike nose that
§ makes his face look different from every § R \ Dougie Thomson, 28, as he strolls upstairs
| ‘“ﬁ-mﬂﬂhﬁmm@dﬂﬂm P tm'.irdl:iuh‘iﬂ.smccthr'iZiIL.scar.d:j:ir_—js
| Had he left because he'd been recognized? hﬁ?&ﬁ%&m the only venue smaller than an arena on Sy-
; "No, nothing like that” he says gruffiy T Mﬂ'ww; ' pertamps UK innerary, the wiry, bearded
} simply didn't want to hear the album again® _ % Thuse - Scotsman is cager 1o explore 1. We walk up
| Tdon't pursue the question; Davies retires to his ritual precon- | the center aisle past hundreds of Supertramp fans, and nobod:,
‘[ cert game of darts In the next dressing room, reedman John | gives Thomson 3 secand glance. "] |
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Supertram

[Cont. from 9 | thar freedom,” he
confides, .

ITH MINIMAL
media hoopla, Super-
come one of the world's most pop-
ular bands. Their music —
self-dubbed "sophisto-rock™—~is a
carcfully arranged, me-
dium-tempo amalgam of
. e

- ming; whiffs of Rﬂﬂ‘-uh sax;
steady jabs of electric piano
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workers, Roger came from private
school. But after they had a bit of
e
and i [
J 29, is Supertramps
* flowerchild. Lon a,?‘i.ﬁ”
eyed, wispily ressed on-
and offstage in sandals, Indian cor-
ton pants and peasant shirts, he
seems guileless and unworldly
even in the middle of a rock tour.
. He and Davies are oddly eomple-

mentary; on Supertramp’s albums, ,‘

& deeper—sensitivity—level, we are
. wery close and we know what each.

|| ocher is dhinking,” Hodgson ob-

serves. "Yet we just don't commu-
 nicate very well oo a verbal level.

W You know, 1 took acid and he
i I::ﬁ';l\nilmmedﬁwnaniw

schoolboy into a naive life
cader”

Paradoxically, Hodgson is also
the band’s resident “perfectionist.”
:ﬁ“:'b;hgwnfurdm_.;hehxhng_l.

% magmwl the crib-
cism that we are at times too pol-
ished, that there's 2 human quality
that you lose by being too pol-
ished. Our very first EI::H
miost naivey-it’s probably my -

o ite uf'ln- 1 just love the inno-

. cence.
* was responsible for the band’
!l:l:?ﬁﬂ.Mkumnwib}r

garrulous
Autobiography of a Super-Tramp by
~WH. Davies (no relation to Rick).
Supertramp and Indelibly Sermped,

< recorded in 1970 and 1971, were

formative LPs; Davies and Hodg-
son hadn't assembled a cohesive
band, and their well-construcred
songs ended up in derivative ar-

hanging on to the hand

that Ewouldn'thave
em a pensy if thev'd

OLD BAND WAS |

asked for it,” says Derek Green,
ing direcror of ABcM Rec-
s s Englind. A your o 0
later, they were down o narving
fevel — but there was a gleam in
their eves....” -
In chat year, 1973, Supertramp
estabhshed its curremt -man
lineup; wrote much of dhe material
for Crime of the Century, Crinis?
What Crinis? and Even i the Quiat-
st Momenty; and—out of nowhere
— formulated a highly unusual
modus operendi. Bassisi Dougie
Thomson passed an audition, and
almost immediately took charge
of Supertramp’s business affairs

saxes ide Thomson in
the British R&B band Alan Bown,

and drummer Bob C. Benberg
rock group Bees Make Honey. .
"Te was hard to be enticed out of
that band,” Benberg says, "because
the Bees were real popular, and
Supertramp wasn't doing very well
acall. But they had this philosophy:
they weren't going to slog around
and try to build it up from the club
syndrome. If it didn't happen on
the level they wanted, then they
wouldn't doic. [ thoughe that was

an excellent artitude”™

| Aeﬂlﬁr
Green: ‘They

laws, customs,
bippie concept |

gone crazy’l

A8M sec the band up in a sev-
enteenth-century Somerser farm-
house called Southcombe. [¢ had
roses around the doorway, a fire-
place, adequate rehearsal space, a
few rumored ghosts and no dis-
rragtions. "1t was the cheapest way
{ of preparing an album,” admims
| manager Margereson, who was
| then working for British A&M.

"The rent was only forty dollan a
| week, which i3 also what the beand
! members were gerting as salaries. |
But there was a certain sense of |
magic there” |




