Harry Chapin and TCC

“Call it a lesson in how to work an audience,” my endearing manager snapped.

“I can handle an audience thanks very much and I don’t need a lesson from some guy I’ve never heard of,” I retorted. 

Managers and acts are a bit like marriages that are always on the brink of divorce. Well, maybe not always but it could feel like that at times.

“I’m supposed to be meeting….” I started.
“Doesn’t matter! She can wait. When you sell out the Apollo you can call the shots, until then his name is Harry Chapin you ignoramus. Had to interview him once and the weather was totally against me. Got to the hotel in the wee small hours and the front desk told me to wait as he had left orders to call him if I made it through the snow. I interviewed him in his bedroom while he sat up in his bed as if it were the most natural venue around. That’s a decent guy.”

The hall was indeed bursting at the seams. All the seats in all the tiers filled, with a few stragglers even standing at the back. This was in the days before Health&Safety. 
A guy walked on stage with his acoustic guitar and band to rapturous applause, cheers, foot stamping, everyone waving apart from me as I really had no idea who he was.

He sang and his voice was nothing to write home about, kinda husky, he almost chanted and bellowed at times, I felt. His lyrics, though, seemed compelling. Every song was telling a story, painting a picture about people, their lives, feelings, hopes, disappointments and I found myself a bit hypnotised by them and wanting to hear what he was going to sing next. 
One song which he sang was called ‘Taxi’ and nearer the end of the show he introduced a new song called ‘Sequel’ which was the ‘Taxi’ melody with the same hero and heroine but many years later in their lives and a complete new lyric. I was astounded that someone could do this.

And then the finale, a song called ‘Circle’ which I had actually heard but not really liked as I’d never liked the group who’d covered it. But there I was singing for all I was worth along with everyone else, lost in and loving the atmosphere. He made the song go on for about fifteen to twenty minutes and then he said goodnight. I became aware that I wasn’t sitting anymore, I was on my feet, hands above my head and cheering madly with the entire hall, which wasn’t in keeping with my usual persona.
Everyone started to leave and Iain told me to sit still until the rush was over and catch my breath. The majority of folk gone we started heading along the row of seats with me rabbiting on to Iain about how brill it had been. We started for the stair when these two heavy arms landed around my shoulder and Iain’s shoulder. A drunk I thought, just what we need to spoil the night.
“Whadja think of the show?” drawled the American accent.

I turned to say it was brilliant only to find Harry Chapin draped over me. He’d come from backstage to meet the audience and sign autographs. He then spotted Iain and went into raptures calling him by name and recalling the times they’d met before. My estimations of Iain increased. We were invited back to the Albany where we sat and he drank tea while telling us enthusiastically about this song he was working on about a waitress. Eventually he had to take his band for a promised meal to a Chinese restaurant which was staying open especially for them.
“See you in America,” we said to each other and off he went.
Never made it to the U.S and Harry was killed in a crash some years later.

Now, had I learned anything about working an audience that night?

