Sunday 18 June 1967
Monterey Fairgrounds (Arena Stage), California, USA 
First live recording of ‘The Wind Cries Mary’

[Aud = Audience]

Lou Adler: And now the next act is one of the hottest bands from England, it’s led by an American - Jimi Hendrix, and here to introduce him - he’s come all the way over from London - is Brian Jones of the ‘Rolling Stones’, Ladies and gentlemen, Brian Jones…

[Delay before band arrive on stage & then tune up, Brian’s mic’ at the beginning of the recording was -  
        - accidentally turned down on the recording desk, but was perfectly audible over the audience PA]

Brian: I wish we were all here but they wouldn’t let us bring him with us. I’d like to introduce 
a very good friend, a fellow countryman of yours, a brilliant performer and the most exciting guitarist I’ve ever heard, ‘The Jimi Hendrix Experience’…


1. KILLING FLOOR *  (Chester ‘Howlin’ Wolf’ Burnett)

I should have quit you, hey, long time ago-o
I should have quit you, baby, long time ago-o
I should have quit you, an’-uh
Went on back down to Mexico

If I’d of followed, my first mi-ind 
If I’d of followed, pretty baby, my first mi-ind, what’d I say now
I would have been gone, hah, since my second time

Lord knows, I should have been gone
Lo-o-ord kno-ows, I should have been gone
But you got me messin’ ’round here with you, baby
Got me cry-yin’ on the killin’ floor, yeah

[Solo]

Lord knows, I should have been gone, yeah
Lord knows, baby, then I, I should have been gone 
I’m just a sittin’ right here cryin’ on
But you got me messin’ ’round here with you, baby
You got me cry-yin’ on the killin’ floor

Yeah

* Where the animals are slaughtered in the meat processing factories in Chicago involving hard physical   
   labour and unpleasant and messy work.

Jimi: Yeah, baby, dig that one. Yeah, what’s happenin’ brother? [Jimi’s spotlight has 
gone out and he’s in darkness]. Here’s somethin’ else, we got a little thing called ‘Foxy Lady’, my fingers won’t move as you see, you don’t hear no sounds as you hear but dig this…



2. FOXY LADY [Backing vocal - Noel]

Now you know you’re a cute little heart breaker
(Foxy) 
And you know you’re a sweet little love maker…yeah 
(Foxy)
I’m gonna take you home
oh-I won’t do you no ha-arm, yeah
You’ve got to be all mine, all mine
Wooh! foxy lady

Yeah

Now I see you, I’m down on the scene
(Foxy)
You make me, wanna get up and scream!...yeah
(Foxy)
Listen, baby, yeah
I’ve made up my mind
I’m tired of wastin’ all my, precious ti-ime, yeah
You’ve got to be all mine, all mine
Ooh, foxy lady 

[Solo]

I’ve made up my mind
I’m tired of wastin’ all my, precious ti-ime, yeah
You’ve got to be all mine, all mine
Ooh, shucks, foxy lady 

Jimi :  Hey, brother, this just soul, hey baby, what’s happenin’? ha-ha, dig, I tell you what 
           let’s get down to business all right, just give me one second to get down to business  
           dig this.
?       : Spray him with the water, baby
Jimi   : Woah, get away!
Noel : Eow!
Jimi  : I don’t want anybody to think I’m a, you know* ha-ha, I’ve gotta ha-ha 
           keep people honest [takes of his pink feather boa] dig this
Aud  : [Laughter]
Jimi  : Yeah, dig brother uh, it’s really out o’ sight here, it didn’t even rain, no buttons 
to push [plays], and right now we’d like to dedicate this song to everybody here with hearts, any kind of hearts and ears, goes somethin’ like this here… 

* Homosexual?


3. LIKE A ROLLING STONE (Robert ‘Bob Dylan’ Zimmerman)

Yeah...yeah what’d I say now, hey

Yes, as I said before it’s really groovy here-ha-ha, I’d like to bore you for about six or seven minutes and do a little thing-uh, yeah ha-ha, you’ll excuse me for a minute, just let me play my guitar, all right...Right now, we’dliketodoalittle thing-uh by Bob Dylan - and that’s his grandmother over there heh [points to Noel] - it’s a little thing called ‘Like A Rollin’ Stone’…

Once upon a time you dressed so fine
Threw the bums a dime uh-in your prime 
uh-Didn’t you?
People call, say “Beware doll, you’re bound to fall.”
You thought they all ha-ha, were kiddin’ you

You used to ha-ha laugh abou-out 
Everybody that was-uh hangin’ out
Look at ya, but now you don’t, talk so loud
But now you don’t, baby, seem so proud
About havin’ to be scroungin’, yeah, your next mea-ea-eal

Yeah, how does it fee-eel
Oh, how does it feel, baby
To be on your own 
No direction home
Look at ya, a complete unknown
Yeah, like a rollin’ stone

Goin’ to the finest school all right ha-ha-ha ‘Miss Lonely’ but
You know you only used to get juiced in it
Nobody here to talk to ya how to live on the streets
But now you ha-ha just gonna have to get, used to it

You say you’d never, you’d never compromise with ‘The Mystery Tramp’
But now you, you’ve got to realise
He’s not sellin’-uh any alibi’s
As you stare into the vacuum of his eyes
And he says “Hey, baby, would you like to uh-ha-ha make a dea-ea-eal”

How does it feel baby, how does it feel
To be on your own
No direction home, a complete unknown
Look at ya, like a rollin’ stone

[Misses out next verse of Dylan’s lyric]

Princes of the steeple and all the pretty people
They’re all laughin’ drinkin’ thinkin’ that they, huh
Got it made, yeah
Exchangin’ all precious gifts and things, but I…
But you better take your diamond ring 
I think you’d better, you’d better pawn it, babe
Yes, I know I missed a verse, don’t worry 

You used to be, huh, so amused at ‘Napoleon’ in rags 
And the sweet talk that he used
Go to him now, he calls you, you can’t refuse
When you ain’t got nothin’-uh, you got-uh nothin’ to lose
You’re invisible now, you got no secrets to concea-eal

Yeah, how does it feel, yeah, oh, how does it feel, baby
To be on your own
No direction home, a complete unknown
Look at you, like a rollin’ stone

Jimi: Thank you very much [tuning] Yeah, dig this, baby, or, uh, we got a little toon runnin’ 
around named ‘Rock Me Baby’ you know [plays] and all this kind o’ [plays] yeah heh-heh, well, dig, we got our own little ‘Rock Me Baby’ and it goes somethin’ like this here, the words will be wrong…
Aud: Just do it! 
Jimi: …but-uh ha-ha, that’s all right heh, dig this anyway...


4. ROCK ME BABY (Riley ‘B.B.’ (Blues Boy) King)

Yeah 

Rock me baby, rock me all night long
Rock me baby, rock me all night long
Roll me baby like a wa-agon wheel
Roll me baby like a wagon wheel
Roll me baby 
You just don’t know how good you make me feel

[Solo]

Rock me baby, rock me all night long
Rock me baby, rock me all night long
Rock me baby, rock me all night long

Rock me baby, rock me baby
Rock me baby, rock me baby
Rock me ba-aby, rock me ba-aby

All night long now, all night long now

Yeah, fuck it heh-heh

Jimi: Hit a ‘A’.  Right now-uh, excuse us for one second, we’d like to toon up because we 
care, all right huh, [tuning] Yes, I know, like, like, um, you know, we was invited to this thing, man, it was really groovy ‘cause uh, you know it was ‘Hey Joe’ that really brought us here, so we’d like to try do it for you, our own way huh, so it goes something like this here…


5. HEY JOE (William ‘Billy’ Roberts)

Hey-ey Joe, where you goin’ with that gun in your hand?
Hey-ey Joe, I said where you goin’ with that gun in your hand?

I’m goin’ down to shoot my old lady
You know I caught her messin’ ‘round with another man
I’m going down to shoot my old lady
You know I caught her messin’ ‘round with another man
An’-uh that ain’t too cool!
 
Hey-ey Joe, I said, I heard you shot your old lady down
You shot her down 
Hey-ey Joe, I said, I heard you shot your old lady down
You shot her down to the ground

Yes I did, I shot her 
You know I caught her messin’ around, messin’ around town
Yes I did, I shot her
You know I caught her messin’ around town
An’ I gave her the gun, I shot her

[Solo]

Hey-ey Joe, I said 
Oh, where you gonna run to now, where you gonna go then?
Hey-ey Joe, I said 
Where you gonna run to now, where you gonna go?
An’ he said this
“I’m goin’ way down south, way down to Mexico way”
Yeah
“I’m goin’ way down south, way down where I can be free”
“Ain’t no one gonna find me”
“Ain’t no hangman gonna” 
“He ain’t gonna put a rope around me” 
Yeah, you’d better believe it, baby
Hey, hey-ey Joe, you’d better run on down 
You’d better, goodbye everybody

Jimi: [Tuning] Thank you very much, man, that’s Hey hit it-uh hit that ‘E’. Just give us one 
more second to toon up all right, this, you know, it’s for you all’s benefit, for all of all’s benefit, you know, huh [tuning]  Oh, man, it was so groovy man in England man, these two cats ‘Bob Dylans -Grandmother’ and ‘Queen Bee’ over on drums, man, we had so much fun brother, but we all, wen’ huh. Yeah, this is, this is Noel Redding on bass - anyway nobody doesn’t know us, okay - Noel Redding on bass and-uh we have Mitch Mitchell on drums, so there you go. [tuning] Oh, no, I think I’m out of toon ha-ha. But anywa-huh-ay, dig, we was in England man and we’s all wanted to come to the, New York man, the-the golden streets of ‘The Village’* huh-huh, the reason why they’re gold is, covered in banana peels, but, dig, we, we’d like to do a little thing that’s on our LP, it’s named ‘Can You See Me’ in the key of ‘F’ sharp huh, gi’ me a ‘A’. [tuning…]  Thank you very much and now we’d like to do another song name’ uh-huh, it goes something like this here. One, two…

* Greenwich Village (New York City’s Bohemian enclave – it’s Haight Ashbury)


6. CAN YOU SEE ME

Can you see me, yeah 
Cryin’ all over town?
Can you see me, baby
Cryin’ ‘cause you put me down?  
If you can see me doin’ that you can 
See in the future of a thousand years

Can you hear me, baby
Singin’ this song to you? 
Can you see me baby
Singin’ this song to you? 
If you can see me sing
You’d better come home like you’re suppo-osed to do

[Solo]

Can you hear me
Singin’ this song to you? 
Yeah
Can you see me, baby
Singin’ this song to you? 
If you can see me sing
You’d better come home like you’re suppo-osed to do

Yeah… hey, hey

I don’t believe you can hear me… woa yeah

Can you see me? 
I don’t believe you can

Jimi: Thank you [plays] right now we’ve got a song named ‘Wind Cries Mary’ thank you 
very much, we got a song ‘Wind Cries Mary’, we gotta keep goin’, real quick, it goes 
something like this here...
 

7. THE WIND CRIES MARY

Next single here, all over

After all the Jacks are in their boxes
And the clowns have a-all gone to bed
You can hear happiness 
Staggering on down the street
Footprints dressed in red
And the wi-ind whispers, “Mary”

A broom is drearily sweeping
Up the broken pieces of yesterday’s life
Somewhere a Queen is weeping
Somewhe-ere a King has no wife
And the wi-ind cries, “Mary”

All right brother

[Solo]

The traffic lights they turn a blue tomorrow
And they shine their emptiness-uh down on my bed
The tiny island sags down stream
‘Cause the life they’d lived is, dead
And the wi-ind screams, “Mary”

Will the wind ever remember
The names it has blo-own in the past?
But with its crutch, it’s old age and it’s wisdom
It whispers “No, this will be the last”
And the wi-ind cries, “Mary”

Yeah
Jimi: Thank you very much [tuning…]  Gi’me a ‘A’ bring up a bit, bring up a bit. Don’t start 
We only got two more songs to do, [tuning] we have two more songs to do an-uh, uh, we’d like to try to do this-uh-huh Purple Haze, man, I think it’s gonna come out the same time, it’s supposed to be, it’s gonna be a double ‘A’ si’-hey, what’s happenin’, hey, they got some1, he-ey, yeah, okay, then, hey, hey man, goes somethin’ like this here. One, two, three, four…

1 I wonder what WAS happening?


8. PURPLE HAZE [Noel backing vocal]

Purple haze all in my brain,
Lately things just don’t seem the same
We’re actin’ funny, but I don’t know why
‘Scuse me while I kiss this guy

Purple haze all around 
Don’t know if I’m coming up or down.
Am I happy or in misery?
Whatever it is, that gi-irl put a spell on me 

Help me, baby
Help me, baby, yeah

[Solo]

(Ooh aah, ooh aah, ooh aah, ooh aah)

Purple haze all in my eyes
Don’t know if it’s-uh day or night.
You’ve got me blowin’, blowin’ my mind.
Is it tomorrow or just the end of time?

Help me, baby
Help me, baby, Lord 
Yea-eah, purple haze
(Purple haze)
Yea-eah, purple haze
(Purple haze)

Oh. Baby, you got me 
You got me blowin’ my mind 
(Purple haze)
Not necessarily stoned but-uh beautiful
(Purple haze)

(Ooh aah, ooh aah, ooh aah, ooh)

Jimi: ‘Hey, man, we can go for a steak now?’ [amp/guitar problem] Man, I’d like to say this 
bef’, you know, before we heh, you know, everybody says this, man-just, This is somethin’ else, man, yeah, like, it isn’t no big story ‘bout you goin’, you know, “We couldn’t make it here so we go over to England” and “America doesn’t like us,” because, you know, our ‘feet’s too big’* and we got ‘fat mattresses’* and we wore ‘golden underwear’.* It ain’t no scene like that brother, you know, it’s just, dig, man, just, you know, done layin’ ‘round, an’ went to England, picked up these two cats and uh, now here we are, man, it was so, you know, groovy to come back here this way, you know, and really get a chance to really play, you know, huh-mm-huh 
Aud: [Big applause] 
Jimi: Um, ah, you know, I can sit up here all night and say thank you, thank you, thank 
you, you know, but, but lets say-huh, I reach across you an jus’ grab you man and ju’s ooh-um-mm smooch smooch, one o’ them things, man, you know, one of those scenes, but, dig, I just can’t do that, so huh-huh [tuning]...so what I wanna do, I’m gonna sacrifice somethin’ right here that I really love, okay? [Noel starts plonking about on the bass] Hub-rub, thank you very much for ‘Bob Dylan’s Grandmother’ [letting Noel know that he’s interrupting] uh-huh. Anyway, we, I’m gonna sacrifice somethin’ that I really love, man, this, if, don’t think I’m silly doin’ this you know ‘cause I’m not, I don’t think I’m losin’ my mind, huh, last night, man, ooh God! Well, anyway, wai-wai-wait a minute, honest uh-I wai-ai’-nuh-uh anyway, man, ha-ha, but today I think it’s everything all right, you know, so, I’m not losing my mind this is-this is for everybody here, man, this is the only way I can do it, you know, so we’re gonna do the English and American combined anthem together. Okay? don’t get mad, no-o-o-o! don’t get mad, everybo’-I want everybody to join in too, all right? And don’t get mad this is-this is it, man, I’m, there’s nothin’ I can do more, man, this ooh-ghrr, all of those beautiful peo-ha-ha-ple out there, God… 

* References to smuggling dope in shoes, mattresses & underwear


9. WILD THING (John ‘Chip Taylor’ Voight) [Backing vocal - Noel. 
                                Jimi has his (dark) plectrum in his mouth at the beginning which looks a bit weird]

[‘Talking’ guitar intro]

Come on 
Come on, man, come on sing it with me
Wild thing, you make my heart sing
(Wild thing, you make my heart sing)
Come on
You make, oh, everything groovy 
(You make, oh, everything groovy])
Fuck
Wild thing

Wild thing, I think you move me
But I wanna kno-ow for sure
(But I wanna kno-ow for sure)
Come here now sock it to me one time
[Pop!] You move me, look out

Wild thing, you make my heart sing
(Wild thing, you make my heart sing)
uh-You make oh everything groovy 
    (You make oh everything groovy) 
You sing, all right
Wild thing 
(Wild thing) 
Yeah 

[Solo quotes Frank Sinatra’s STRANGERS IN THE NIGHT  (Burt Bacharah & Hal David)]

Wild thing, I think I Iove [you]
But I wanna know for sure
(But I wanna know for sure)
Come here now so’-uh sock it to me one more time again
Awe shucks I love yuh… wooh

Wild thing, you make my heart sing
(Wild thing, you make my heart sing)
You make, oh, everything groovy
(You make, oh, everything groovy)
Yeah
Wild thing
(Wild thing)
Yeah
Wild thing
(Wild thing)
Yeah, yeah
Wild thing
(Wild thing)
Yeah, yeah, yeah
Wild thing 
(Wild thing)
Oh, come on sock it to me
Wild thing
(Wild thing)

[Sets fire to guitar, smashes it in bits and throws it into audience]

Lou Adler : Jimi Hendrix!

Aud: [Stunned slight applause]…



