Saturday 25 April 1970

The Forum, Inglewood, Los Angeles, California, USA. JHE [II]
1st performance of his final US tour by ‘The Jimi Hendrix Experience’ [Mk II] 
(“I called the tour ‘The Cry of Love’ because that’s what it’s all about.” [as Jimi referred to it in an interview with Keith Altham in New York on the 13th of April. This is the only time I have seen this title mentioned prior to the posthumous release of the LP ‘Cry Of Love’]) 
Support: Buddy Miles Express and Ballin’ Jack
Film: There are some short B&W video clips, with sound synched by ‘jamminjimi’*

[Aud = Audience]

Jimi : Hey, right on, arrivin’ right on time, ha-ha-ha. I ain’t seen you since the last time, a 
whole long time. I’d like to start off with some oldies but mouldies, dedicated to the girl over there in the fourteenth row with the-uh yellow underwear, yeah you, you ha-ha… [tuning]…We have Billy Cox on bass, Mitch Mitchell on drums…[plays riff]…and yours truly on video*, thank you… [tuning]…


1. SPANISH CASTLE MAGIC

It’s very far away 
It takes about a half a day to get there
If we watch out for the pigs and travel by my dragon fly
It’s not in Spain baby
But all the same, what the hell, it’s a groovy name
And the wind’s just right

Hey!
Hang on, my darlin’
Hang on if you wanna go-o-o
Yeah
It’s a whole lot o’ fun, you know what I mean
Don’t lean too close, baby [?]
Spanish Castle magic

It started from a cloud [?], 
Then they overflow with cotton candy
And sometimes, talkin’ about [?] the streets
Battle grounds, red and brown
But it’s all in your mind, baby
Don’t waste your time thinkin’ about those ugly things
I said dig your thing and let your mind float all around a-ha

Hang on my darling
Hang on if you want to go-o-ho
It’s just a whole lot o’ fun baby, but know what [?]
Don’t get too pathetic at [?]
Spanish Castle magic.

Hey!
Hang on my darling
Hang on if you wanna go
Whole lot o’ fun baby
Bring your brother to the jam
Spanish Castle magic
Little bit of Spanish Castle magic
Jimi : Yeah, okay then, thank you….This is dedicated to the-uh, soul couple sittin’ 
over there, over the ‘Amen section’1, a thing called-uh, Foxy Lady


2. FOXY LADY

Sure, you know you’re a sweet little heart breaker, darlin’
Foxy 
And you know you’re a sweet love maker, baby, yeah

I’m gonna take you home, baby 
oh-I won’t do you no harm
You’ve got to be all mine, all mine, ooh Foxy Lady 

I see you, I’m down on the scene, baby
You make me wanna get up and scream, Foxy 
I’ve made up my mind, baby, yeah 
I’m tired of wastin’ all my, precious time, 
You’ve got to be all mine, all mine, ooh Foxy Lady 

[Solo]

Hey
I’ve made up my mind, baby 
I’m tired of wastin’ all my, precious time, 
You’ve got to be all mine, all mine, ooh Foxy Lady 

Here I come baby
Comin’ to do it to you

Foxy lady, yeah, yeah

May I drink to you [?]

The hippies broke your heart [?]

1 Amen section, or corner – that part of southern Baptist congregations that calls out interjections during the   
  preaching (Amen, Hallelujah etc.)

Jimi : Yeah okay then, y’all been really out o’ sight, so far, we’ll see if we can lay this other 
one on you. While y’aIl been runnin’ ‘round messin’ with those… women, you’re gonna be in a whole lot o’ trouble when the soldiers come back from the war, because a lot of you will be found layin’ in somebody else’s bed and, so we call that ‘A Cat Gettin’ Up and Gettin His Brothers Shoes Together’ goes somethin’ like this here…


3. LOVER MAN *

Here he comes, baby
Here comes your lo-over man
Oh here he comes now, baby
Here comes your love-er ma-a-an
Oh I better get out o’ here
Lord, I better get out…fast as I can
Thanks, see you around
Rea-each up baby
Hand me down my runnin’ shoes*
Reach u-up baby
Hand me down my runnin’ shoes

See your man comin’ up the road
I ain’t got no time lose, yeah

Yeah….yeah

Hey!
Here he comes now
Here he comes, baby
I wanna love you longer
Yes I’m gonna love you stronger, baby

I’m gonna go back yonde-e-e-r
Here comes your F.A.[?]  over yonder, babe

* [Music: BB King’s ‘Rock Me Baby’. Lyrics are a mix of Elmore James’s ‘Look On Yonder Wall’ 
(Bill ‘Jazz’ Gillum) & Howlin’ Wolf’s ‘Meet Me In The Bottom’ (Willie Dixon), last verse is Jimi’s. Jimi related this song to the Vietnam war veterans returning, as Elmo’s version of ‘Look On Yonder Wall’ did to those of World War 2, the missing verse being: “Your husband went to the war, I know it was tough, I don’t know how many men’s he killed, but I  know he done killed enough.” ]

Jimi : Yeah we’d like to slow the pace down a little bit and get into some...fuckin’ noise 
goin’ on [very noisy equipment problems]…that’s okay, gi’ me an ‘A’…We’d like to do a song about a cat that-uh feelin’ kind o’ down a little bit, for no reason that he explained that at all. He felt that down ‘cause his dumb chick put him down and his parents don’t even want him around, so he has to think about leavin’ town, goin’ on the road an’ doin’ somethin’ for his self, well-um, it’s called Gettin’ My Heart Back Together Again, goes like this here… 


4. GETTING MY HEART BACK TOGETHER AGAIN [aka HEAR MY TRAIN A COMIN’]

[plays solo intro riff]
He’s waitin’ for the train 
[plays solo intro riff] 
The train, that ultimate train…

I hear my train
I’m waitin’ ‘round the train station
Sometimes waitin’ on a, on my train
Waitin’ for that train
Take me from this lonesome town

Yea, yeah, yea-eah

Too bad my baby don’t love me no more, babe
Too bad she put me dow-h’own
Put me dow-h’own

Tears burnin’ me
Tears are pain comin’ out o’ my eyes 
Burni-i-in’!
Lord! Burnin’ me-e!
Burnin’ me 
Tears way down in my hea-art

Too bad, your missin’ teeth’s still burnin’ me	
Too bad you an’ me gotta pa-a-art
She broke my heart

Tell me it’s all right

‘Cause I hear my train a comin’
I hear my train a comin’
I hear my train a comin’
Hear my train a comin’

[Solo]

Yeah, hell, yeah

I got ‘o leave this town
Lord, I got ‘o leave this town
Got ‘o be a Voodoo chile, you know
Go on the road, do my thing
Be a magic boy, yeah
Make the girls sing
An’ I can come back an’-uh
Come back here, baby
Come back to this town, baby
An’ put it all right i-in my shoe

Yes I’m comin’
Make love to me one more time baby
Might even make love, give a piece to you
…Piece to you

I hear my train a comin’
I hear my train a comin’
Hear my train comi-in’
Hear my train comin’
I hear my train a comin’

Love can be so sad
You made my heart feel bad

Hear my train a comin’
Hear-uh my train a comin’
Hear my trai-ain comin’

Jimi :Yeah, okay then, there’s another thing that we mess around with, we-uh, recorded a  
Capitol LP, under the name of A Band Of Gypsys - which will always be around anyway – huh, it’s a poor fuckin’ recording, and other people wanna make it other things and-uh, if we can do this little thing called ‘Message To Love’ well everybody’s rapping about love hee-hee-yeah, you know what I’m sayin? Yeah, everybody’s rapping about love so, yeah, so we put our ten cents worth in there and see what it sounds like…


5. MESSAGE TO LOVE

We’re travellin’ at speed of a reborn man
Got a lot o’ love to give
From the message of my hand...

Send a message of love
Don’t run away
Look at your heart, baby
Face the truth today

Well, I am what I am, thank God
Some people just don’t understand
I said find yourself first 
And then your tool
Find yourself first 
Don’t you be no fool

Here comes a woman, baby
Wrapped up in chain
Messin’ with that fool, baby
Keep your life in pain

If you wanna be free-ee
Come on along with me
Look at the pig there
You know he won’t understand
Find yourself first
And then your talent

Work hard in your mi-ind
For it to come alive

Then prove to the ma-a-an
You’re as strong as him
In the eyes of God 
We’re all children to him

(Doo-doo-doo-dee-doo…etc.)

Everybody come alive
Everybody love their lives 
Everybody live their life 
Everybody hear my message

Hey, pass it along

Pass it alo-ong

It’s been a long trip, baby

Jimi : Yeah I’m sorry, didn’t mean to give you a hangup [?] Yeah, okay then. Yeah, well, 
somebody told me to ask somebody to go back to their seats. I don’t know what’s happenin’ over there, but as long as we keep a groovy show an’ kick everybody in their asses, we ain’t-good to have something together, keep everybody cool an’ all that scene now, hmm, oh, who am I talkin’ ‘bout, somebody told me that…[plays blues riff]… No offence to-uh Peter Fonda and the cyclo maniacs, but dig, like to do a thing called ‘Ezy Rider’ though it was fun to watch the film - I think it was out of sight - it said a lot o’ things, but we wouldn’t wanna continue from there, who wants to get blown up at the end? This thing’s called-uh ‘Ezy Rider’ in the key of ‘E’ flat. One …


6. EZY RIDER

There goes Easy, Easy Ride-er
Ridin’ down the highway of desire
He says the free wind takes him higher
Tryin’ to find his heaven above
But he’s dyin’ to be lo-oved

Say’s livin’ so magic
Today is forever, so he claims
He says dyin’, it’s so tragic, baby 
You’re better off it today
Got freedom comin’ our way

See all the lovers say “Do what you please”
Gotta get the brothers together 
And the right to be free
In a cloud of angel dust I think I see a freak
Hey motorcycle mama, will you marry me?
My baby is Sto-one crazy
Sto-one 

There goes Easy, Easy Rider
Known to be guilty, insane
He says the free wind takes him higher 
Blowin’ out all of his brain
Drivin’ me insane

All of his brain

Here comes Easy Rider 
He’s tryin’ to go higher

Jimi : Yeah, okay then, thank you... like to do another thing, I don’t wanna bring 
anybody down or anything like that. The truth even strong enough, can’t bring you down no kind o’ ways, just ‘cause you’re so worthless. It’s a thing called ‘Machine Gun’ don’t you ever forget it…


7. MACHINE GUN*

Machine gu-u-un
Hey! teari-in’ my body all apa-art
Hey, yeah, machine gu-u-n tearin’ my body all apa-art

Evil men make me kill you
Evil men make you kill me, babe
Evil men make you kill me, baby
Make me kill you
Even though we’re only familes apa-art

Lord, I pick up my axe and I fight like a farmer, 
You know what I mean, like a man
And your bullets keep knockin’ me down 
Lord, I pick up my axe an’ I act like a farmer, sometime 
Try to fight back, you know what I mean….bull shit
But your bullets keep knockin’ me down…on to the ground 
An’ I know all the time baby-y- yeah
You’ll be goin’ just the same
Three times the pain
And your own self to blame 
Yea-eah, machine gun

Way over yonder stands my lover, man
He’s gonna be a love baby 
Sellin’ whores for sons to fight your wa-a-ar
Over yonder is your love-er 
Sellin’ clothes so the son can fight in your war

I say I’m her lover, baby
We don’t make no child to fight in a war
No not for you-ou
Hey, hey machine gun

Lord, l ain’t afraid, babe
I’m not afraid of your instant war
Yeah, an’ I’m not afraid of your mess bab-y, yeah
Now maybe you’ll sing it too [?]
The more you shoot me down baby, yeah
Oh come along back up on the wheel in Baltimore [?]
Three times the pain
Now so you got me [?]
Now there ain’t no-o way machine gun

Too bad for you

*According to Jimi this addresses at least two subjects, one is war and the other is personal struggle  
 “People fighting wars within’ themselves.”

Jimi : Yeah, I’m all right. Like to do a thing called-um A Room Full Of Mirrors, that some of 
you out there have probably been through one time or another, one kind o’ way or another, and maybe after the-you get all the-uh, the fun out of it, I mean, after you came and everything, you might wanna get into-uh, the very presence [?] of somethin’ else, and see The World really. . Like to say ‘On a clear day you can see forever’ and all that bullshit, yeah, well, here we go. One two. One, two, three…


8. A ROOM FULL OF MIRRORS* >

I used to live in a roo-oom full of mirrors 
All I could see-ee was me-e
Then I took my spirit and smashed my mirror
Now the whole world is here for me to see
I said a whole world is here for me to see
Makin’ love is now so easy
Yeah-y-yeah-yeah-y-yeah-ea-ea-ea-yeah-yeah-yeah

Broken glass was all in my head 
Screamin’ an’ tumblin’ through my brain
Broken glass was all in my head 
It used to fall out my dreams and cut me in my bed
Fall out my dreams and cut me in my bed 
Makin’ love was kind o’ strange sometimes, hey!

Yeah-y-yeah, yeah-y-yeah, yeah-y-yeah 

[solo]

Oh-yeah-y-yeah, yeah-y-yeah, 
yeah-y-yeah, yeah-y-yeah, yeah
No place to stumble, no where to fa-all
I can’t find the floo-oor, nowhere at a-all
Feel the glass through my brain [?]
See the cop drag him away [?]

Love shines over the mountain
Love shines over the sea-ea
Love shines on my baby 
Wonder when it’s ti-ime to leave
When she is comin’ down on me [?]
When she is goin’ down to me [?]

I lived in a room full of mirro-o-ors 
I used to live in a room fu-ull of mirro-o-ors 
Come on baby get into the roo-oom [?]

*On one level at least, a reference to breaking free from drugs - mirrors are what you use to chop out lines 
  on – “I took my spirit and smashed my mirror, now the whole world is here for me to see”


9. < HEY BABY (NEW RISING SUN)>

[Starts playing the melodic solo intro]… 
Like to do somethin’ this soft …
[still playing the intro]
… an’ just jam this little toon for a second, like an intermission for instance, if there’s any hotdogs out there for sale just go on an’ buy one, an’ your popcorn an’ so forth, whichever you think…

Hey baby, where are you comin’ from
She looks out in space, there’s a smile on her face
And she says I come from the land of the new risin’ su-un’

Then I said ‘Hey baby-y where you tryin’ to go to-o, yeah?’
She said ‘I’m gonna spread a lot o’ lo-ove-Lord-love
And a whole lot o’ peace of mind to you an’ you, an’ you, an’ you

May I come along
Hey, yeah, may I come alo-o-ong
May I come alo-o-ong

10. < “VILLANOVA JUNCTION” >

[instrumental]
….

[drum solo]


11. < FREEDOM 

You got my lady, better watch my head
You got my leg hangin’ out your steel bed
You got my girlfriend an’ then you go to your wife
She’s messin’ with a wild man
But I don’t need her now
Gotta get it baby [?]

Freedom that’s what we want now
Freedo-om, freedom’s what I need now
Freedo-om, freedo-om
Freedo-om’s just a so-ong …[?]

You got my mouth speak electric water
You got my guilty mouth screamin’ an’ hollerin’
You got my girlfriend you know her drugstore man
You know, I don’t need it now, baby
I don’t wanna keep this girl back out my hair

Freedom that’s what we want now
Freedo-om, free whiskey-ey
Set me free, yeah
That’s what we want now
Freedo-om

You don’t have to say that you love me
It don’t make no difference, just don’t lie to me
If you need me, or just wanna bleed me
Stick in your dagger an’ cut me free, cut me free

[Solo]

You got my body
Oh I wanna be free babe
You better set me free babe
Don’t want you to be like old woman [?]
Better set me free, babe, oh
Lord! You better set me free babe

Jimi : That was called Freedom. Probably you’ll  start bawling out of your other asses 
 [mouths?],  stand and be recognised and visualised and stand up for yourself… for your glorious country, the home of the pigs an’ the-uh, grounds of The Black Panthers*, anyway, all kind o’ animals runnin’ around, so let’s play an animal song, goes quicker A-M-E-R-I-K [A as an echo]


*9th recorded direct reference to the Black Panthers

12. THE STAR SPANGLED BANNER (music: ‘The Anacreontic Song’ by John Stafford Smith)>

Stand up man for once in your life

[Instrumental]
…

13. < PURPLE HAZE

Purple haze all in my brain,
Don’t know when things have been the same
I’m actin’ funny, I don’t know why
‘Scuse me while I kiss the sky

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

Help me baby, help me baby

Purple haze was in my eye
Don’t know if it’s-uh day or night.
Got me blowin’, blowin’ my mind.
Is it tomorrow or just the end of time?

Can you dig that baby, Oh baby, yeah
Yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah

Jimi : Yeah, right, right on, it’s a different scene don’t forget it… Thank you very 
much for showin’ up man. This ain’t the first time, and this ain’t surely gonna be the last time, that’s for sure. Regardless of all the static you might pick up, you know, they say this an’ say that an’ blah, blah, woof, woof1, forget about those changes, this is our own little world right here tonight, so forget about yesterday or tomorrow, this is it tonight, I’d like-thank you very much for coming an’ we hope to end it, I mean heh-yeah-a-ha-ha, no, we don’t mean to end it, but we hope you had a good time, we’d like to do-uh, America’s new theme song an’-uh, Billy called for the Black Panthers1 an’ the-uh Pink Tigers, an’ the Short Whites Antelopes an’, you know, a thing called Voodoo Chile, thank you, and peace and-uh, don’t forget to stand, man, it’s your turn to stand, stand…[tuning]…Ah what the fuck, get to Hell, cowboys’s the only ones stay in toon anyway, oh-uh…[tuning]…Oh, well, the thought was good, the intentions were good, thank you…

*10th recorded direct reference to the Black Panthers
1Tony Garland (Jimi’s 1st PR): “He used to have a lot of private jokes. He’d tell a story and make people believe it. Then he’d say ‘Woof, woof’ – to let people know he was lying. That was called ‘selling a Woof ticket’ to someone.”


14.  VOODOO CHILE (Slight Return) >

Well I stand up next to a mountain
I chop it down with the edge of my hand
Well I stand up next to a mountain
An’ I chop it down with the edge of my hand
I pick up all the pieces and make an island
May even ‘raise a little sand’*
‘Cause I’m a Voodoo chile, baby
Lord knows I’m a Voodoo chile

I didn’t mean to take up all your sweet time
I’ll give it right back, one of these days 
I didn’t mean to take up all your sweet ti-ime
I’ll give it right back one of these days

If I don’t see you no more in this wo-o-orld 
Lord, If I don’t see you no more in this wo-orld 
Lord, If I don’t see you no more in this world, babe
Lord, If I don’t see you no more neath this world, babe 
‘Meet you on the next one don’t be late, don’t be late
‘Cause I’m a Voodoo chile, Voodoo chile
Lord knows, I’m a Voodoo chile

* ‘Raise sand’ - expression meaning to cause a disturbance, get angry etc.


15. < MIDNIGHT LIGHTNING [aka KEEP ON GROOVIN’] >

Before you all go home we got one more song at least

You gotta keep on groovin’,  keep on groovin’
To understand both sides of the sky=y-y
An’-uh, keep on groovi-i-in’,  keep on groovin’
 ‘Cause you got your God and so do I-I

You gotta keep on lovin’,  good lovin’
Make love on my dyin’ bed
‘Better stop smokin’ 
I mean-uh-[cough] cigarette smokin’ that is
Or else I’ll fry myself half to death
And to make love to you one time, baby, 
I wouldn’t even have the bre-eath


16. < VOODOO CHILE (Slight Return) [reprise]

‘Cause I’m a Voodoo child, baby
I’m a Voodoo chi-ile
Give me Voodoo’s, yeah
Everybody got to breathe

Jimi : Thank you very much indeed, thank you very much

