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The Souvenin Program

a study in calculated audience
brainwashing and manipulation.

by
DR. LOUIS GOTTLIEB
GLENN YARBROUGH
ALEX HASSILEV
(The Limeliters)

DOCTORAL DISSERTATION

Submitted in partial satisfaction of
the requirements for the degree of

DOCTOR OF PHILOSOPHY
in

FOLK MUSICOLOGY and DRAMATURGY
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ematical to begin with, let us clarify this proposition
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CHART A.

Current age of performer(s) Age when photo was taken :

21 18
30 21

39 27
50 37
55 39

The photographs fall into four general categories:

A. Studio glossies: These are the posed and laboriously retouched shots that may see
somewhat familiar to you. This is most understandable, since they have been reprinted on the

drama and music pages of every metropolitan daily paper for as long as the artist has been in the
public eye.

B. Action shots: Candid photos (taken through a gauze knee compress stretched over the
lens).

C. “Informal” shots: The artist relaxing at home with family, Kaywoodie and Doberman
pinscher.

D. “Gag” shots: These, we are sure, are all too distressingly familiar to you. For example
the Limeliters have a photo, probably hidden away among these very pages, of Alex and Glenn
attempting to stuff Lou into his bass case.

2. PRESS NOTICES: A must for inclusion in any successful souvenir book. In
words you pay one dollar for a collection of reprints of rave reviews of an artist you already
esteem sufficiently to pay as much as $4.40 for the privilege of seeing. Nevertheless, for those
of you who must have them we present a few in capsule form below:

“The Limeliters stole all their material from the Kingston Trio.” —Charlie Brown, Peanuts *
“...clapplauding the zany patter and delightfularking of The Limeliters.” —Walter

“The Limeliters miraculously manage to inject an astringent note of corybantic abandon cemn- :
bined with a curious vein of didactic aplomb that somehow does not debase the genuine coinag
of folk-art.” —Thelonious Monk it

“Man, this is a funny group! I mean they really come ON!” —Lenny Bruce ’l" -

\. 3. RECORD PROMOTION: At least one page devoted to pro
nings made(’ by the artist. NOT to include this page would be manifestl
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TIME WAS a doleful sort of fellow in overalls and a trainman’s cap could set down, take a
chaw, plunk his guitar and commence the mournful tale of the Wabash Cannonball or tell how
if he had the wings of an angel or how it was too bad about Barb’ry Ellen. He was a folk singer.

Times have changed. Now you got to be hip,man,to dig folk songs and hipper still to sing
them. Which brings us to the Limeliters, probably the most “uptown” bunch of folk-singers
making the rounds today.

A chance meeting in Cosmo Alley in Los Angeles in May, 1959 brought Alex, Lou and
Glenn together for the first time.

Organized as the Limeliters, they broke in the act at Aspen, Colorado in June and July.
In August, just three months after they met, they started their six month engagement at the

hungry i that can only be depicted as sensational — to use an apt, albeit much over-worked “show
biz” term.

Considering the cerebral — not to say musical — attributes of the group, their hitsoric rise
to the top of the folk-singing heap was surprisingly fleet. In September, 1960, they played San
Francisco and Los Angeles with the Johnny Mathis Show, winning the sort of reviews that de-
lighted everyone. This was followed by a national tour with Mort Sahl, which was actually the
turning point of their carecer and established the Limeliters as the hippest, most original vocal
group in the country. Since the Sahl tour they have played over 250 concerts of their own in
every major city and on most of the major college campuses in the United States. Taking time
off from this busy concert schedule the Limeliters have recorded six albums (One on Elektra
and five on RCA Victor) and a number of single releases. Their albums have consistently been
among the country’s best sellers averaging over 200,000 copies each. Meanwhile they have
made several highly successful TV and radio commercials for L&M cigarettes, Folger’s Coffee
and the Ford Motor Company which are by now familiar to everyone. Finally, but too numer-
ous to mention (fortunately) have been their appearances on such TV shows as Ed Sullivan,
Dinah Shore, Jack Paar, The Lively Ones, Steve Allen, and the one hour show on PM East, de-
voted entirely to the Limeliters. Several national magazine stories have helped to spread word
of the Limeliters and add to their fame. Time remarked that “If the Kingston Trio are the under-
graduates of big-time U. S. folk-singing, the Limeliters are the faculty . . .” and Newsweek called
them “. . . the most versatile and musically challenging of the many groups now performing.” A
recent issue of the Saturday Evening Post devoted a three page picture story to “Our Boys.”

Recently, with the enthusiastic help of the Berkeley Public School system, the Limeliters
opened new vistas in the folksinging concert field by performing special children’s material ac-
companied by a chorus of over seventy school children who were meticulously rehearsed during
Christmas vacation. These successful ventures were recorded by RCA Victor and issued in an
album which the Limeliters call “the finest we have ever been associated with.” Also recently
recorded is an album of religious and gospel songs. Entitled “Makin’ A Joyful Noise” it will
be released soon, and expose still another facet of the Limeliters’ varied talents.

Wherever they go the Limeliters seem to release unbridled enthusiasm in audiences of all
ages and backgrounds. “Unashamed eggheads” are attracted to the refreshingly far-out humor;
teenagers enjoy the up-to-the-minute newness of the way they “sing their time;” children
invariably captivated by everything the Limeliters do and anyone with a musical ofié
revels in their advanced harmonies and arrangements that, in the words of one obse
three voices sound like six.”

Finally, the Limeliters are obviously involved in what they are doing and t

own unhackneyed fashion. As one critic wrote, “The Limeliters, is
acts that has something to say to everybody.”
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“And we thought the dressing
rooms in Chicago were bad!”
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“Wake up Glen



“Fortunately — I'm not
pushing for big laughs.”

“...and when Adlai scores on his third
time around, you guys will all be in the
cabinet. Right? Right!”

“You're kidding! Metrecal that
tastes like chocolate cake!”

“Son, when you break into show business yourself,
never forget the golden rule—which is, never get
on stage with a dog, a small child, or a woman
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““ Have some Madeira, m deah!”’



Louis Gottlieh
? bassist and lofty comic spokesman for The

Limeliters, is highly symbolic of the so-called “new comedy” (Mort Sahl,
Nichols and May, Lenny Bruce, etc.) a new generation of unabashed intel-
lectuals who not only refuse to talk down to an audience, but also wouldn’t
know how.

Lou’s special trademark on stage is a delightful burlesquing of the
University pedant, the sort of teacher who is knocking himself out over the
jokes in Chaucer while his restless and puzzled class has nothing on its collec-
tive mind that happened earlier than last night’s date. “Many of the things
I have been enthusiastic about,” agrees Lou, “mean absolutely nothing to
most people.”

The “enthusiasms” of Lou Gottlieb are indeed manifold and include
every conceivable aspect and bypath of two distinct fields—music and
comedy.

An original member of the Gateway singers, as well as arranger for the
Kingston Trio, Lou left this group at the peak of its popularity to return to
academic life. In 1958 he became Dr. Louis Gottlieb with a Ph.D. in Musi-
cology. His dissertation was an edition of 21 hitherto unpublished cyclic
masses of the 15th century. “Fascinating,” says Lou, “but hardly the stuff
to support Dolly (Mrs. Gottlieb) and the two children.” He returned to
show business as a single comic because “I'm a performer and if I go three
weeks without performing, I get sick.” Vaguely dissatisfied as a single, Lou
realized he needed a string bass as an on stage prop and the right group to
sing with. When he met Alex Hassilev and Glenn Yarbrough for the first
tume in May 1959, Lou immediately knew this was it.

An editor and contributer to “Jazz—a Quarterly of American Music,”
his knowledge of music is all-embracing and encyclopedic. To illuminate a
learned article on thé Late Lester Young, he musically notated about twenty
different recorded solos by the great tenor saxist, commenting in typical
Gottlieb “on stage” fashion: “I will never forget the first time I heard
Example S in a record store in Washington, D. C.”

The other consuming passion in the world of Dr. Gottlieb is show busi-
ness in all its divergent aspects, with particular emphasis on comics and
Audience Reactions, which he finds endlessly fascinating. He is a voracious
reader of great novels and political and economic theory, while the realm of
Bach and Schonberg is as familiar to him as the decor of the hungry i. Far
from idle or disembodied pedantry, Lou’s intellectual accomplishments have
an exciting vitality; this is evident not only in the on stage performance of
The Limeliters, but also in the off stage conversations of Dr. Gottlieb which
have an intoxicating effect on all within hearing range.

“Education,” wrote Lou recently in his syndicated column for college
newspapers, “is the greatest entertainment —even though, God knows, all edu-
cation is not entertaining.” While acclaim and fortune is fine for a performer,
it may taint the reputation of a scholar. Some of Lou’s academic associates
=1l him, “Lou, you are 37. For God’s sake get into a real line of work.” Lou
will reply, as always, that he is a performer. More than that, he likes to sing.
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“C’est quand on est jeune et belle faut pas rester demoiselle.”’
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liters is misleading until the group has worked over a few tunes. When they
first walk on, a practiced “show biz” mentality might hastily assume “The
tall guy with the bass and the short guy with the guitar are the heavies. This
guy with the banjo is so good looking, he don’t have to sing or play!” While
it is true that Alex’ tall, dark and suave exterior seems to provoke many
females (he’s compared to his favorite singer— Yves Montand,) he is much
more to The Limeliters than an Apollo-like prop. Alex is a rare combination
of musician, actor and linguist.

Born in France of Russian parents, 28 year old Alex speaks fluent
French, Portuguese, Spanish and Russian and sings in over a dozen additional
languages and dialects. His innumerable accents range from Smokey Moun-
tain wail to Ural Mountain grunt—sometimes, as in the case of “Hard,
Ain’t It Hard,” during the same song.

Although he is the antithesis of the current crop of Ivy League “folk
singers” who collect their material at Bennington and Swarthmore, Alex
admits spending one year at Harvard. “My parents,” he sighs, “considered
it the status school.” Desperately, he transfered to the University of Chicago.
After two years in the Army (ours), Alex followed an acting career, appear-
ing in many productions both on and off Broadway and one Hollywood horror
film.*Unlike most movies,” he adds, “the horror in this film was intentional.”

On stage with the Limeliters, he alternates between the guitar and the
five-string banjo with the relaxed ease of a master and is often featured in
a banjo solo. His most popular numbers are “Gari Gari,” a “hip gypsy”
saga with plenty of borscht-and-black-bread emoting and the inimitable
“Monks of St. Bernard,” which is his own arrangement of a medieval song,
decidedly secular, sung in both French and English.

Alex, like the other two-thirds of the Limeliters, feels a close musical
affinity with the likes of Mort Sahl, Lenny Bruce, Mike Nichols and Elaine
May. “Like these unashamed eggheads,” he says, “we get much of our
material out of the daily paper. “ ‘Charlie the Midnight Marauder,” for
example was an actual case which we read about.”

“Not every song is satirical,” he adds. “We’re collectors of authentic
folk material; some we play straight, others we kid. The real function of the
folk song is one of social comment. The calypso singers in Trinidad do this
continually —but we are the only comparable group in this country doing it.”

It is only charitable to the females to point out that Alex lives in Sausalito
(a state of mind in California) with his wife Ginger and an infant son.
C’est la vie!
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“Times are gettin® hard, boys—money’s gettin’ scarce.
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G g | gh joined The Limeliters when

he had already established himself as an outstanding single night
club act at the Gate of Horn in Chicago, Cosmo Alley in Los Angeles
and the Limelite in Aspen, Colorado; he had recorded 3 LP albums
for Elektra records, one in collaboration with Marilyn Child.

Like his colleagues in The Limeliters, Glenn has pursued a
fascinatingly checkered and diverse career. Not to be outdone by
the cerebral Northern Lights emanating from the Latvian brow of
Dr. Louis Gottlieb, Glenn can point to his years attending St. John’s
College in Annapolis (the “Great Books™ college of legendary intel-
lectual toughness) and to the serious concern with philosphical
studies at Mexico City College. In 1955 he studied classical Greek
by day and supported himself in a typically bizarre fashion—as night
bouncer in a New York City hotel.

Glenn opened as a single in Aspen’s “Limelite,” returned each
year and eventually purchased the club. Prior to the historic meeting
with Lou Gottlieb, he did a duet with Alex Hassilev.

The outstanding solo voice in the group, Glenn possesses a lyric
tenor of startling clarity and warmth and is the featured performer
on the touching ballads such as “The Far Side of the Hill,” “When
I First Came To This Land” and his own dramatically distinct
arrangement of the classic “Molly Malone.” Enrico Banducci, owner
of the hungry i maintains, “I must have had fifty folk-singers in my
club, all of them singing ‘Molly Malone,” but when Glenn sings it,
" the old chestnut takes on a beauty and pathos I never heard before.”

Not the least of Glenn’s contributions to The Limeliters is his
virtuoso technique on the classical guitar, which he plays with
extreme delicacy and wistfulness on such numbers as “Seven Daffo-
dils.” When it comes to the real old-time rousers like “There’s a
Meetin’ Here Tonight,” however, he strums with a preoccupied
ferocity, making the single instrument sound like “no holds barred
at a hootenanny.”

Glenn approaches every song with effortless poise and a refresh-
ing air of relaxed affection. The audience response is immediate and
overwhelming—it is obvious that here is an artist who loves to sing
and who simply lets music pour out of his heart.
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THE DOCTOR AND THE FIDDLE

“That’s right, Yarbrough, initial G; Hassilev, initial A; Gottlieb,
initial L; and Fiddle, initial B,” said the voice on the phone.

“I didn’t know that the Limeliters were a quartet,” replied the
surprised air line ticket agent.

“Always have been,” came the answer.

And so they have. But just who is this mysterious fourth mem-
ber of the illustrious folksinging group and how has he managed
to remain anonymous for so long?

Well, for one thing, he is quite a shy fellow and shuns publicity
in spite of the fact that he is always in the limelite. For example,
he very often travels incognito, crated in a coffin-like affair that re-
sides comfortably in the baggage department of airplanes.

But when he does decide to face the world in his natural attire,
he is sure to cause a sensation.

The mere sight of Mr. B. Fiddle brings out the best in folk pun-
dits,” claims Dr. Lou Gottlieb, Mr. B’s well-known traveling com-
panion. “I am unable to go anywhere in the company of Mr. B.
without being bombarded by remarks such as: ‘I'll bet you wish you
had taken up the Piccolo.” or ‘I'll bet you can’t tuck that under
your chin.’ Then, of course, there are always those who suspect
that I have a girl in there — Lord help any girl who was shaped like
this!”

Working with the Limeliters has meant a lot of traveling for
Mr. B. The group was on the road 267 days last year and seemingly
half of those days were spent in air planes. ‘

Dr. Gottlieb explains that Mr. B. often travels in a seat as “block
baggage” which is usually the same rate as a child’s fare. But the

“Please, Miss!! Turn your head
while I zip him up.”
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“And if we run into
Piatigorsky — cool it!”

l.

ses on the plane is inevitably greater than a whole plane
f ki d< “As I strap him into the seat I always casually turn
be sure the passenger behind doesn’t mind. His reply
s something like this, ‘No, no, it’s quite all right. No, no
t bother me a bit. No, fella, it’s really alright.” But as I re-
= seat I can hear him mumble, ‘Martha, there’s some kind of
D mrg — I ' mean he has a bass fiddle strapped in next to him,
hey're friends or somcthmg’ -
d then,” continues Gottlieb, “no normal stewardess can ever
st asking me if Mr. B. would like ‘Coffee, Tea, or Milk’.”
ut it is when the traveling is over and he climbs on the stage
' is three colleagues, that Mr. B. Fiddle shows his real ver-
v. For then he becomes a prop for Dr. Gottlieb’s slightly out-
X commentary, or portrays the reluctant young maiden in
b’s now famous “Madiera M’Dear” or executes a deft twist
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“You mean that nasty man makes you
take off your clothes to play!”

. “And a bourbon and water for my friend.”

“Coffee, tea or milk?”
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FOR THE RECORD

On five joyful albums America’s most exciting folk singers blend harmony and
humor and sing about everything from the perils of credit cards to the brother-
hood of man. In the heavily populated folksinging field the Limeliters’ albums
are fresh, fun-filled examples of what separates the men from the noise. Hear
them today.
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Now that you've managed to get through our
modest little doctoral dissertation (this program),
we do want to say thank you. We're performers and
quite frankly, an enthusiastic audience is absolutely
like oxygen to us.

However, we say “thank you” better in song than
in print. So, just be assured that we mean it passion-
ately when we sing,

“There’s a meetin’ here tonight—
We’re glad you came along!”
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LIMELITERS BOOKED BY INTERNATIONAL TALENT ASSOCIATES
NEW YORK « 65 EAST 55TH STREET « Ploza 1-3344
mUSA BEVERLY HILLS <+« 9538 BRIGHTON WAY =« 275-4562
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