1. LOVE STRUCK BABY
2. PRIDE AND JOY
3. TEXAS FLOOD
4. TELL ME
5. TESTIFY
6. RUDE MOOD

7. MARY HAD
ALITTLE LAMB

8. DIRTY POOL
9. I’'M CRYIN’
10. LENNY
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Stevie’s wife Lenny once told me
how she’d be wakened in the night
by Stevie playing in his sleep:

his fret hand and pickin’ hand moving
hard and fast, his face scrunched up the
way it was on stage. He rarely put his
guitar down, even in his dreams.

Later Stevie told me he dreamt that Jimi
Hendrix taught him secret chord changes;
then, Stevie said, he’d wake and couldn’t
remember the lessons. “There’s no easy
ways, man,” he said. “You gotta learn the
hard parts for yourself.”

Stevie decided to call his debut album
Texas Flood, and to feature that song,

for good reason. Circa 1960, an all-but-
forgotten Houston bluesman named Larry
Davis wrote “Texas Flood” and made it a
minor local hit on Duke Records. Dig up
Davis’ version: It’s almost Stevie’s voice in
timbre, rasp and inflection. I can see Stevie
as a wraith of a boy, intense as he always
would be, playing that record over and
over because somehow Larry Davis’ voice
sang especially to him and guided him
toward his own style. Stevie never forgot
whom he owed, musically or any other
way. Titling Texas Flood, he paid Larry
Davis the highest tribute—and let the rest
of us know where he was coming from.

In Austin we first heard Stevie in the
winter of *75-76, playing with Paul Ray &
the Cobras. That was a band—the hottest
in Austin at the time, easily winning “Best
Band” in the city’s first music poll. Paul
Ray’s supple voice was influenced by
Bobby “Blue” Bland. His Cobras featured
an infectious rhythm section, a sax, and
two lead guitars: Denny Freeman, who’s
since become something of a legend in his
own right; and the thin kid with the

piercing eyes and the mashed nose and the
peacock tattoo, just nineteen or twenty,
whose playing made you crazy. Some pent-
up thing was coming out of that kid, and it

got to you. It was clear that Stevie
Vaughan (without the “Ray” in those days)
had made a secret pact with his guitar—a
secret you could dance to.

It wasn’t much later that Stevie formed
his first band, Triple Threat, with blues
chanteuse Lou Ann Barton and singer/
guitarist W.C. Clark. Weirdly, they played
to mostly empty clubs; maybe Austin’s
night-people resented the breakup of Paul
Ray’s band. But whatever the reason, soon
Triple Threat was shorn of Barton and
Clark. It became Double Trouble, the
name Stevie Ray Vaughan’s band kept
until he died.

The tunes on Texas Flood comprised Double
Trouble’s sets during those early days, and
are played here with the same unrelenting
passion we heard in those Austin clubs. He’d
blast the night open with “Love Struck
Baby” and “Pride And Joy,” then bring it
down to a slow groaning grind with “Texas
Flood,” then juice up the joint with “Tell
Me,” “Testify,” and “Rude Mood.”

This first edition of Double Trouble was
just three guys—Stevie, Tommy Shannon
on bass, and drummer Chris Layton (both
would play with Stevie until the end)—but
they made an overwhelming sound. At
gigs, there’d be hardly a pause between
tunes. Stevie was relentless: It was as
though he had to pour his music out
until the audience was drenched with it.
Sometimes he played for hours without
stopping.

Like that night at Antone’s, in Austin in
’81. Stevie called a break, Shannon and
Layton left the stage—and he pulled out
an acoustic twelve-string. I heard Lenny say,

“I never saw that guitar before.” Stevie
jumped off the bandstand, asked someone
for a chair, took it back up to the mike,
sat down hunkered over the twelve-string.
Closed his eyes. Played. Like he was all
alone. The club was packed, but it got real
quiet. And stayed quiet. While Stevie went
deeper and deeper into that twelve-string
sound. “Throw it all to
the firewall,” a woman
near me said softly. I
didn’t know quite what
that meant, but it
sounded exactly right.

After a long while he
gently put the guitar
down. Nobody applauded,
and few people moved.
“It’s like church,” said the
same woman. Then everyone
applauded. Wildly. But
Stevie wasn’t finished. He
went to his guitar case
for his beloved vintage
Fender. He sat in the
chair again and played
the pretty melody that
ends this album, “Lenny.” I
remember Stevie hunched
over the Fender looking
at Lenny, whose head was
resting on her arms at the
foot of the bandstand. The
rest of us stood rapt, eyes closed or heads
down, the music taking us far into
ourselves. The recorded version of
“Lenny” lasts five minutes, but you lose
your sense of time while you listen, as we
did that night—Stevie draws you into a
timeless, beautiful world of sound.

That night, when he was done with the
tune, he still wasn’t done playing. Stevie
called Double Trouble back and rocked us
home. Played non-stop for more than
three hours.

I went back the next night. Something
had happened. Stevie played with a
desperation that was unusual even for
him. Scary. I was still there after the
place had closed. The chairs were up on
the tables, and suddenly here was Stevie
walking haltingly across the dance floor
sobbing—sobbing and talking, talking
quickly and to himself,
about love. How
important it was to him,
that through his playing
people would know that

he loved. He loved them.
That’s what the music
was for, he said, it was
for love. I cannot
duplicate on the page the
shudder with which he
said the word.

Soon after I wrote some
words about him, the
truth of which never
changed, not for me and
not for his music:

He plays like an angel
who’s run with the devils,
seen too many devils and
seen through them to a
music so fast and clean,
so soft and harsh
together, and piercing not
because of how loud it was but because of
what he played. One guy hits a note on a
guitar and you hardly notice, you dance
on, it’s part of the scene. Stevie Ray
Vaughan hits the same note and it goes
right through you, it’s got blood and
‘memories on il.
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—Michael Ventura

Michael Ventura is a columnist for The Austin Chronicle and the author of eight
hooks. He lives in West Hollywood, California.
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H Love Struck Baby

. rec: November 22, 1982
4. Tell Me

~ —C. Burnett— Fai
‘rec: November 23, wie

8. Dirty Pool [

-S.R. Vaughan—
rec: November 24, 1982

2. Pride And Joy
-S.R. Vaughan-
rec: November 24, 1982

3. Texas Flood
-L.C. Davis-J.W. Scott— - = '

-S.R. Vaughan-D. Bramhall-
rec: November 24, 1982 |
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9. I'm Cl'yi_fl'

-S.R. Vaugh:mIF

rec: November 23, 1982
10. Lenny

-S.R. Vaughan-
rec: November 24, 1982




