Opening for the Doobie Brothers

Back in 1971 or so, | was at UC Davis limping my way to the finish line of a 6-year bachelor’s
degree. During that time, | had been in and out of bands, the core usually being me, my friend
and partner in crime, Hal Cole, his brother Bob Cole, and townie and killer bass player, Dale
Lyberger.

Our preferred campus haunt was The Coffee House, managed by some friends of ours who
were remarkably tolerant of our hijinks. They had even given us our own set of keys so we
could access the place for late-night jam sessions, some of which went on so long that late night
became early morning. Disbelieving students would come in for their coffee and find us still
roaring away (there may have been some chemical stimulants involved.)

Anyway, one time they asked us to open for this new band from Palo Alto. | didn’t know much
about them other than they were a biker band, playing some for the Hell’s Angels in the South
Bay (we would later become the Sacramento Hells Angels’ band of choice but that’s for another
post.) They had what | thought was kind of a dumb name, the Doobie Brothers.

That afternoon we showed up for sound check and did a quick run through of some songs. The
next bunch came up looking pretty rough which made sense given their reputation. They
plugged in and tuned up—sort of--and jammed a little to check levels. We were unimpressed.
They sounded as ragged as they looked, vocals not that great. We figured we would blow them
off our home-turf stage later that night.

At showtime, primed and ready, we got up and did our best set and then, feeling pretty good
about ourselves, sat back to watch them try to match us. Ha! Like that was gonna happen.

When it came time for the headliners to take the stage, | was confused. The guys from that
afternoon set up the guitars etc., then left and an entirely different five guys stepped up and
cranked up. It was, | know now, Tom Johnson, Patrick Simmons, Shogrin, Hartman, and Hossack
the original Doobie Brothers line-up. We had only seen and heard their roadies at sound check!

When the real deal kicked it off, they killed it, blowing everyone’s mind, mine included. They
played songs from their first record along with some new stuff, “Listen to the Music,” and
“Jesus is Just All Right,” still unreleased at the time. Magic.



With each song, | sank a little lower in my chair, then, at the end of the night, | grabbed my gear
and slunk out the back door. | figured I'd better keep plodding on towards my degree. | had just
been schooled--big time.



