The last bedraggled fan sloshed out of Max Yasgudddy pasture more than 25 years
ago. That's when the debate began about Woodstuskisical significance. True believers still
call Woodstock the capstone of an era devoted toamuadvancement. Cynics say it was a fitting,
ridiculous end to an era of naivete. Then therdtaose who say it was just a hell of a party.

The Woodstock Music and Art Fair in 1969 drew mibran 450,000 people to a pasture in
Sullivan County. For four days, the site becamepantercultural mini-nation in which minds
were open, drugs were all but legal and love wase"f The music began Friday afternoon at
5:07pm August 15 and continued until mid-morningriday August 18. The festival closed the
New York State Thruway and created one of the natiworst traffic jams. It also inspired a slew
of local and state laws to ensure that nothingitikeould ever happen again.

Woodstock, like only a handful of historical event&as become part of the cultural
lexicon. As Watergate is the codeword for a nafienais of confidence and Waterloo stands for
ignominious defeat, Woodstock has become an insi@jettive denoting youthful hedonism and
60's excess. "What we had here was a once-intarigeoccurrence,” said Bethel town historian
Bert Feldman. "Dickens said it first: 'It was thesb of times. It was the worst of times'. It's an
amalgam that will never be reproduced again.”

Gathered that weekend in 1969 were liars and loyeophets and profiteers. They made
love, they made money and they made a little histArnold Skolnick, the artist who designed
Woodstock's dove-and-guitar symbol, describedi# Way: "Something was tapped, a nerve, in
this country. And everybody just came."

The counterculture's biggest bash - it ultimatetstcmore than $2.4 million - was
sponsored by four very different, and very youngnmJohn Roberts, Joel Rosenman, Artie
Kornfeld and Michael Lang. The oldest of the foasa26. John Roberts supplied the money. He
was heir to a drugstore and toothpaste manufagtdariune. He had a multimillion-dollar trust
fund, a University of Pennsylvania degree and atdigant's commission in the Army. He had
seen exactly one rock concert, by the Beach Boys.

Robert's slightly hipper friend, Joel Rosenman, siom of a prominent Long Island
orthodontist, had just graduated from Yale Law $thim 1967, the mustachioed Rosenman, 24,
was playing guitar for a lounge band in motels fionmg Island to Las Vegas.



Roberts and Rosenman met on a golf course in theffd966. By winter 1967, they
shared an apartment and were trying to figure duatvihey ought to do with the rest of their
lives. They had one idea: to create a screwbalasdn comedy for television, kind of like a male
version of "l Love Lucy".

"It was an office comedy about two pals with moreney than brains and a thirst for
adventure." Rosenman said. "Every week they woeatdrdo a different business venture in some
nutty scheme. And every week they would be resauétte nick of time from their fate."

To get plot ideas for their sitcom, Roberts anddRosan put a classified ad in the Wall Street
Journal and The New York Times in March 1968: "Ygwien With Unlimited Capital looking
for interesting, legitimate investment opportursti@nd business propositions." They got
thousands of replies, including one for biodegréelgolf balls. Another seemed strange enough
to work as a real business venture; Ski-bobs, lsyon skis that were a fad in Europe. Roberts
and Rosenman researched the idea before abandbrimthe process, the two went from would-
be television writers to wanna-be venture capiglisSomehow, we became the characters in our
own show," Rosenman said.

Artie Kornfield, 25, wore a suit, but the lapelsrea little wide and his hair brushed the
top of his ears. He was a vice president at CaRiealords. He smoked hash in the office and was
the company's connection with the rockers who se&aging to sell millions of records. Kornfeld
had written maybe 30 hit singles, among them "Diglath's Curve," recorded by Jan and Dean.
He also wrote songs and produced the music foCtwesills.

Michael Lang didn't wear shoes very often. Frieddscribed him as a cosmic pixie, with
a head full of curly black hair that bounced tostisulders. At 23, he owned what may have been
the first head shop in the state of Florida. In896ang had produced one of the biggest rock
shows ever, the two-day Miami Pop Festival, whicewd 40,000 people. At 24, Lang was the
manager of a rock group called Train, which he wdrtb sign to a record deal. He bought his
proposal to Kornfeld at Capitol Records in late &aber 1968.

Lang knew Kornfeld had grown up in Bensonhurst, €hse like he had. Lang got an
appointment by telling the record company's recet that he was "from the neighborhood.”
The two hit it off immediately. Not long after thenet, Lang moved in with Kornfeld and his
wife, Linda. The three had rambling, all-night cersations, fueled by a few joints, in their New
York City apartment.

One of their ideas was for a cultural expositiockr@aoncert/extravaganza. Another was
for a recording studio, to be tucked off in the Wesanore than 100 miles from Manhattan in a
town called Woodstock. The location would refledte t back-to-the-land spirit of the
counterculture. Besides, the Ulster County town been an artists’ mecca for a century. By the
late 1960s, musicians like Bob Dylan, The Band, Hardin, Van Morrison, Jimi Hendrix and
Janis Joplin were moving to the area and wantédte-sf-the-art studio.

Lang and Kornfeld were searching for seed moneyhferfestival and money to build the
recording studio. They never saw the "young mern witlimited capital” ad, but their lawyer
recommended they talk to Roberts and Rosenmanfolinanet in February 1969. "We met with
them in their apartment on 83rd Street in a higksli Lang recalls. "They were kind of preppy.
Today, | guess they'd be yuppies. They were weantntg. Artie did most of the talking, because
| think they seemed puzzled by me. They were csriaoout the counterculture, and they were
somewhat interested in the project. They wantedittew proposal, which we had but we didn't
bring with us. We told them that we would meet agaith a budget for the festival.



To this day, the founders of Woodstock disagreevbn came up with the original idea
for the concert. And, dulled by time, competitiomdacountess retelling, no one recollection is
consistent. Lang and Kornfeld say Woodstock wasgdaplanned as the largest music festival
ever held. At the second meeting, Lang recallsudising a budget of $500,000 and attendance of
100,000. Lang said he had started looking at faksites in the fall of 1968, which would have
been well before he'd hooked up with Kornfeld obB®s and Rosenman. But Rosenman and
Roberts maintain that they were the driving foredibd the festival. As Rosenman and Roberts
recall it, Kornfeld and Lang primarily wanted adity hyped by a party for rock'n'roll critics and
record company executives. "We would have cocktaid canapes in a tent or something,"
Rosenman said. "We'd send limos down to New Yorkpitk everyone up. Tim Hardin or
someone could sing. Maybe, if we were lucky, JoaaBwould get up and do a couple of songs."

At some point, Rosenman and Roberts focused opattg idea and decided that it really
ought to be a rock concert. "We made a deal,” Rogensaid. "We'd have the party, and the
profits from the party would be used to pay for teeording studio. Ultimately, we had the
money, so what we said went."

By the end of their third meeting, the little party in Woodstock had snowballed into a
bucolic concert for 50,000 people, the world's bgfgock'n'roll show. The four partners formed
a corporation in March. Each held 25 percent. Themany was called Woodstock Ventures,
Inc., after the hip little Ulster County town whedglan lived.

The Woodstock Ventures team scurried to find a $teal estate agents across the mid-
Hudson were scouring the countryside for land tu fer just a few months. Feelers went out in
Rockland County, then in Orange. For $10,000, WtmmksVentures had leased a tract of land in
the Town of Wallkill owned by Howard Mills, Jr. "lwas a Sunday in late March,” Rosenman
said. "We drove up to Wallkill and saw the industpark. We talked to Howard Mills and we
made a deal." "The vibes weren't right there. I &a industrial park,” Roberts interjected. "I just
said, 'We gotta have a site now.™

The 300-acre Mills Industrial Park offered perfeccess. It was less than a mile from
Route 17, which hooked into the New York State Way, and it was right off Route 211, a
major local thoroughfare. It has the essentiaés;tatity and water lines.

The land was zoned for industry; among the pernhittges were cultural exhibitions and
concerts. The promoters approached the town plgrmiard and were given a verbal go-ahead
because of the zoning. Nonetheless, Lang was ughaibip the site. It was missing the back-to-
the-land ambience Woodstock Ventures was sellingated Wallkill," Lang said. Ventures set to
work on the Mills property, all the while searchifog an alternative.

Rosenman told Wallkill officials in late March oamiy April that the concert would
feature Jazz bands and folk singers. He alsotkaid50,000 people would attend if they were
lucky. Town Supervisor Jack Schlosser thought shimgtwas fishy. "More than anything else, |
really feel they were deliberately misleading tbevrt,” Schlosser said. "The point is, they were
less than truthful about the numbers. | became raocemore aware, as discussions with them
progressed, they did not really know what they waoeng. | was in the Army when divisions
were 40,000 or 50,000 men," he said. "Christ altyigthe logistics involved in moving men
around... | said at one point, 'l don't care if wasonvention of 50,000 ministers,"” | would have
felt the same way."

In the cultural-political atmosphere of 1969, prdere Kornfeld and Lang knew it was
important to pitch Woodstock in a way that woulgeal to their peer's sense of independence.



Lang wanted to call the festival an "Aquarian BExpos," capitalizing on the zodiacal reference
from the musical "Hair". He had an ornate postesigieed, featuring the water-bearer.

By early April, the promoters were carefully cu#tting the Woodstock image in the
underground press, in publications like the VillAgece and Rolling Stone magazine. Ads began
to run in The New York Times and The Times Herakt&d in May. For Kornfeld, Woodstock
wasn't a matter of building stages, signing actevan selling tickets. For him, the festival was
always a state of mind, a happening that would gk§mnthe generation. The event's publicity
shrewdly appropriated the counterculture's symbals catch phrases. "The cool PR image was
intentional," he said.

The group settled on the concrete slogan of "THDegs of Peace and Music" and
downplayed the highly conceptual theme of Aquaritse promoters figured "peace” would link
the anti-war sentiment to the rock concert. Thesp alanted to avoid any violence and figured
that a slogan with "peace" in it would help keegeor

The Woodstock dove is really a catbird; originaityperched on a flute. "I was staying on
Shelter Island off Long Island, and | was drawiragbirds all the time," said artist Arnold
Skolnick. "As soon as Ira Arnold (a copywriter dretproject) called with the copy-approved
‘Three Days of Peace and Music," | just took theoralade and cut that catbird out of the
sketchpad | was using. "First, it sat on a fluteak listening to jazz at the time, and | guessgha
why. But anyway, it sat on a flute for a day, arithally ended up putting it on a guitar."

Melanie Safka had a song on the radio called "Be&Reople." An extremely hip DJ
named Roscoe on WNEW-FM played it. One day, Melaaieinto a curly-haired music-business
guy named Michael Lang, who was talking about difakhe was producing. When Melanie
asked if she could play there, Lang's answer wasalaid-back, "Sure.” "I thought it would be
very low key," recalled Melanie.

Woodstock Ventures was trying to book the biggesk'n'roll bands in America, but the
rockers were reluctant to sign with an untesteditaiat might be unable to deliver. "To get the
contracts, we had to have the credibility, andebtbe credibility, we had to have the contracts,"
Rosenman said. Ventures solved the problem by giogipaychecks unheard of in 1969. The
big breakthrough came with the signing of the tegghedelic band of the day, The Jefferson
Airplane, for the incredible sum of $12,000. Theptne usually took gigs for $5,000 to $6,000.
Creedence Clearwater Revival signed for $11,50@8.Who then came in for $12,500. The rest of
the acts started to fall in line. In all, Ventugggent $180,000 on talent. "I made a decision tleat w
needed three major acts, and | told them | dicaré evhat it cost,” Lang said. "If they had been
asking $5,000, I'd say, 'Pay 'em $10,000." So viet th& deposits, signed the contracts, and that
was it: instant credibility."

In the spring of 1969, John Sebastian's careeowdmld. From 1965 to 1967, Sebastian's
band, the Lovin' Spoonful, had cranked out hitrdfie- "Do You Believe in Magic," "You Didn't
Have To Be So Nice," "Did You Ever Have To Make Wpur Mind," "(What a Day For
a) Daydream" and "Summer In The City." But in 19@#er the Lovin' Spoonful appeared on
"The Ed Sullivan Show", things began to go wrongwoTband members were busted for pot
possession and left the group. Their replacemexntsrmyuite fit in. In 1968, the group broke up,
and Sebastian tried going solo. But his performdageer wasn't taking off. So, in the spring of
1969, Sebastian headed west to do a little soutisie®. He ended up at a California commune
where the hippies made money by making brightlye shirts and jackets by a process they
called tie-dye.



The residents of Wallkill had heard of hippies, gifuand rock concerts, and after the
Woodstock advertising hit The New York Times, Than&s Herald-Record and the radio
stations, local residents knew that a three-dak stow, maybe the biggest ever, was coming.
Besides, Woodstock Venture's employees sure lobkedippies. In the minds of many people,
long hair and shabby clothes were associated eitiwling politics and drug use. The new ideas
about re-ordering society were threatening to mpagple. In Wallkill, those feelings were
unleashed upon Mills and his family. Residents waibp Mills at church to complain. Ventures
tried to head off some of the complaints by hirlMgs Pomeroy, a former top assistant at the
Justice Department, to head the security detaihikister, the Rev. Donald Ganoung, was put on
the payroll to head up local relations.

Allan Markoff watched the two freaks walk into t&ore in late April or early May. They
were Lang and his buddy, Stan Goldstein. Goldst&in,had been one of the organizers of the
1968 Miami Pop Festival. For Woodstock, he was dmator of campgrounds. "They wanted me
to design a sound system for 50,000 or so peogded' Markoff, who owned the only stereo store
in Middletown, the Audio Center on North Streeth&l said there could even be 100,000, might
even go to 150,000."

He thought Lang and Goldstein were nuts. "Therer@adr been a concert with 50,000;
that was unbelievable," Markoff said. "Now, 10@p@hat was impossible. It's tantamount to
doing a sound system for 30 million people todaydrkoff, then 24, was the only local resident
listed in the Audio Engineering Society Magazinangy and Goldstein had picked his name out
of the magazine; suddenly, Markoff was responsiblegathering sound gear for the greatest
show on earth. He remembers one characteristibeotbund system. At the amplifier's lowest
setting, the Woodstock speakers would cause paianfgone standing within 10 feet.

Markoff had doubts about the sanity of the ventumgl he saw the promoters' office in a
barn on the Mills' land. "That's when | saw allsageople on these phones, with a switchboard,"
Markoff said. "When | saw that, | said, 'Hey, thauld really happen.™

Rosenman and Roberts couldn't entice any of thentwgie studios into filming their
weekend upstate. So they got Michael Wadleigh. Be¥oodstock, rock documentation meant
obscurity and few profits. A year before Woodstdelgnterey Pop had fizzled at the box office,
making movie execs skittish over the idea of fugdamother rock film. During the summer of
Woodstock, Wadleigh, 27, was gaining a reputatisnaasolid cameraman and director of
independent films. Two years earlier, he had drdpp&t of Columbia University of Physicians
and Surgeons, where he was studying to be a ngisbl&ince then, he'd spent his time filming
on the urban streets, the main battlefield for ¢bh&ural skirmishes of the 1960s. He'd filmed
Martin Luther King Jr. He'd filmed Bobby KennedydaGeorge McGovern talking to middle
Americans on the campaign trail in '68.

Wadleigh was experimenting with using rock'n'rallhis films as an adjunct to the day's
social and political themes. He was also workinghwnultiple images to make documentaries
more entertaining than those featuring a bunchalkirtg heads. And then the Woodstock boys
came to his door. Their idea was irresistible. frtumey was not. Wadleigh went for it anyway.

Goldstein went alone to his first town board megtn Wallkill. "This was before we
knew we had problems,"” he said. "It was probablyune. We had a full house. No more than
150 people. There were some accusations. Someode s@ne references to the Chicago
convention. That it was young people, and thihesway the youth reacted, and that's what we
could expect in our community. (Wallkill Supervistack) Schlosser said that Mayor Daley knew
how to handle that. Then | lost my temper. | shreré was no need for the violence and that (the



police) reaction caused the violence. | said thatefp ran one of the most corrupt political
machines in history."

Schlosser, who attended the Chicago conventiom'tdidcall such a specific exchange
about Daley. He did remember the convention, howeVlesaw these people throw golf clubs
with nails in them," he said of the Chicago pratest "l saw them throw excretion. The police,
while | was there at least, showed remarkableaistt

As the town meetings and the weeks wore on, thé@uotation between Ventures and the
residents of Wallkill got worse. Woodstock's laordl, Howard Mills, was getting anonymous
phone calls. The police were called, but the ctdpnever were identified, much less caught.
"They threatened to blow up his house," Goldstaiid.s"There were red faces and tempers
flaring. People driven by fear to very strange gisinThey raise their voices and say stupid things
they would never ordinarily say." To this day, Hed/:dills will not discuss how his neighbors
turned against him in 1969. "l know that it is atps history, but | don't want to bother about it,
Mills said.

Woodstock Ventures billed the concert as a "weekandhe country" - temporary
commune. The ads ran in the newspapers, both isstadgint and underground, and on radio
stations in Los Angeles, San Francisco, New YorkstBn, Texas and Washington, D.C. A
concert ticket also bought a campsite. But eveonancune requires some kind of organization. In
late June, Goldstein called in the Hog Farm.

The Hog Farm started out as a communal pig far@adlifornia; its members eventually
bought land next to a Hopi Indian reservation inMNdexico. Its leader was a skinny, toothless
hippie whose real name was Hugh Romney. He wa®dime beatnick comic who had changed
his name to Wavy Gravy and held the wiseguy titl&Minister of Talk". "We brought in the Hog
Farm to be our crowd interface,” Goldstein expldinBVe needed a specific group to be the
exemplars for all to follow. We believed that tlea of sleeping outdoors under the stars would
be very attractive to many people, but we knew daweii that the kind of people who were
coming had never slept under the stars in the#slivWe had to create a circumstance where they
were cared for."

The Wallkill Zoning Board of Appeals officially baed Woodstock on July 15, 1969. To
the applause of residents, board members saidhitbatrganizer's plans were incomplete. They
also said outdoor toilets, such as those to be ate¢lde concert, were illegal in Wallkill. Two
weeks earlier, the town board had passed a lawrnega permit for any gathering of more than
5,000 people. "The law they passed excluded omg #and one thing only - Woodstock," said Al
Romm, then-editor of The Times Herald-Record, whéclitorialized against the Wallkill law.
Wallkill Supervisor Jack Schlosser denied that s the intent.

The Wallkill board may have done Woodstock Ventwdavor. Publicity about what had
happened reaped a bonanza of interest. Besidé&atistock had been staged in Wallkill, Lang
said, the vibes would either have squelched thevsitdurned it into a riot. "I didn't want cops in
gas masks showing up, and that was the atmosphere,'tLang said. "With all the tensions
around it, it wouldn't have worked." Another Woamst Ventures member, Lee Blumer,
remembered the threats made in town. "They saig wexe going to shoot the first hippie that
walked into town," said Blumer.

Kodak wanted cash, but the movie crew got no mamayont for film. So Wadleigh
pulled $50,000 out of savings, both from his peas@tcount and an account for his independent
film business. During July, Wadleigh was out in Whyng filming a movie about mountain
climbing. When promoters lost the Wallkill site, Weigh cringed. "I had this feeling of absolute



terror that it wasn't going to come off,” Wadleigdid. "That feeling that someone could pull the
plug out on us didn't go away until the music st@t

Elliot Tiber read about Woodstock getting tossed ouWallkill. Tiber's White Lake
resort, the EI Monaco, had 80 rooms, nearly athefn empty, and keeping it going was draining
his savings. But for all of Tiber's troubles, hellmae thing that was very valuable to Woodstock
Ventures. He had a Bethel town permit to run a mdsstival. "l think it cost $12 or $8 or
something like that," Tiber said."It was very vagligust said | had permission to run an arts and
music festival. That's it." The permit was for #Mhite Lake Music and Arts Festival, a very, very
small event that Tiber had dreamed up to increasabss at the hotel. "We had a chamber music
quartet, and | think we charged something like buoks a day," he said. "There were maybe 150
people up there."

Tiber called Ventures, not even knowing who to sk Lang got the message and went
out to White Lake the next day, which probably waty 18, to look at the EI Monaco. Tiber's
festival site was 15 swampy acres behind the re4dithael looked at that and said, 'This isn't
big enough,™ Tiber recalled. "I said, 'Why don'¢ \yo see my friend Max Yasgur? He's been
selling me milk and cheese for years. he's gogddsm out there in Bethel." While Lang waited,
Tiber telephoned Yasgur about renting the field¥60 a day for a festival that might bring 5,000
people. "Max said to me, 'What's this, Elliot? Amat one of your festivals that doesn't work
out?™ Tieber said.

Yasgur met Lang in the alfalfa field. This time,rgaliked the lay of the land. "It was
magic," Lang said. "It was perfect. The sloping boav little rise for the stage. A lake in the
background. The deal was sealed right there infitié. Max and | were walking on the rise
above the bowl. When we started to talk businessydis figuring on how much he was going to
lose in this crop and how much it was going to dwost to reseed the field. He was a sharp guy,
ol' Max, and he was figuring everything up with enpil and paper. He ws wetting the tip of his
pencil with his tongue. | remember shaking his hamdl that's the first time | noticed that he had
only three fingers on his right hand. But his gsigs like iron. He's cleared that land himself."

Yasgur was known across Sullivan County as a stvatigd man of his word. He'd gone
to New York University and studied real estate lawt moved back to his family's dairy farm in
the '40s. A few years later, Yasgur sold the farfalyn in Maplewood and moved to Bethel to
expand. Throughout the '50s and '60s, Yasgur sldulit a dairy herd. By the time the pipe-
smoking Yasgur was approached by Woodstock Ventlmesvas the biggest milk producer in
Sullivan County, and the Yasgur farm had delivemnytes, a massive refrigeration complex and a
pasteurization plant. The 600 acres that Ventunegls were only part of the Yasgur property,
which extended along both sides of Route 17B irm8let

Within days after meeting Yasgur, Lang broughtrs of the Ventures crew up in eight
limousines; by then, Yasgur was wise to Woodstarid the price had gone up considerably.
Woodstock Ventures kept all the negotiations setast it repeat what had happened in Wallkill.
At some point during the talks, Tiber and Lang wentinner at the Lighthouse Restaurant, and
Italian place just down Route 17B from El Monacdnhite Lake. That's where the news leaked
out. "While we were paying the check, the radio wasin the bar. The radio station out there,
WVOS, announced that the festival was going to Whitke," Tiber said. "The waiters or the
waitresses must have called the radio station. Weeust in shock. The bar was now empty.
Michael just had a blank look. We all went into sk On July 20, 1969, the world was talking
about the first man to walk on the moon. But cosa&on in Bethel centered on this "Woodstock
hippie festival.” "l was used to fights, but | waseady for this one," Tiber said.



The Woodstock partners have since admitted thgtwleee engaged in creative deception.
They told Bethel officials that they were expectb@000 people, tops. All along they knew that
Woodstock would draw far, far more. "l was prettamipulative,” Lang said. "The figure at
Wallkill was 50,000, and we just stuck with it. kg/planning on a quarter-million people, but we
didn't want to scare anyone."

Ken Kesey's farm in Oregon was overrun with hippielytes. Kesey lived in Pleasant
Hill, which became home base for his Merry Pranisstihe creators of the original Acid Tests in
San Francisco. Kesey had bought the farm with #igiegs from his two bestsellers, "One Flew
Over the Cuckoo's Nest" (1962) and "Sometimes at@vetion" (1964). The fashion of the day
was to share and share alike. But the horde wasingtao bother even a founder of the
counterculture.

As the Apollo 11 astronauts were strolling the S¥aTranquility on July 20, the
Pranksters were hearing from Wavy Gravy, whom tkegw from the Acid Tests. The Hog
Farmers said they were getting $1,700 to gathemaasy people together as possible and get them
to Bethel. "Kesey was glad to get rid of everybbagid Ken Babbs, then 33 and the leader of the
Pranksters' Woodstock squad. Babbs packed 40 Bippie five school buses. One was "The
Bus" - the one later made famous by author Tom ®wif"The Electric Kool-Aid Acid Test."
The Bus had a custom, psychedelic paint job antexiglas bubble on top, and it was packed
with sound gear. Its destination sign read: "Femth"While Neil Armstrong was taking a giant
leap for mankind, we were starting to take a gieap for Woodstock," Babbs said.

Max Yasgur had two concerns. "He thought a graygsiite had been done in Wallkill.
And he wanted to make sure that he got the $75[@¥6re some other dairy farmer did,"
Rosenman said. "They were in no particular ordernlot sure which was more important to him.
Having said that, I'll say this about Max: He neki¢rus up for another dime after we paid him. |
remember that every time we went over there, Maxldvband you one of those little cartons of
chocolate milk. Every time. We ended up with aéiga cartons of milk around the office."

Contracts for the use of land surrounding Yasgpascel ended up costing Ventures
another $25,000. "We could have bought the landwbat we rented it for,” Lang said.
Meanwhile, hand-lettered signs were being put ughentown of Bethel. They read: "Buy No
Milk. Stop Max's Hippy Music Festival."

Lang had set a $15,000 ceiling for any act. Buthh#test act in the country - guitarist
Jimi Hendrix - wanted more. Hendrix had gotten a-time fee of $150,000 for a concert earlier
that summer in California. His manager was demandimat much to play Woodstock. But by
July, Lang had some leverage too. He didn't needibeto make the biggest concert of the year.
If Hendrix wanted to come, he'd be welcome. "Wedpdimi Hendrix $32,000. He was the
headliner, and that's what he wanted,” Rosenmah $hen Ventures lied about the terms. "We
told everyone that was because he was playing ¢état $16,000 each. We had to do that, or the
Airplane would want more than $12,000." Lang setliil so that folk acts like Joan Baez would
play on Friday, the opening day. Rock'n'roll waseshfor Saturday and Sunday. But Hendrix's
one-and-only set was always to be the finale. Higract said no act could follow him.

Motel owner Tiber's new job was to be the localsba for Woodstock Ventures in
Bethel. He was paid $5,000 for a couple of montlosk. Tiber was earning his money too. "The
town meetings never drew more than flies beforéyei said. "But then they were standing-
room-only, maybe 300 people. Maybe it was that Mehwas barefooted. He came off the
helicopter with no shoes. I'd never experiencedtang like that before, but that was the way he
was. That was fine with me, but | think they didike it."



Bethel residents had read about the worries in kMaltirugs, traffic, sewage and water.
Public fury mounted once more. A prominent Betlesident approached Lang. He said he could
grease the wheels of power and make sure Landgapprovals he needed. All the fixer wanted
was $10,000. Woodstock Ventures got the cash ahd pua paper bag. Lang won't name the
man who solicited the bribe. But ultimately Woamtdt Ventures would not pay off. "We were
very concerned with karma," Lang said. "We thoubat if we did pay someone off, that would
be wrong and we would change the way things camé e suggestion of a payoff galvanized
Yasgur's support, Lang said. "At that point, hdlyg@zecame an ally, not just a spectator."

But there may have been a payoff, anyway. Roservmaie in a 1974 book that he issued
a $2,500 check to a man who was demanding $10®Q0range local backing. Years later,
Rosenman said some of the events in the book wgredhfor dramatic tension. "And | honestly
can't remember whether | wrote the check or navgeRman said.

At least one of Woodstock's opponents also wasaoagped to fix the deal. George
Neuhaus was one of the old-style, old boy politisiain Bethel, in and out of the town
supervisor's post for years. He thought Woodstoak teing jammed down the throats of local
people who didn't want it. That July, Neuhaus wasr@eached by a man who wanted him to be a
guide through the local political maze. Neuhaustedmone of it. Like Lang, Neuhaus wouldn't
identify the man, but both indicate it was the sandividual. "It wasn't, per se, money, but he
wanted to know if | could get the thing off the gnal,” Neuhaus recalled. "I was sitting on my
porch. | threw him the hell off my property. | wdalt have anything to do with it."

Bob Dylan was the only one of Lang's rock'n'roltdess who hadn't signed a contract. The
promoters had borrowed some of Dylan's mystiquendying their concert after his adopted
home town, which was only 70 miles from Bethel. &yt backup group, The Band, was already
signed. Lang figured that Dylan's appearance wast@al. So he made the pilgrimage to Dylan's
Ulster County hideaway. "I went to see Bob Dylaowithree weeks before the festival," Lang
said. "I went with Bob Dacey, a friend of Dylarasid we met in his house for a couple of hours. |
told him what we were doing and told him, 'We'ddde have you there.' But he didn't come. |
don't know why."

In late July, Woodstock Ventures obtained permjrapals from Bethel Town Attorney
Frederick W.V. Schadt and building inspector Don@ldrk. But, under orders from the town
board, Clark never issued them. The board ordefak @ post stop-work orders; the promoters
tore the signs down with Clark's tacit approval. idik he was being made the fall guy for the
town. Schadt said that Woodstock's momentum wasle@ting like a runaway train. "At that
time, it had progressed so far, any kind of ordestbp it would have just resulted in chaos," he
said. "Here you have thousands of people descgratinthe community. How in the world do
you stop them?"

Ken Van Loan, the president of the Bethel Busingssociation, wasn't worried. He'd
decided this festival could be a great boost ferdbpressed economy of the Catskills. "We talked
to the county about promoting this thing,"” said Caman, who owned Ken's Garage in
Kauneonga lake. "We told 'em it would be the biggeisg that ever came to the county."”

As July became August, Vassmer's General Storeatm&onga Lake was doing a great
business in kegs of nails and cold cuts. The buyere longhaired construction guys who were
carving Yasgur's pasture into an amphitheater. yTioédd me, 'Mr. Vassmer, you ain't seen
nothing yet," and by golly, they were right,” s&d Vassmer, the owner.

Abe Wagner knew that little Bethel, with a popuwdatiof 3,900 souls, wasn't set to handle
the coming flood of humanity. Two weeks before filgtival, Wagner, 61, heard that Woodstock



Ventures had already sold 180,000 tickets. Wagmieo, owned a plumbing company and lived in
Kauneonga lake, was one of approximately 800 Be#wtlents who signed a petition to stop the
festival. "The people of Bethel were afraid of thifux of people on our small roads, afraid of the
element of people who read the advertisementsanrthgazines that said, '‘Come to Woodstock
and do whatever you want to do because nobodybailier you," Wagner said.

By August, Elliot Tiber was getting anonymous phaadls. "They'd say that it'll never
happen, that we will break your legs," Tiber sdithere was terrible name-calling. It was anti-
Semitic and anti-hippies. It was dirty and filthy.

A week before the festival, Yasgur's farm didntdanuch like a concert site. "It was like
they were building a house, except there was adpkr pad,” Vassmer said. Vassmer had heard
the nervous talk among his regular customers, @dhewhen they heard the radio ads. "'l don't
know about this,' they'd say," Vassmer recalledheyfd say, '‘Boy, when this thing comes, we're
gonna be sorry.™ That same week, a group of oetragsidents filed a lawsuit. It was settled
within a few days; the promoters promised to addemmortable toilets. "There was a lot of
intrigue,” Lang said. "l don't remember it all.”

Those 800 petitioners weren't too happy with BeSwgbervisor Daniel J. Amatucci. "He
didn't inform us about all the people until a wésdfore the festival,” Wagner remembered. "He
turned around and threw it in the wastebasket witheven looking at it." Wagner protester.
Amatucci read it. Then he told Wagner it was tde.la

Michael Lang gunned a shiny BSA motorcycle acro$eld of grass. He wore a leather
vest on his shirtless back, and a fringed purseghatnhis hip. A lit cigarette hung out of his
mouth as he popped down the kickstand. It was eamyust 1969, and Lang commanded an
army of workers throwing together the rock concértfilmmaker came by to ask Lang some
guestions, freezing Lang, his motorcycle and Hitude forever in a movie moment that captures
the careless bravado of youth. "Where are you ggonmom here?" the interviewer asked. "Are
you gonna do another?" "If it works," Lang answidere

Ventures decided to try to win over the residentBethel. It sent out the Earthlight
Theater to entertain local groups. It booked a fteaikd called Quill to do free performances. But
Earthlight, an 18-member troupe, didn't do Shakasper Rodgers and Hammerstein. They did a
musical comedy called "Sex. Y'all Come." They a#@gpped naked. Frequently.

On August 7, Ventures staged a pre-festival fektiwva a stage that was still under
construction. Quill opened the show, and Betheidezds sat on the grass, expecting theater.
Instead, the Earthlight Theater stripped and sceeaobscenities at the shocked crowd. "They
went from being suspicious to being convinced,"ddmsan said.

Wavy Gravy rounded up 85 Hog Farmers and 15 Hdfesdonned a Smokey-the-Bear
suit and armed himself with a bottle of seltzer andibber shovel. Then he and the barefooted,
long haired Hog Farmers flew into John F. Kennedtgrhational Airport. "We're the hippie
police,” Gravy announced as he and his entourappstl off the plane on Monday, Aug. 11.

The opposition plotted a last-minute strategy tipghe show: a human barricade across
Route 17B on the day before the concert. Tiberchehout the plan on Monday. "So, | go on
national radio and said that they were trying tgpghe show," he said. "I didn't sleep well. About
two o'clock in the morning, | wake up and | hearrtsoand guitars. This is on Tuesday morning. |
look out, and there are five lanes of headlightthal way back. They'd started coming already."

Kornfeld made Warner Brothers an offer it couldrfuse. It was Wednesday, two days
before showtime. Ventures had to make a movie deaw. All Kornfeld wanted was $100,000



to pay for film. The concert would take care of #eting, the lighting, the dialogue and the plot.
"Michael Wadleigh was up there (at the site) waitivith (Martin) Scorsese," Kornfeld said. "All
they needed was money for film. The contract wasdhaitten and signed by myself and Ted
Ashley (of Warner Brothers). | told them, 'Hey, guthere are going to be hundreds of thousands
of people out there. It's a crap shoot: spend $D00and you might make millions. If it turns out
to be a riot, then you'll have one of the best doentaries ever made.™

Wadleigh rounded up a crew of about 100 from thevNéork Film scene, including
Scorsese. Wadleigh couldn't pay them until muacér Jdiut he could get them inside the event of
the summer. The crew signed on a double-or-nothasjs. If the film made it, they'd get twice
regular pay. If the film bombed, they'd lose. Thew got to Woodstock a few days before,
driving up in Volkswagen Beetles and beat-up c@#vadleigh's plot ran like this: Woodstock
would be a modern-day Canterbury Tale, a pilgrimaaek to the land. He wanted the film to be
as much about the hippies who trekked to Woodsasc&bout the music on stage. He wanted the
stories of the young people, their feelings abbet\{iet Nam War, about the times. The stories of
the townspeople. These would make the film, ndttjus music.

Eight miles away, Timer Herald-Record harness mclohn Szefc was working on a
feature story at the Monticello Raceway. Then hegbé a glimpse of the traffic out on Route
17B. It was 11am, more than 24 hours before theenand traffic was already backed up all
the way down Route 17B to Route 17 - a distancé&Oofiles. "That's when | knew this was
going to be big. Really significant,” he said. Szefstory that night was about the effect of the
concert on the racetrack. Some bettors foughtrféct on Route 17B and managed to get to the
windows. But the handle was down $60,000 from é&glpveekend night in August.

By the afternoon of Thursday, August 14, Woodstaves an idyllic commune of 25,000
people. The Hog Farmers had built kitchens andestselith two-by-fours and tarps. Their kids
were swinging on a set of monkey bars built of lemand tree limbs, jumping into a pile of hay
at the bottom. Wavy Gravy recruited "responsibleklog” people and made them security
guards. He handed out armbands and the secretqassvhich was "l forget." Down the slope,
stands were ready to sell counterculture souvehasid-woven belts, drug paraphernalia and
headbands. Christmas tree lights were strung irtréess. Sawdust was strewn along the paths.
Over the hill, carpenters were still banging n&il® the main stage. The Pranksters and the Hog
Farmers had built heir own alternative stage.

Prankster leader Babbs acted as emcee, openirglate to anyone who wanted to jam.
The sound system was a space amplifier borrowed fhe Grateful Dead. "Over the hill and into



the woods we went," Babbs said. "We had the fréedalcfor the kids, the Free Kitchen and so,
the Free Stage.

The Festival. Day One.

The sticky-sweet smell of burning marijuana wafiei the open windows of the house
in Bethel late Thursday night. The chirp and buzthe insects suddenly gave way to the shuffle
of sandaled feet. "It sounded like a parade," slagdman who lived there. The young Bethel
couple lived a quarter-mile from Yasgur's field.eTwife, 22, was pregnant with the couple's
second child, and the husband, 27, a salesmaramadportant business meeting in Albany on
Friday morning. But the couple wasn't budging fr8ethel. When they awoke on the first of
three days of peace and music, they looked out.ffdlothin' but cars and people. Saw a trooper.
Ten kids were on the hood of his car,” the husbsaid. They looked out back. "People were
camping all over the yard," he added.

Producer Lang woke up Friday morning to find thatnsething was missing.... the ticket
booths. Others had known for days, but Lang saad finiday morning was his first inkling that
Woodstock would never collect a single dollar a date. "Tickets were being handled over in
(Roberts") office,” Lang said. "l just assumed tthety were handling the booths, but they were
never put in place." Van Loan, the cigar-smokinghewof Ken's Garage, had been hired two
days before the festival to tow about two dozeketidooths into position. "All we ever got to
move was two or three," Van Loan recalled. "Each we moved took longer and longer. There
were too many people and cars and abandoned (Yaeats blocking the way."
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Abbie Hoffman was the head of the Yippies - the thamternational Party, the irreverent
left-wing organization founded by Hoffman, Jerryfy Paul Krassner and Woodstock's Ed
Sanders. Hoffman convinced the festival's produttedonate $10,000 to the Yippies - mainly by
threatening to disrupt the proceedings. The palifizanksters wanted the money to fund various
community projects, including New York City storefits they rented to shelter runaways and
defense funds they established for the "politicafipressed.”

Along with the Hog Farmers and other left-leanimgups, the Yippies set up "Movement
City," their festival-within-a-festival, about a gder-mile from the stage. Days before the
festival, Hoffman and his lieutenant, Krassner, eographed thousands of flyers urging festival-
goers not to pay. Of course, that issue became a®agbon as the fence went down. Krassner
would later say that all attempts to politicize theee days of peace and love had evaporated.
Krassner also recalled bringing a brand new whitegéd leather jacket to Woodstock. It was
stolen from the Movement City tent.

Three school buses rolled up to Yasgur's farm REiday morning and parked near
Ventures headquarters, by the playground and thekFDut Tent on West Shore Road. Inside
were more than 100 New York City police officerqmtigpicked by concert management for their
street smarts and relaxed attitudes. In the dafgggdoéhe concert, the city police department had



told its members that it would not sanction Woodktaork. The cops had been promised $50 a
day. But when the officers arrived in Bethel, a en@tringent warning awaited them. "The
message was something to the effect of, 'If youigpate in this, you may be subject to
departmental censure,™ Feldman said. "So theycsied their legs, got back in the bus and went
back to New York City."

Many stayed to work under assumed names. But tamadded that Woodstock Ventures
increase their pay to $90 a day. Ventures paitiWe had eight to nine guys on the payroll as
Mickey Mouse and names like this," said Arthur Smnt, a waiter at the Concord Hotel and one
of the directors of the security force.

Melanie Safka was supposed to sing, so she andmbéner got in her mom's 1968
burgundy Pontiac Bonneville and headed upstate.niey turned onto Route 17, they noticed
lots of traffic. When Melanie called the festivgd®ducers, they said, yes, the traffic was headed
for Bethel, which was getting crowded, so she'debbefet to a hotel where they would take her by
helicopter to the festival site. At that hotel, thame and location of which Melanie doesn't
remember, she saw a slew of TV cameras focusingaors Joplin and her bottle of Southern
Comfort. "And me?" says Melanie. "l was just a Kieog."

State police investigator Fred W. Cannock, 34, wapposed to direct traffic at the
intersection of Route 55 and Route 17B in White d.aBut parked cars didn't need much
direction. "I just stood there and watched thedigsCannock said. "Route 17B was jammed for
roughly 9 miles, all the way back to Monticello dmelyond."

Woodstock organizers blamed state police for thastrous traffic jam. The troopers had
refused to enact the festival's traffic plan. "bknthe way cops think, and | think they figured
that if they had done that, they would acquire oespility for whatever might
happen,” Goldstein said. "Of course, they werenmsmessarily in favor of these kinds of events,
and they wanted it to turn to (chaos). They waittéal be a disaster.”

Woodstock organizers had meant for cars to pulttodf highway and be directed by the
NYPD cops to parking in fields off Route 17B. OneBday, Goldstein had pleaded for the state
police to help, at least by starting the procediiree state police brass added additional troopers
to direct traffic. Local civil defense officialsfresed to plan for a disaster; their office was etbs
Friday afternoon as the traffic rolled in. So theffic backed up for miles while the police looked
on. "Suddenly, we were in a logistic nightmare,"ldStein said. That didn't mean that individual
officers didn't have sympathy for the flounderiegtival-goers.

"l thought they were hippie scum - but you couldmip but really feel sorry for the
kids," Cannock said. "They got sucked into thistedslanche. Nobody said anything about
reservations, tickets. They just came. You coultalteve it. Advance sales paid, nobody else
paid a nickel. They paid with pain, hunger and expe, or whatever."

Wadleigh bought out rooms in a local motel, theveilSpur, for the film crew and
equipment. The crew naturally nicknamed the plabe Silver Sperm." Then the crowds came.
They left cars in the middle of the road. The cieavd their cameras were stuck. They ended up
sleeping in the field, under the stage, wherever.

Woodstock's security force was briefed late thatnimg by none other than Babbs, the
Prankster leader. Babbs was one of the more exyedeacid trippers. "l guess they had me do it
because | was in the Marines," Babbs said. "I tblein that if someone was hassling someone
else, then they should help the person who wasirbte. Keep an eye out for people who need
help. Other than that, it was nobody else's busindst they did. "They asked about drugs, and |



told them not to worry about it. | said, 'There gmeng to be so many drugs around, you're not
going to be able to keep track of any of it."

At about noon, Babbs and Wavy Gravy watched aszardguys in orange jackets started
walking up the rise. They carried change boxeswaerk nearing the fence border. "They said,
'‘We're the ticket-takers, and now we want everytongalk out and come back in," Babbs said. "I
said, 'Man, you gotta be kidding me. There are @D people in there. So the head security guy
says to me, 'There's no way we're going to be tabigt these tickets. What do you want to do?'
They had, like, a double-wide section of fence thas open for the gate. So Wavy and | said the
only thing to do is take down the fence. So, weawVand | - unrolled the fence about 100 feet,
and the people all came pouring in."

Schubert said his security forces had no choicew'ldan you to tell 200,000 to 400,000
people, ‘Go home, it's over?" he said. "It woulgiehbeen the riot of the century.” But the crowd
closer to the stage couldn't see the impromptunceng of taking down the gate. From there, it
looked like the mob was taking over. "My most vivicemory was that there was this chain-link,
Cyclone fence that went all the way around," saadt Beldman, who was working security on the
hill near the Hog Farm base. "I had the uncannijrfgehat there were 500 million people there.
Suddenly, the fence was no more. Trampled intaribd. It disappeared like magic." Lang said
he never exactly decided Woodstock would becomeea show. But he did decide to make the
announcement. "It was kind of like stating the olong," he said.

Complaints were coming in to Gov. Nelson RockefaleAlbany. Rosenman and Roberts
hinted that a declaration of a disaster area irh@emight be welcomed, to ease the crowd's
suffering and because it would limit the companigbility in lawsuits. But the other partners
feared a disaster declaration could bring in théddal Guard and the possibility of an armed
confrontation. Extra cops, including 20 Rocklandu@ty deputies mounted on horseback, had
already been brought in. But the governor did motsacder Woodstock an act of God. He made no
declaration. "We'll play it by ear," the govern@jsokesman told United Press International.

Sullivan County residents heard that the kids wgrehn Bethel didn't have enough food.
By Friday afternoon, members of the Monticello JwiCommunity Center were making
sandwiches with 200 loaves of bread, 40 poundsodd cuts and two gallons of pickles.



Woodstock Ventures estimated that it needed damaid 750,000 sandwiches. Food was being
airlifted in from as far away as Newburgh's StewfartForce Base.

Day One of Woodstock was supposed to be the dayhéofolkies. Joan Baez was the
headliner, preceded by a bill that included Tim diar Arlo Guthrie, Sweetwater, the Incredible
String Band, Ravi Shankar, Bert Sommer and MelaDiee rock act, Sly and the Family Stone
was added for a little taste of the rock'n'roltlué weekend. The scheduled starting time was 4pm.
The performers were spread around in Holiday Inngleward Johnsons miles from the site.
Because of the traffic jam, the promoters weretitaily contracting for helicopters to shuttle in
the performers and supplies. But the helicopterewade. A four-seater finally arrived after 4pm;
it could handle only single acts. Lang had two chsei Hardin, who was drifting around
backstage stoned, or Richie Havens, who lookedyredt was, 'Who could get setup the
quickest?" Lang said. "And | went with Richie Hage' Three days of music started at 5:07pm
Eastern Daylight Time on August 15, 1969.

Every time Richie Havens tried to quit playing, he
had to keep on. The other acts hadn't arrived.llifjrefter
Havens had played for nearly three hours - improgisis
last song "Freedom" - a large U.S. Army helicofaeded
with  musical reinforcements. An Army helicopter?
"Yes," said Havens. "It was the only helicopterimlae. If
it wasn't for the U.S. Army, Woodstock might notvha
happened.” The U.S. Army saved the day for a crthad
was, for the most part, anti-war? "We were neveli- an
soldier," said Havens. "We were just against the'wa

Cash in hand, Art Vassmer floated in his boat
across White Lake to the Sullivan County NationahB.
He was the only bank customer that day. Vassmeedea
robbers would take all the money the store wasngaka
from the sale of beer, soda, and peanut buttefjedliyd But
Vassmer's worries were groundless. "The Hog Farmers
kept the peace,” he said. "They were dirty, buy tivere
nice. A few were happy on drugs, but hell, that was
nothing." Vassmer raised only one price in his whsibre.
Beer was $2 a six-pack instead of $1.95. "Got tioéd
making change," said Vassmer, who even cashed @lecdozen checks for some kids who ran
out of money. Not one bounced.

While the helicopters whirled to Yasgur's farm, itee sat in the motel lobby talking to
her mom. When it was her turn to fly, her mothesmwiallowed with her - even though Melanie
argued, "But she's my mom." Mrs. Safka drove badddw Jersey. Melanie flew to Bethel.

Bert Feldman, the town historian, was suddenly Vétmek's censor. His job was to keep
frontal nudity from appearing on national televisibie stood between the swimming hole and the
television cameras, reminding folks to cover upteAioon temperatures were in the mid-80s.
"They had to have one or two garments on, depenalingex," Feldman said. "Lemme tell you,
after five minutes, it was work. You never sawghfiin there. You could argue, of course, that it
was because everyone was stoned."

Other acts still weren't ready. Stage organizeewkiney had to kill time. The Woodstock
Nation might get restless if the music stopped. &n€hip Monck grabbed Country Joe
McDonald, strapped an acoustic guitar on him amdsthhim on stage. McDonald's short set



included the unprintable and improvised "Fish Cheed "I-Feel-Like-I'm-Fixin'-To-Die Rag".
After Country Joe, Monck spotted John Sebastia@,ftihmer lead singer and guitarist for the
Lovin' Spoonful. Sebastian, clad in wild tie-dyeasiripping on some unidentified substance. He
hadn't even been invited to perform at the festiki recalls he was "too whacked to say no."
Sebastian's stage rap was nearly a parody of hippieversation, mostly because of his
psychedelic state. But the crowd roared with apglrd\lust love everybody around ya' and clean
up a little garbage on your way out," Sebastiad toé crowd.

Melanie Safka was such a nobody that she didntt baee a performer's pass. So when it
was time for her to go on, she had to prove whowshg by showing her driver's license and
singing "Beautiful People." She was led backstagker "dressing room," which was actually a
tepee-sized tent. When she realized that she whoelglaying for a crowd about the size of
Boston, she got so scared that she developed ausecough that "sounded like a chain saw." It
was so loud that someone in the next tent sena loeip of soothing tea. That neighbor was Joan
Baez.

The film crew didn't have even close to enough fitnshoot all the rock performances at
Woodstock. So Wadleigh tried to make up for it leytipg performers' song lists and the order in
which they were going to sing them. Wadleigh wartedilm the anti-war songs, the songs that
talked about the rifts in society and overlook ke songs. But musicians were getting stoned
backstage. By the time they got on stage, theyebwakh song orders and played whatever came
to them. Here's why the cameras never recordefirsthéwo letters of the "Fish Cheer." Wadleigh
was manning the onstage front and center cameranWlbuntry Joe McDonald came out yelling
"Gimme an F," rewing the crowd with anti-Vietnarheers, Wadleigh was loading his camera
and fixing a minor jam. "l was just scrambling likeazy to get my camera in some kind of
working order," Wadleigh said. "That's why you d@&e him for the first two minutes or so in
the film. You just hear him. | got him on cameraetually. Someone should give him an award
for that song. That is one of the greatest war sohgre is."

Havens flew back to Liberty on the chopper. Therhbpped into his car and drove back
to Newark International Airport, where he caugtglane for another show in Michigan the next
night. Havens says the car ride to New Jersey Wassa as incredible as the helicopter trip to the
festival. "l was the only person on the New YorkUway going south,” Havens said.

Of all the acts on Friday night, Woodstock's praetaowvere worried only about Sly and
the Family Stone. The rocking soul band had a teeyéo fire up small crowds, inviting people
to rush the stage. With a couple hundred thousanglp, Sly and his band could ignite a riot. So
Kornfeld cleared the pit in front of the stage teegsecurity a fighting chance. Then he and his
wife, Linda, climbed down, all alone into the vattasm between the musicians on stage and
Woodstock's horde. "He was singing, 'l want to tgke
high-er!" and everyone lit up. All those lightsthre crowd,
thousands of them," Kornfeld said. "We were right
between Sly and the crowd.

The sprinkles began around midnight as sitarist
Ravi Shankar was playing. Bert Sommer's angelice/oi
won him a standing ovation. By the time Joan Baez
finished "We Shall Overcome," a warm thunderstorasw
pounding Yasgur's farm. In the space of about thaees,
five inches of rain fell.

The ration ticket read "Food for Love." But 25 year
old Georgie Sievers of Toronto, who had been wgiti




family in Port Jervis, paid a price anyway. "We tedifor an hour, and we got a cold hot dog on a
hamburger bun," she recalled. Food for Love waotignal food concession for those inside the
festival. Campgrounds coordinator Goldstein hadugetwo food operations: Food for Love, for
those who had tickets, and the Free Kitchen fosehautside the festival fence. Food for Love
was plagued by a lack of organization from the ett§he voucher system was cumbersome, and
the young food workers started giving away hot dagd hamburgers in the spirit of the event. In
addition, the massive traffic jam had blocked dsiies.

A Food for Love truck was stuck in the traffic ioft of Abe Wagner's house, about five
miles northeast of the festival site. Then thekra@s raided. "One of the kids got in, and then
they started throwing the food out all over thediaie bread, the hot dogs," Wagner said. Later,
when hungry customers overran the booths, Footddwee disintegrated. "It started to rain, and it
got ugly," said Helen Graham, who at 41 was onthefsenior employees of Food for Love. "It
was 2am, and | yelled, 'Joan Baez is on. Joan Baem.' | wanted to get the teen-agers away
from the stand. They just wanted to stare at mes. I@raham found herself trapped on Yasgur's
farm because her car was blocked in. She wantedfdbé Woodstock Nation. "It wasn't my type
of culture. It wasn't my type of upbringing. It wétsmy type of experience." she said. "I kind of
blotted it out from my head. It was a frighteningerience. | didn't see the love and the peace. |
saw an overwhelming crowd, and | didn't understahdt was going on."

The stream behind Gery Krewson's tent was risifge iusic stopped, and the group
bailed out at 3am to dig a trench. "The water was junning down in torrents," he said. With the
turf torn away, the Woodstock site is red clay aocdks brought down by glaciers millions of
years ago. Within seconds of the rain, the festbedame a slippery quagmire punctuated by
puddles. The rain slammed into Yasgur's farm, dremgcthe fans, including 19 people who
jammed into Krewson's tent seeking shelter fromstioem. "When | got there, things at least had
some semblance of order,” Krewson said. From te&um the storm blew in, he recalled, there
was no order, no security, no sense of what wagdrapg or who was in charge.

Melanie Safka faced complete terror: half a millmeople in a driving rainstorm. "It was
the only out-of-body experience of my life," sheédsdl just watched myself on stage singing the
songs, but | wasn't there." And then, as the rambled down, tens of thousands of fans lit
candles in the darkness. Sixteen-year-old Gery Koewhis brother and three friends camped 50
yards from the stage. They'd arrived Wednesdaytrirgin Tunkhannock, Pa., in a psychedelic
van. But their campsite seemed to be recedingardistance. A sea of people was rolling into the
gap. "The word kind of got out that something waig on in the Catskills," Krewson said.

The Festival. Day Two.

Mary Sanderson stepped aboard the helicopter ah dsaturday. The chopper blades
slapped the air, and the pavement of the Orangentgddirport fell away. The copter soared
toward Bethel in a battering hailstorm. Just befo@rived, sunshine shot through a hole in the
clouds. To the 40 year old nurse from Middletowtripoked like a scene from a biblical epic.
"When you are in a helicopter, the sun's rays cdm&n on 500,000 people. It looks like the
multitudes,” Mrs. Sanderson said. "You just camityse that. You don't realize how all the
people looked in that sun." Mrs. Sanderson had Isebeduled to drive to the festival to work
Saturday's night shift. But the Woodstock orgarszead called her late Friday. They said the
festival had been swamped with emergency casedukésnwould send a helicopter for her and
any other nurse she could recruit.



When she arrived, Dr. William Abruzzi of WappingeFslls, the festival's medical
director, immediately put her in charge of the needected medical tent. Outside, one man was
selling his own brand of medicine. "He was yellinglescaline! One dollar! Mescaline! One
dollar!" All day long," Nurse Sanderson said.

Promoters decided early on that it was cruciartovd control for the music to be endless,
especially after dark. The music was supposedad at 7pm on Saturday and continue until
midnight. But after the crowd swarmed the site addy, the promoters' strategy changed. They
needed more music and deemed that acts shouldattrtand play until dawn. Saturday's bill
included loud, tough rock'n'roll: The Who, the é&e$on Airplane, Janis Joplin, Creedence
Clearwater Revival, the Grateful Dead, Canned Hbliuntain and Santana. The promoters
worried that as the music got louder, the crowdd@et wilder. But if they weren't entertained
well, several hundred thousand bored fans couldotiee damage. Lang and the other organizers
pleaded with Saturday's acts to play twice as |dfast were willing. It was the biggest audience
in history; the attendance was estimated at 250}Omorning.
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The mud smelled like hashish, two inches deep. S&odideeping bags were churned up
with cellophane, cigarette butts and discardechekt Standing rainwater was steaming skyward,
blanketing thousands of sleeping kids with an efrie Gery Krewson saw the tractor rumbling
over the hill, plowing through a pile of soakedlgge and sleeping bags. The tractor was towing
a tank trailer to haul away sewage from the poetabilets. But under that mass slept a 17-year-
old from South Jersey named Raymond Mizak. Hispsfteebag was over his head to ward off
the rain. The tractor slowly ran over him. Krewsamd five others raced up the hill and helped
carry Mizak to an ambulance. By the time the hglteo arrived, Mizak was dead. "I don't think
he ever felt anything. He was asleep," Krewson.sRidhard Barley was walking up the hill
seconds after the accident. "He had a blanket bwer' Barley said. "A couple of girls were
standing there crying."

Eileen Fuentes, a 17-year-old Forest Hills Highddttstudent, had been recruited to run
an independence concession stand at the festivals@d the accouterments of the counterculture
- posters, roach clips and buttons. But Fuentesode&red Saturday that the real market was in
raincoats. She ventured into the crowds, foundoa Isp the stage and sold the raincoats her boss



had packed, just in case. Within an hour, hundofdats had been snatched up at $5 a pop. "I
went back to get more, but we didn't have any Maeiee said.

"SPI-DERS!" the guy was screaming. The Freak-OuttTead its first patient. Nurse
Sanderson wasn't sure what to do about psychiespitestations. The Hog Farmers treated bad
acid trips with physical stroking and soft wordfieSlecided to do the same. "You learned in a
gosh-darn fast way," she said. "You have to giemtisome touch with reality. You had to speak
softly." Mrs. Sanderson wanted to work the festit@llearn how to treat the new sicknesses
associated with the drug culture. Woodstock Verstinad offered to help train medical personnel,
and Ventures was offering big bucks - $50 a dagr-niurses. But there weren't many takers.
Local people in medicine were skittish about beasgociated with the controversial event, Mrs.
Sanderson said.

The medics had brought a bottle of Thorazine, atirpmychotic drug, to chemically
counteract bad trips. But the tripsters reporteat Fhorazine would send a drug user crashing
immediately, leading to long-term psychological lgeons. The consensus at the Hog Farm was
that Thorazine was a very bad trip indeed. "Welsthe Thorazine under the table, and | think
somebody stole it," Mrs. Sanderson said. She divitle circus tent into three wards to cover the
incoming casualties. The most famous was the wardtliose experiencing the imaginary
symptoms of bad trips. A second, the largest, wapéople with cut feet. Broken glass and pop-
tops slashed hundreds. "Their feet were cut toonBl' she said. "We sat them down, put their
feet in a bowl of clean water and disinfectant."eTthird area was for people with a malady
peculiar to Woodstock. "They had burned their estasing at the sun,” Mrs. Sanderson said. "If
they were tripping, they'd lie down on their baeksl just stare. There were five or six or seven at
a time. That was something."

The shiny piece of foil glistened next to the blawakber tire of the state police car. Leo
O'Mara, 18, of Clintondale, figured there was hsishin the foil, snatched it up and continued
walking past the cop as he followed the abandoaesi@ong Route 17, for what was probably 20
miles. O'Mara opened the foil and found 29 taba®d. "They were pinkish, kind of,” O'Mara
said. "So | took one and folded the rest up and ketking." But O'Mara's evening was about to
turn strange. "l get there and everyone's sayingpk out for the purple acid! Look out for the
purple acid!™ he said. "I go,'Hey, that stuff wksd of purple. Uh-oh.™

Bethel Town Justice Stanley Liese ran a quiet cfsarh his house. But in August 1969,
Liese suddenly acquired 18 months' worth of work77 cases. The most common charge:
possession of implements to administer narcoticghd cases were not simply dismissed, the
average find was $25. Liese remembered one l6gldawho was charged with selling
marijuana (for $6 an ounce) and possessing six gowf the stuff with intent to sell. Irate
customers followed the troopers into Liese's houken they brought the suspected marijuana
dealer in. The customers demanded that the judgevtthe book at the teen because the grass
was awful. Liese ordered him locked up in the Sahi County Jail and sent a sample of the grass
to the police lab in Albany for analysis.

The Free Kitchen was created to feed the hundrégeaple who would be outside the
concert, just making the scene. Organizers fefiaesible for a horde of unprepared people, so
they planned to feed them. But by Saturday aftamntite Hog Farm's Free Kitchen was cooking
for thousands after the Food for Love operatiomedrinto chaos. | bought truckloads of grain,
barrels of soy sauce,” Goldstein said. "I boughttaof vegetables from all over. But after the
roads shut down, Goldstein's problem became howntwe the food to the people. The
helicopters couldn't find a place to land. "The dsmiches were coming in a National Guard
helicopter to the Hog Farm compound,” Goldsteinl.salVe had 200 people join hands to form a
circle for the helicopter.



A Woodstock acid trip wasn't always voluntary. "€lde (the tent), they were giving out
electric Kool-Aid laced with whatever," Nurse Sarst: said. "They said, ‘Don't take the brown
acid." They put it in watermelon. Now, when kid&etaa tab of acid, they know what they're
getting into. When you drink something that's dodttause you're thirsty, that's different. A lot of
the kids hurt with this stuff were just thirsty. @hdidn't have any choice." But while the kids
were drinking and taking whatever was around, Lavap being careful. Stationed in the
headquarters trailer backstage, Lang couldn't @fforhallucinate. He says he didn't even smoke
pot that weekend. "I didn't drink anything that mtdcome from a bottle | didn't wash or open
myself," he said.

So far, so good for Leo O'Mara. The acid had kickedhe sun was shining, and he had
no bummer symptoms yet. But he was thirsty, yastihi Four cans of cold beer were sweating
next to the stump on which he was sitting. In kegpuith the code of the counterculture, O'Mara
didn't touch it for an hour, by his reckoning. Heee looked at his watch. By the time he says he
finally did flip one of the pop-tops, the sun wotldve baked those beers, but O'Mara swore they
were still ice-cold. The facts of physics are cle@Mara was hallucinating either time or
temperature. "l couldn't believe it," he marvel8un serious, man. Really."

On Saturday evening, Lou Newman's ears prickedhgnvine heard the murmuring on the
sidewalk outside his gift shop in Liberty. "The &itvere going, ‘Walla-walla-walla.' | couldn't
really hear what they were saying," Newman saidhefT| found out why. This guy comes in and
says, "We're with the Jefferson Airplane, and thi&race Slick.' | didn't know anything about a
Jefferson Airplane." Marty Balin, Jorma Kaukonerd&slick were staying at the Holiday Inn
down the road. All three signed Newman's guest book

The show wasn't going on. Janis Joplin, The WhotaedGrateful Dead refused to play
Saturday night. Their managers wanted cash in advaWWoodstock Ventures feared the fans
would riot if the stage was empty. The promoteesaged with Charlie Prince, the manager of the
White Lake branch of Sullivan County National Bamd,put up the money. Prince knew that
Ventures President John Roberts had a trust furdasé than $1 million. Late Saturday night,
Prince negotiated his way through the clogged aakis from Liberty to White Lake, where he
opened up the bank. He discovered the night datpasis overflowing with bags of cash. Prince
called Joe Fersch, the bank's president, who toidth use his judgement. After Roberts gave
Prince a personal check that night for "50 or 0@usand dollars,” Price wrote the cashier's
checks. The performers were paid. The show wentldelt that if | didn't give him the money
for the show to go on, well, what would a half-moitl kids do?" Prince said.

One festival-goer, who asked to be identified oaty Andrew, had decided that Janis
Joplin was in love with him. Andrew knew that healleashot at instant on stage romance. "I knew
that if | could just make passionate love to hggrgthing would just be all right and she would
fall in love with me forever," Andrew recalled. ot about three feet on stage, and about 40
policemen disagreed. They dragged me off. | wake'tonly one. That happened all the time."
Daniel Sanabria, the fence installer, who stayedte show, also remembered Joplin's set. He
was 10 feet from the stage. "l think we were untler influence of certain mind-altering
substances," Sanabria said. "We would tell theoperérs, ‘Down on stage.' She (Joplin) would
sit down and let us see."

The ver was just back from ‘Nam. Now, possesset méranoia, he cowered on a cot in
the Freak-Out Tent. "He kept saying the same tbwey and over again,” Mrs. Sanderson said.
"He was afraid of something. ‘Don't come near rhe,5aid. ‘Don't come near me.' They tried to
talk him down, but that time we did use drugs. Tgaye him a shot of something, and an hour or
so later, he was down. We asked him, we alwaysdaskleat he had taken. I'm not awfully sure
that we got the right answers."



Phil Ciganer's buddy was Grateful Dead guitar gieuy Garcia, who used to pop into
Ciganer's hippie boutique in Brooklyn. But, friehgsaside, Ciganer had to be honest about the
Grateful Dead's performance at Woodstock. The baethbers were standing in water, their
electric guitars were shocking their fingers. "lasvthe worst show of theirs I'd ever seen," he
said.

The Who had released their first
rock opera, "Tommy," in June. Now, just
after midnight, the English hard-rockers
were performing the three-record set's
theme song, "See Me, Feel Me." "Listening
to you, | get the music," sang the fringe-
shirted Roger Daltrey, "gazing at you, | get
the heat..." Head Yippie Abbie Hoffman sat
on the stage with Lang during The Who's
set. Hoffman had been working the medical
tent since the festival's opening act,
gobbling down tabs of acid to stay awake.
Lang and Hoffman had been looking for an imaginguy with a knife under the stage. Lang
decided it was time to calm Hoffman down. He haddbee increasingly obsessed with
publicizing the case of John Sinclair, a Michigaert-ager busted for possession of two
marijuana cigarettes.

So he jumped up and grabbed the mike, spittingadetv words about Sinclair, who had
gotten a 10-year jail sentence. Who lead guitd#ete Townsend didn't recognize Hoffman and
figured he was just another whacked-out festivargoushing the stage. Townsend bonked
Hoffman on the head with his guitar. Hoffman wamdkraway. "Abbie was being Abbie,"
Kornfeld said. "He was very out of his head at W&iodk. He didn't have contact with reality."

The Festival. Day Three.

At sunup Sunday, Grace Slick's voice wafted outheffestival bowl to a pasture above:
"One pill makes you larger, and one pill makes gmall..." "Some (jerk) was out there making
eggs over a campfire, going, ‘Hey man, it's thepkaine! Hey, man, it's the Airplane!" recalled
Jerome O'Connell, the hippie from Rome, NY.

Judge Liese heard a commotion out on the lawn. ie§ppvere camped all over the
grounds of the Waldheim Hotel bungalow colony inamood, which the judge owned. But
Liese couldn't explain this banging. At 5:30am, thdge got up to investigate in the grayish
morning light. "I saw a longhaired man wanderinguand all the bungalows, trying to open the
doors," he said. "I asked the fellow what he waxkilog for. "He said, ‘A doctor.' "I told him Dr.
(Stuart) Dombeck was three-quarters of a mile avimay,it would be impossible to get there
because of the roads. He kept raising his voicddoand louder. | finally told him to leave. "But
| guess | made a mistake, standing too close bdtimdThe next thing | knew, | woke up. He'd
punched me in the mouth and knocked me out. | veasmdnaybe 20 or 30 minutes." The blow
also knocked out most of Liese's teeth. "The nepesp&eadline read, ‘Hippie slugs judge,”
Liese said.

Abe Wagner wasn't fond of freaks. Years later,dealted the hungry kids, the lost kids,
the kids with nowhere to sleep, nowhere to relignamselves. The kids using and selling drugs.
There were "rabble-rousers,” as Wagner called theihhe emphasized that they were a small



minority. "l felt sorry for the kids lying by theoadside,” Wagner said. "Hungry. Dirty. |
remember a Belgian couple; she was crying. Theyldstdheir kids. What could | do?" Wagner
said he and his neighbors fed them. "Most of us had two or three weeks of food on hand. We
put a plank across our driveway and put the food and fed the kids. And we took cans of soup
and set up a soup kitchen for the kids in an olttimg on Lake Shore Road." But there was also
a handful of nasties among Wagner's neighbors. \&faggmembered one Bethel resident who
charged $10 to tow a car out of a muddy ditch amm ¢the road. When one kid didn't have the
money, the neighbor towed the car right back iheorhud.

Wavy Gravy called it "Breakfast in Bed for 400,000he recipe: Rolled oats or bulgur
wheat (often both). Cook until mush. Add peanutgdste. Cook until the texture of goulash. For
a side dish, stir-fry any vegetables that can epsxd together. Scoop the mixtures onto paper
plates. "These people were feeding literally huddref thousands of people with nothing,"
Krewson said. "They were taking what they couldayed feeding people with it." Gravy told the
audience that it was no miracle. "We're all feeddagh other, man," he said.

The Hog Farm had become the Greater Hog Farm. Grasgynow leading thousands of
volunteers, sort of. Many newly recruited Hog Farsrigad red polyester rags, each stenciled with
a winged pig, tied around their arms. "It got h&rdell the Hog Farm really responsible people
from the casual hang-around Hog Farm people," Gaildsaid. "Suddenly, the only credential
was the Hog Farm. There were so many people daimgasy things that the Hog Farm brassard
(arm band) became an all-areas pass. A vegetabfgehwanted to participate, and three hours
later, he'd be running a crew. Gravy's idea wa9lsirthat eventually, everyone in the whole
crowd would have a brassard.

By noon, the sun was beating down on Bethel. Hekistbecame the biggest worry, even
some fans were showing signs of pneumonia fromgodienched for two days. The promoters
considered turning the fire hosts on to mist thewct, but didn't. It started to rain again in the
afternoon. Sunday's lineup again was packed witkexs: The Band, Joe Cocker, Crosby, Stills
& Nash, Ten Years After, Johnny Winter and Jimi Hi&a Iron Butterfly, which pioneered
heavy metal rock'n'roll, was also scheduled to.pldne group arrived in New York from a seven-
week, nationwide tour and called for a helicoptebtting it to the festival. But Lang and the other
organizers worried that Iron Butterfly's brand gbgie/heavy-metal music might be dangerous
under the circumstances. Emcee John Morris dispdtehnasty telegram to the group at the
airport. It was designed to provoke the membeis di@ciding not to play. But Lee Dorman, Iron
Butterfly's bassist, remembers it differently. Wetmtk organizers, he said, were supposed to
send a helicopter and didn't.




"Two or three times, we checked out of our hotel aent to the heliport on 33rd Street,"
Dorman said. "It never came. | guess it had mongomant things to do, like feed people." The
band went home to California and, at first, memiakads't mind missing the festival. "When we...
heard how big it was, we thought, ‘Damn, we mis¢g¢dDorman said. "It would have been great
to play ‘In-A-Gadda-Da-Vida' or even to just say.'H

Ben Leon ran the boat rental business on FilippiRbnd, popularly known as "Leon's
Lake." The 90-year old kept watch on the boats ftbenporch of a shanty perched on the hillside
above the largest of Woodstock's skinny-dippingtsp®n Woodstock weekend, Leon wasn't
renting boats, but he was still watching. "He gsatlee veranda, the old fool, and you could hear
him 50 feel away: ‘Heee-heee-heee. Haw-haww-hawweltiman said. "He had a gigantic pair of
binoculars. Must have been Navy submarine spottesbpmething. The funny thing was that 10
days after the festival, he dropped dead. | talicethe undertaker, and he said he never could
wipe the smile off the guy's face. That's the waygda, | guess.”

He was 17. She was 15. Sometime during the weekébeg, came to banker Charlie
Prince with a problem. Their parents didn't knowewehthey were. They had another problem.
The boy had taken his father's week-old 1969 Oldslm@ut for a drive. Somehow, they'd ended
up at Woodstock. They had one more problem. Thejyded find the car.

Attendance estimates kept rising. By Sunday, theée spolice figure was 450,000, and
others rounded it off to an even half-million. BRecord editor Al Romm, who coordinated
coverage from a trailer behind the stage, beliethed estimates were all wrong. Citing aerial
photos, Romm swore that Woodstock drew maybe 180p@0ple. "There were 100,000, 150,000
there,” Romm said. "It was to everyone's advantdabe police, the promoters and the reporters -
to say there were more. It was to nobody's advantagay there were less. The biggest concert
before it had 20,000 people. (Woodstock) was stilbbig deal; there were just not as many
people."

Bert Feldman, Bethel's historian, also maintairied the attendance figures were wrong.
But he thought the figures were low. "There wer8,000 people there," he said. "The attendance
estimate is based on aerial photos, and there twevsands of people under trees."

The motorcycle roared up to the ElI Monaco Hotel Sumday afternoon. Behind the
handlebars was a bearded hippie. On the back weasnmean screaming that she was having a
baby. Resort owner Elliott Tiber raced in. He sh&was the only one on the lot who wasn't
stoned, and he relied on his instincts to helpvdelihe baby. Then he watched as Army medica
flew mother and child away in a helicopter. "Shestrhave been stoned,” Tiber said. "Either that,
or Janis Joplin was quite a draw. The mother ‘Hae skin and big black eyes. Her English was
kind of broken. A French accent, | think.™

Ralph Corwin pulled out a pack of cigarettes, liteoand started trucking down Hurd
Road. The 26-year-old biker from Winterton met um&ay afternoon with a young couple. The
girl wore an Army fatigue shirt and a pair of blagans. The guy begged a smoke; Corwin
flipped him three or four. The couple walked aw@prwin looked over his shoulder. The girl's
black jeans were missing on the back side. "On¢y dtrip down the center,” Corwin said. "No
undies, and her cheeks were hanging out."

A short, violent thunderstorm struck around 5pnggeering an early exodus from the
grounds. Leo O'Mara noticed a guy with a red beashring a vast muddy poncho and a huge



smile. O'Mara sat in the mud and wondered why thig was so thrilled in such miserable
weather. "Then | noticed that there were threerathts of legs under that poncho,” O'Mara said.

Jerome O'Connel started walking back to the cauatdown. The rains had continued
throughout much of the day, and O'Connel felt whipfpy the weather. He wasn't the only one
who really wanted to leave. "I remember that theas a whole line of cars on both sides of the
road,"” O'Connell said. "There wasn't enough spacthé middle for a car. But someone had
driven down the middle anyway. There was a 3-irmh®e on both sides all the way down. Must
have been 50 cars scratched."”

All weekend, hippies had camped out on the Hell@inbfarm at the intersection of Route
17B and Happy Avenue. The kids didn't ask permisgiefore pitching camp. And they left
broken bottles and bent cans behind. But the tesivavas Sunday night. "The last day, we had a
car outside, with a hose next to it that we usedafashing the car," said Blanche Heller. "We
woke up and found that they had cut the hose amidett all the gas out of the tank. Now, if only
they had asked...."

In Jeffersonville, the local congregation was upsedut a kid who'd climbed into the
basement of the church. He'd done no damage,deftess, but the locals were still bothered by
the intrusion. "They did find this young man inthewho had heated himself a can of beans, ate
it, and left money on the table for the gas he Ussadd Adelaide Schadt, wife of the Bethel town
attorney.

‘ While other stars flitted in and out of the
. show aboard helicopters, headliner Hendrix was
" roaming the crowd on foot. O'Mara remembered
Hendrix stopping to talk with many of the girls.
Others remember the star's turn in the Freak-Out
Tent that day. "We didn't know who he was,"
Nurse Sanderson said. "Just a black man lying
on the stretcher. Then everybody started saying,
‘Hey, isn't that Jimi Hendrix?' There was a big
stir about it." Hendrix lay on the stretcher for
about 30 minutes before roadies hauled him out.

Investigator Cannock met Raymond
Mizak's father Sunday night in a funeral home
on East Broadway in Monticello. The senior
Mizak was accompanied by the youth's uncle, adieant in the New Jersey State Police. "It (the
tractor) ran over his chest,” Cannock said. "Hisachevas twice the normal size. Really
grotesque." The father told Cannock he had refusegive the boy permission to go to the
concert. Cannock said the father blamed himse, & should have locked his son up.

Two of the most vehement festival opponents showpdat the site independently
sometime Saturday or Sunday. Wallkill SupervisakJ&chlosser and former Bethel Supervisor
George Neuhaus toured the grounds and came taddeobnclusions. "It became obvious to me
nobody knew what the hell they were doing. Nobo@ghlosser said.

Cannock got to the morgue at Horton Memorial H@dph Middletown later Sunday
night. A man in his mid-20s, who had been at tisifal, had died of a heroin overdose. Cannock
can't remember the man's name, and it was nevelosksl. But for the second time that day,
Cannock was assigned to get a body identified. Gantracked down a friend of the dead man's
and met him at the morgue. "The kid had been aigdpaready,” Cannock said. Inexplicably,



the body was not stitched up after the chest haah Isplit open for the autopsy, according to
Cannock. "The friend pulled down the sheet to fadt aaw it all," he said. "The kid passed right
out."

Outside Yasgur's farm, Monticello Hospital nursesl @octors had set up a clinic in a
school that was closed for the summer. Monticeltwspital's head of nursing, Gladys Berens,
helped deliver three babies there, only miles ftbwm festival grounds. She was there when a
Marine on leave was brought in sometime Sundayonswous from an overdose. The Marine -
an 18 year-old from Long Island - died in the htapione of three concert fatalities. "This young
Marine had been through the war without a scraacid, he ends up dying in Horton Memorial
Hospital in Middletown, NY. How sad," Berens, now récalled.

Artie Kornfeld figured the capsule he was takings\vspeed, Dexedrine, something to keep
him alert for the rest of the festival. His wifeina, took one too. Then he began hallucinating
that the National Guard (which was not there) wasosng into the crowd. The colors were all
melting together. "I was dosed. It was my first ggssdelic, and it happened at Woodstock,"
Kornfeld said. "I never would have chosen that ldeliberately, never to do it at Woodstock."
Kornfeld learned later that the capsule was powdlgpsilocybin mushroom, a powerful
hallucinogen. "I decided that we needed help. I W& hours before Hendrix," Kornfeld said. "I
was Thorazined out of it. That's why | missed Hendr

The Holiday Inn in Monticello was one of the heaadars for Woodstock performers. It
was also the quarters for the state police. Canm@dn't impressed at being in the company of
the rich and famous. He doesn't even remember tiagies. "We were rubbing elbows. | wasn't
thrilled to have them there," the investigator sdithe two dead bodies were fixed in my brain."

John Pinnacaia didn't even feel it at first, jusivange of pain on the instep of his foot late
Sunday night. Then this girl started screaming, #yede was all this blood. "It must have been
some kind of bottle,” he said. "I couldn't even gekly foot was in the mud." Pinnacaia had been
listening to guitarist Johnny Winter while fetchimpganut butter sandwiches for himself, his
girlfriend and his sister. But the 18-year-old froBrooklyn took one step and became a
Woodstock casualty. "This guy picked me up, thre® over his shoulder and ran me to the
hospital (tent). Must have saved my life," he s&ichelicopter flew him to Monticello Hospital.
"They'd given me a shot of anesthetic, but it hasharted working. They had to start stitching.
Then this big fat nurse sat on me so | couldn't enand they started stitching. That's all |
remember of that. One other thing: They called hamask permission to operate," Pinnacaia
said. "Mom freaked out."

The Festival. Monday.

It was about 9am, time for Hendrix, the headlinde had launched into the national
anthem, a moment that would go down in the annaioak'n'roll. "I remember trying to fall
asleep during the ‘Star-Spangled Banner'," saididg Jerry Garcia's buddy. "I just wished he
would stop." The party was over.

The partners had to face a different kind of mu%ioodstock Ventures had obtained
letters of credit, backed by Roberts' trust fumdpnt a bank on Wall Street. Now, Ventures was at
least $1.3 million in debt. Kornfeld was still myddhen he walked into the banker's office. "He
had a tank with a piranha in it, and he was feedtling meat,” Kornfeld recalled. "The attitude
already was a battleground.” Ventures was in t®ulddcause Woodstock had been a damn-the-
expense money pit for six weeks. Kornfeld's proomi expenses were more than $150,000, 70



percent over budget. Lang's production expensesbacekd to $2 million, more than 300 percent
over budget.

Ventures had paid crews overtime to do six monthgaok in six weeks' time. Three days
of running a private air fleet of helicopters hdsbahelped to bust the budget. "It was like living
dream," Lang recalled. "My idea was just to gaetdhe, whatever it took. We had a vision, and it
all came true." When it was all over, the Wall 8trdankers demanded an accounting. The
promoters had sold about $1.1million in ticketst antures had written maybe $600,000 in bad
checks and had other debts. As of August 19, 1®@%high-water mark of the counterculture had
cost at least 2.4 million hard, capitalist dollaffousands of dollars more in fines, fees, claims
and lawsuits hadn't even come in yet. To top it tiEre was a criminal investigation. The
attorney general's office and the Sullivan Coungyridt attorney were starting to dig.

Norman Karp, who had lost his virginity at Wood¥tpalso lost his five-speed bike. But
somewhere among the tons of garbage steaming osittheNormal found a new 10-speed. He
pedaled back to Woodridge. His mother gave him steaeful hugs and grounded him for a
month.

About those two kids who brought their woes to GedPrince: The banker helped them
solve their problem. They found the week-old ‘6@©IIt was parked eight miles away. In front
of Neuhaus' home. Two state troopers were sittmd.o

Leo O'Mara walked the 20 miles back to his car. kmdnever found the friends who
brought him, but made some new ones and rode hathaéhvem. Gery Krewson had left Sunday
afternoon in the Volkswagen bus he'd come in.

Norman Karp came back and helped two Ventures grapkorepair a broken golf cart the
day after the festival. As payment, they gave histack of unused Woodstock tickets. "They
said, ‘These might be valuable someday,™ Normedlted.

Little Michael Kennedy from Smallwood was three rgeald. On Tuesday, his dad took
him down to Yasgur's farm. "All | can remember isthe garbage," Kennedy said. "It was the
first time | ever saw a longhair. | asked my datthat are they?' He said. ‘That's someone who
doesn't cut their hair and cleans up garbage."tiwea spent $100,000 to clean the decimated
festival site. Goldstein dug a huge hole and buakdbtons of shoes, bottles, papers, clothes, tents
and plastic sheets into the ground. He set thegfite. The vast, smoky smolder that burned for
days brought Ventures a charge of illegal burnnognf Bethel officials.

On Tuesday, Prince's phone rang at Sullivan CoNatyonal Bank. It was bank president
Joe Fersh, who told Prince that Woodstock Ventaesbunt was $250,000 short. Robert's check
had bounced, and the bank checks Prince had wiSiéarday night to the performers weren't
covered. Fersch wanted to know: "What are you gtondo about it?" So Prince called Roberts.
"(Roberts) said, ‘I know the pickle you're in, Clar I'll be there Thursday morning.” Prince
recalled.

By Wednesday, the lab had analyzed the green, Rdfgtance submitted as evidence in
Judge Liese's court. The irate pot smokers werd.righey were buying bogus reefer. "It turned
out to be a mixture of timothy grass and birdseeditl the judge. "He must have paid $6 for the
six pounds of it." Liese ordered the ersatz manigusalesman set free. "A guy selling birdseed for
$6 an ounce. What are you gonna do?" said Liesk withuckle. Also on Wednesday, a
Woodstock mother came back to thank acting-midwiieber. Tieber jotted her name down,
stuck the matchbook into his pants and, from thigrejent into history. "I have no idea what
pants | was wearing," he said.



Thursday morning, Roberts arrived alone at the /bétke branch of the Sullivan County
National Bank. He pledged $1 million in stock te thank to cover the $250,000 note. "I was off
the hook," Prince said. Roberts, Lang, Kornfeld &m$enman had made personal guarantees to
pay the bills. But only Roberts' family - and higrotrust fund - had enough assets to pay off
Woodstock's debt. While Lang stayed with the clgaorews, the other three partners squirmed
under the fiscal glare. Roberts' father and brotbielrthe Wall Street bankers that they never had
run out on debts and they weren't going to stant. idie Roberts family paid off the debt.

Bob Dylan had been scheduled to leave for EuropeéAogust 15 aboard the Queen
Elizabeth. But Dylan's son was hospitalized that dad the rock legend stayed home. Dylan left
the country in late August to play at the Isle oigil Festival off the coast of Britain. Michael
Lang was in the crowd.

Gary Krewson had another Woodstock moment back hormienkhannock, Pa., about 90
miles away. Krewson was sitting on the steps of tthen's only hotel when he saw three
psychedelic school buses tooling over the hilht® town's only traffic light. The lead bus, driven
by Wavy Gravy, blew an engine. Krewson fetched Thamnock's only mechanic, who let the
Pranksters and Hog Farmers use his garage. Theréusulled the blown engine and popped in
a spare within 45 minutes. Gravy and company wartheir way to another festival in Texas.

The Times Herald-Record submitted its stories Far 1969 Pulitzer Prize competition.
Editor Al Romm recalls: "A friend, years later, whas on the judging panel, said, ‘You'll never
know how close you came to winning." Our coveragekta different tack from most of the
publications. Nobody had as many people at theesesnwe did, about six. We had passing
coverage of the music. Really could have done beiith that. We were just enveloped with the
human indignities. The sickness. The miscarriages.

Six weeks after the festival, Rosenman and Robmtght out Lang and Kornfeld for
$31,240 each. Lang, Kornfeld, Rosenman and Robehs four young men who had produced
and promoted Woodstock - were separated for moae @0 years by Woodstock's fallout.
Rosenman and Roberts stayed best friends. Butdhasged for years that Lang and Kornfeld,
but especially Lang, grabbed all the attention irdiakely after the event. For instance,
Rosenman and Roberts weren't in the movie aKalinfeld was seen a couple of times,
but Lang was featured prominently, riding his moyate and being interviewed. "We were so
busy that | think the credit was directed towarctiiel (Lang)," Rosenman said in 1989. "Years
later, people would ask, ‘Were you involved in thliahg Mike Lang did?' You have to be in this
business a long time to know how valuable it id¢éofamous. | think Michael and Artie knew
that. We didn't have any idea.

Lang said in 1989 that he, more than anyone isgimylresponsible for the ill will. "John
and Joel were from a different world. They weresalérs, and they didn't understand,” Lang
said. "l didn't have time to acclimate them. I'mt tiee most communicative person in the world. |
was kind of a wise guy." Kornfeld, upon reflectidigures it's not really important who did what.
"With all the attention grabbing that's gone onroe years, my reality is that there are a lot of
more important things," Kornfeld said. "Look, no eorperson produced Woodstock; the
generation produced Woodstock. And look at it etenaw."

Woodstock had 5,162 medical cases, according tta@ $iealth Department report
released October 4, 1969. The report listed 797mented instances of drug abuse. No births
were recorded in the festival medical tent, butAbruzzi told the Health Department there were
eight miscarriages. The report lists two deathdroyg overdose and the death of Raymond Mizak
in the tractor accident. In late fall, a Sullivaoudty grand jury declared that there wasn't enough
evidence to indict anyone for anything. The drigéthe tractor was never identified and was not



charged. Another investigation by the state attprgeneral's office ended in early 1970 with
Woodstock Ventures having to make refunds on 12t60®,000 tickets. The tickets were sold to
people who were not able to attend because the nwack closed.

John Pinnavaia was considered 1-A by his draft degnen he walked onto Yasgur's
farm. After he stepped on the bottle and it slaghedendon in his right foot, he was classified 1-
Y for a temporary disability. After four months enutches, Pinnavaia got married, putting him
even lower on the draft list. Pinnavaia stayedaiuhe Army but still bears a road map of scars
on his foot. He calls it his "Woodstock wound."cdn't walk over broken glass even with shoes
on. | just cringe at the sound," says Pinnavaia.

The owner of the only stereo store in Middletowicdrae a hippie of sorts. "I went from
one of my to one of them," Allan Markoff said. Mafk always regretted he didn't stay at
Woodstock, but he explains it this way: "There wasplace to hang out. I'm not a close-to-the-
earth individual. I'm a Ritz Carlton type of indivial, and there were no luxury places to stay. |
can't live in the rain and the mud. Markoff, now, S¥buld also go full tilt into the rock'n'roll
business, supplying equipment for a Rolling Stotoes in the early ‘70s. He rigged a massive
sound system in former Beatle George Harrison'sllroom at the Plaza in New York City.
Harrison was promptly evicted from the hotel.

Two years after Woodstock, fence installer Danah&boria discovered that he was sort of
a star. "Woodstock: The Movie" was out. He wastinBeing hams, we'd jump in front of the
camera at any opportunity,” Sanabria said. "It Wes greatest time of our life. We bonded as
children; we bonded as men."

The Festival. Wrap Up.

After Woodstock, Wavy Gravy wanted to keep the gneyoing. He returned to the Hog
Farm commune, where he discovered "every hippteerworld had moved to our house." Gravy
got a few thousand dollars from Warner Brother$inance a proposed movie, "Medicine Ball
Caravan." The idea was to round up some Merry RBtank and Hog Farmers, travel across the
country in a bus and film the trip. The movie waver released. Somehow, the group ended up
in England. Throughout the early and mid ‘70s, thrayeled to 13 countries, including Turkey,
India and Nepal, distributing free food and med&agbplies along the way.

Krassner and his fellow Yippies tried to build orowdstock. They helped put on a "Pow
Wow Symposium" at Hog Farm headquarters in New k@xiBut in December came
Woodstock's bad twin, Altamont, where the Hell'sgais worked security - and some stomped
members of the audience. In 1970, the trial ofGh&ago Seven began, and the Yippies focused
their energy and money on freeing the defendamssster and Ken Kesey decided to collaborate
on "The Whole Earth Catalogue Supplement,” the essgmr to the post-hippie bible, "The Whole
Earth Catalogue." In the early 70's, the entirécaldcommunity began to dissolve as its members
went their separate ways. Krassner returned to Merk, where he continued to perform and
publish a newsletter. In 1974, Krassner moved taié& California, to a house by the ocean a
block from actor Dennis Hopper's house.

Max Yasgur toured Israel about two years afterdbecert and had the opportunity to
meet Israel's first prime minister, David Ben-Guari®Ben-Gurion went down the receiving line,
speaking to each guest. "Max said to Ben-Guridm Max Yasgur of Bethel," and Ben-Gurion
shakes his hand and says, ‘Oh yeah, that's whed¥tack was, wasn't it?" said Liberty's Lou
Newman, a friend of Yasgur's until the dairy farlmeleath of a heart attach in 1973.



Yasgur's farm was subdivided and sold by his widbirjam. Most of that land is still
pasture, fodder for the cattle herd of Bud Russkf owns the old Yasgur farmhouse in Bethel.

As Woodstock began to fade into legend in the e&g, the Town of Wallkill was
tagged as the hometown of the uptight, much to dbesternation of Wallkill Supervisor
Schlosser. Wallkill was only trying to protect ifsom a horde it was not prepared to handle, he
said. Besides, added Schlosser, who retired fraitigsoin 1984, the promoters lied to the town,
and that's never mentioned in Woodstock lore. "Tikathat bugs me about this whole thing,"
Schlosser said in 1989. "They have been allowgektpetuate that myth for 20 years.."

Woodstock's medical director, Dr. William "Rock Dogbruzzi, went on to specialize in
the medicine of drug abuse. Drugs brought Abrurairpnence, but they also provided the means
for his downfall. He was charged in 1974 with ahe8kzing female patients and molesting them
while they were unconscious. Two years later, n@auiefore he was to go to trial, he pleaded
guilty to sexual abuse. Abruzzi's saga didn't érdd. The state's highest court ruled that a police
officer violated Abruzzi's rights when he watchd tdoctor abuse his patients through an
examination window. Abruzzi never served his prisemtence, but he did lose his license to
practice medicine in New York. He has since droppeidof sight and can not be located. To this
day, Abruzzi has his supporters, including Nursaedeason. "He was framed," said the nurse,
who retired in 1980 and left Middletown.

For the next decade, Woodstock was virtually ahelifor all that was goofy about the
‘60s. By 1980, the world had moved on. RosenmanRuwtokbrts were still in venture capital, but
instead of funding concerts, they were dismanttingglomerates and handling mergers. "The
transactions that we were involved in would haverbeetoed if they'd known about Woodstock,"
Rosenman said. "It wasn't exactly broadcast iresmmes.

Kornfeld was the one who was able
to use his Woodstock credentials. He
remained in the music business, promoting
rock acts and albums. He worked with
Bruce Springsteen and Tracy Chapman.
Lang too, stayed in music. His title as
Woodstock's producer gave him a certain
cachet with superstars of the business. Lang
signed a Long lIsland singer named Billy
Joel to his first record contract. He was Joe
Cocker's manager. But even Lang
downplayed Woodstock. "l didn't talk
about it for years," he said.

Country Joe figures his fate was sealed right dfeeishouted: "Gimme an F. After the
movie came out, that's all | was known for," McDlohaaid. "lts pretty hard to top the ‘Fish
Cheer."' | don't know if | can do that.' The Fishe€hwas McDonald's improvised call-and-
response that began with ‘Gimme and F' and condlwdéh "What's that spell? (Expletive!)"
McDonald's musical career went from Woodstock mtgide. By the ‘80s, Country Joe said he'd
had it with the music business. "l won't make aaptiecord again unless it seems commercially
viable," he said in 1989. "l just don't have therg desire to make a record that nobody wants
to hear. You spend a year to do it, and it doeslltmore than 1,000 copies. That's not cost-
effective. Music is something that needs to be dhéadvicDonald said the problem was he was
still writing "sociopolitical and anti-war" song$Today, politics and war isn't good box office,"
he added. When McDonald tours, it's for a handfdbos at tiny folk clubs. He might even turn
up at the occasional ‘60s revival show, but onlyhé price is right. "I don't like doing these



nostalgia things," he said, "but when people offex the right amount of money, I'll do it. |
wouldn't even write a story about myself. | wouldwaste my time." By 1991, the year he
recorded an acoustic album, "Superstitious Blués{intry Joe had changed his tune. In 1994, he
appeared in a Pepsi commercial featuring a Wookstamion for yuppies.

In August 1981, Normal Karp heard that someone wa@liing a bunch of unused
Woodstock tickets for $9,000. He went home, tosehduse apart and found 31 tickets. Then, he
bought several safes for $14,000 from a familynidie Al Kross, who had leased them to
Woodstock Ventures. Kross had never opened thes.siside, Karp found 150,000 unused
tickets, plus the original of Jimi Hendrix's signeshtract and assorted Woodstock T-shirts, hats
and jackets. That year, Norman Karp placed adafiomal magazines and sold 30,000 tickets at
$29,95 each, plus $2 for postage and handling.|&ies to have netted nearly $1 million from
the sales.

A guy named Louis Nicky from Brooklyn bought abaiit acres from the widow Yasgur
at the intersection of Hurd Road and West ShoregeDin Bethel. A couple of tons of concrete -
the footings for the main stage at Woodstock - weraebled off in the brush in the northeast
corner. Nicky didn't really worry too much aboug thistory he'd bought. He just wanted to run a
few horses, but a bout with cancer caused him é&m@tn the plan. Twice, the town put up a sign
identifying Nicky's land as the site of the conc@tice, the sign was stolen.

For years, no one celebrated Woodstock's anniwersard Augusts came and went
without notice. People who wanted to stop by Yasgiarm and reminisce weren't always sure
they were at the right place.

In the late ‘70s, a ragtag bunch started celelgatvery August with a three-day party.
Around 1978, a welder named Wayne Saward cameoouhé party. "And it was, like, super-
quiet,” he recalled. "There'd be 30 people therey@st. And that was in the middle of the night.
Then in 1984, Saward started, pretty much alondyuitd the world's only monument to the
event. It's a 5 1/2 ton marker made of cast iramh @ncrete; landowner Louis Nicky paid $650
for concrete and casting the iron. Once the maskent up, the site became a kind of
counterculture shrine. Visitors started showingrapdomly, staying for a few minutes, then
leaving.

Beginning in 1985, this writer became one of tmagtag group, celebrating the
Woodstock festival with a small group that everijublecame a close-knit family. Many of us
had attended the original festival and excitedlgrell the stories of the event with the group at
each gathering. Others of us were simply intrighgdhe power of the festival and came to find
answers for our lives. As for myself, | was abauturn 5 years old in August 1969, and could not
have attended the festival, as my parents livedNanth Carolina and did not particularly
subscribe to the counterculture lifestyle. My motivas, however, from New York state and had
family ties to the Hudson area. She also operatedigic store in NC that gave me my first taste
of what longhairs were like. The store also gaveang®od dose of what music was saying in the
late ‘60s and early ‘70s, and connected me to thiéign of the Vietham war. As time wore on, |
had all but forgotten about that time of my lifdhneh | began working as a DJ for an oldies radio
station. They were looking for someone to producepecialty show as a weekend special. |
became that person, delving into my own memoriggdtall the sounds of the ‘60s and ‘70s. The
year was 1983, and ‘60s rock'n'roll shows were sbimg of a rarity. The show became an instant
success with my audience, and served to remind hae Itreally missed the music of my
childhood. After moving to the Charlotte area in849 1 decided to find out more about
Woodstock. Having learned where the festival wdd,Hewvound up visiting what | thought was
the original site in November ‘84. It was snowirgfeercely that | missed the original site and
drove on to what | thought was the correct plagget| learned that | had been walking around



the Reinshagen's farm in the snow... I'm sure thigheveryone in the main farmhouse thinking |
was just another nut case.

Later is when | was fortunate enough to meet ande friends with Wayne Saward, his
brother Whitey, Tom and Maryann Bradley, Rick Maedand later his wife, Heather), Kevin
Bond, Tom "The Commander" Connelly, Bill Lubinskgf (Woodstock Festival fame), Marcia
Weiss (Bill's spouse), Chris Maget, Bob Meringtaerd a host of others that make up that very
rag tag group mentioned in the Times Herald-Recdtdyne was right when he said that in the
beginning it was very quiet. You could be on thediduring the original festival dates and see
people drive to the monument to reflect. Usuallpgle only stayed a few moments to take
pictures. Others chose to stay a little longer @tidwith the people there. But at night, the field
had a magic all its own. | can remember many tiordg our group of 10 or so would be there,
playing the Woodstock soundtrack and gazing uatctear midnight sky. It was so dark there
that, on a clear night, you could see the milky wand all the surrounding stars. A true
experience.

For me, learning about Woodstock has been a goperiexice. Coming to understand the
various aspects of the concert... and actually mempeing the people that made it happen, has
changed my life. The very fact that people refuséet the spirit of Woodstock die exemplifies
the kindness of the human spirit. It shows thatppestill care, are willing to help total strangers
in need, and that we can give love when it is ndedest. In these turbulent times of the 1990s
and beyond, it is wholly satisfying to know thatrsgthing that happened more than 25 years ago
can still give hope to the future. I, for one, aetedmined to share the love, compassion and
peace Woodstock has taught me.

And the magic continues...




