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ERE IN DOWNTOMAMN ATLANTA'S TABERNACLE, FORMER CHURCH AND DECON- reign of terrar atop the charts, The band sold out the 78,000-capacity Gisnts Sta-
secrated Houso of Blugs, & s of snugly fitting baseball hats Bob in giddy dium in 90 minutes, sntering Spice Girls tarsory. And, in an sflective riposts 1o
anticipation. Yourg Caucasians in Phish tees and polo jerseys bound tha critics whao dismissed Matthiws as a boomasscathing hack, this concart
about an the club’s main floce, Figh-fving ane another, raaring with pre-jam sven festured critic-darling Bock —as an opamer. Partly through atiriticn and parthy
axcRemeat. Some sport chin hair. Others have gons so 1ar as to turn their caps back- by changing mass Wtes, Dave Matthins is theatning to replace the liles of Kurt
ward. The Gap-clad, khali-wearing Dave Matthews anmy s fodng 1o got fagy. Cobain and Eddie Vedder a3 rock's alphs mabe, & pragpoct 1hal disquiets him as
Many of these lucky 1,500 had comped outside the vonue, Hi-Liters and 2ol much as anyone, “Eddie Vedder,” he says. “Ha's real sharp-loaking, isn't he? Himn,
lege sexibocks in hand, for 30 howrs to scone tickets 1o tonight's intimate concert  Kurt Cobain, those guys ane serowus. | fool more e Elmar Fudd,”
filming for MTV's Lave From the 10 Spot. Bill Clntan once ssid that e wanted his Hix detractors would call that generous. To many, the Matthews Band repro-

race- and gerder-mixed cabingt “to look ke Armarica.” And whils the Dave asnil rathing sa much as the bland face of Clinton-era diversity. Onatege amd on
Matthews Band tharmsshes beg simiar soundBiies, this dishard crowd looks. BTV guitarsstiginges Matthews, violinist Boyd Tinsley, bassist Lessard, saxophon-
rmare like Aush Wook at the the University of Kansas. ist LaRol Moare, and drummer Camter Besuford seem like a blatant challenge to
Suddenly, 3 camoraman apgaars for soma orowd shots. The throng surgpes ond  the homogonesty and sagregation of the rock, rp, country, ind REFB workds, Yat
thraatens 1o spill over the barrier, A chilling relrain is taken up. thair ganics and sentimonts s mons in fune with th musks of § geNeraEan B,
“Dave is God,, Dave i God_.Dave is Godl,.” Thiiry hunve i maE! uncorentional instrsmental linsup in nock mushc — s and

iolind reg aloctaie guitare? —yot they play perky, deracinated pop songs that chesr
INSIDE THE BOWELS OF THE THEATER, GOD, DRESSED IN A BLUE ARMANI EXCHANGE  the Heartland and make critics cry Hootie,

shirt, blaci pants. and sansibis shoas, paces & corridor. He stops and sighs. Bus all this mury be changing, thanks Lirgely 1o the group's new Bafore These
“Think I'mi going to have & mevament soon.” be says, scratching his chin “Crowdled Stroets. Unlike thelr two previcus studio records, Under the Tobe ard
“Batver go and find a quiet place. Don't want 16 g6 sut there burdened.~ Dvparming and Crash — both of which presented studko versions of sangs Trom

Mutthewa turnis on his heel and, bursting inte a besad, opevatic nonsense aria,  thair frat-honed live sat—tha band's newsst album was conceived and parformed
stk off down the hall. His returrss miomsentarily in o new charscton o sour, pissed-o8, as a datingt naw work. Rasthes than & gnemec litths sountny-funk jambonss, the
Huolhywood sxecutive type with & voice ke Simasons bartender Mos. “lesus Cheist™ record’s first singho is the slow ard maenacirg “Dan't Drink the Wter.” an slegiac
Fre sarys, Frowning. “Thiss s just fuscking crap. s ol just fucking crap.” Ho walics over indictment of good old Amarican-styls gerocide, with backing vocals by Alsnis
b2 docaway whers Stove Lilhewhite. the band’s longlime producer, stands with s Morissatte. Other songs, such as the stormy, Kronos Chatat-driven ~The Stone™
amaling young wamian from MTV. Lilhewhite telia him she's waiting for a sat list, and the rhapsodic “Pig,” strive for the kird of walghty, shimmaring grandeur that

"0 Matthaws says brighthy, now in a fey Britiah acesnt. “Wall, wait you 4 ba heard on Peter Gabiriel's So, UZ's The Joshua Trow, and other opusss of the
will.” And goses tretting af, retuming in o few momants 1o ablige, panew oo callsd modem ook,

In person, Matthews is sbsolutely unliks his distant, rather stonataced video “Tha whess band sesma o b growing up, foaling mane confident about taking
presance. Ha seems youngar, with #n sty charisma ard the rakish, dissipated- rigks,” says Lillywhitn, who has also produced recards by UZ snd Phish. “We tried
anar-biy kaoks of Robert Downiey, Jr. “Whn | was thinner, this besutitul woman # bit 16 b like Radiohead, who we love 1o death, and the wary that thay try snd
who | ones worked with ssid, “You have lanky charm,™ ha recalls in a light Southem charge things every album, Or the Beaties. Great bands change things ey tirw.”
draved. = Lanicy charrm like Tom Hanks. " S0 | was axcited, Since then, people stopped Pan of this changs can be credibed 1o the slowly building influsnce of the various
sarying Tom Hanks and they started saving Formest Gump.” A fan of Nine Inch Mails  band meembirs, who Fures 8 noatly 20-ynsr range in sges smang them, Beauford s
and casual friend of Marityn Manson, the 31-year.old has an infectious, anaechic & merry, smiling peasancs wh ussd 1o play in the house band for a BET jazz pro-
sanse of humear and quirky charm that's strangely absent from his musical persora.  gram and, a1.41, is oid encugh 19 eemember segregated theaters. Lessard, a skinmy,

He goes ino the dressing room and stands before & full-length mirce, Hepulls  gresn-haired, 24-year-old skato punk, grew up in sn ashraen and is ino DU Shadow
out & tissus and blows o perfect F-sharp, He slumips in the fluarescon ight and snd the Propellscheads. Their rapport as & rhythm section bs ckvicus, but it's their
stanes ko the mires, asiuming the stance of o pale, songeted study-hall dwesb. diffiernncis that have hilped propel the band 1o rock's demographic center,
“Hmmm. Compoling, n't 7" he says. He fiddies with his hair, geing into thevoice A faw years s | was all inta Pear Jam, Smashing Pumpkins, Nirvana,*

ol a mincing stylist. “Maybs 1T past my hair o the side. Do & sort of litthe bey thirg.” Lessand swys. “And svenycna in the band hated it Mowadays it seems lios evory-

Bassist Stofan Lossard walks in. one's more opan than they were befare, snd I've been turning them on 1o, ke, &
“Hiw do | lock?™ Matthows asks him. “Should | take my walet out?™ Tribo Called Quast and Busts Riverres, 1t sxciting,”
“raah, loss the wallet.” Movitere is this mi of il MG ARE thsn in Matthows's

Ared with that, the singer for the biggest reck band in the country takes the stage.  vocal work on Crowaled Strasfs, His singing has svolved from the Taux soul-revies
#yle of “What Would You Say” into somathing meone dynamic and inteneating,
WHILE ¥OU WERENT LOGKING, THE DAVE MATTHEWS BAND HAVE GONE FROM Matthwss svin occasionally spirsts off into the son of wordiess muozzin calls that
basireg just another HL.OUR.DUE.-tourin, Hacky Sackin' rosd act 1o o bona fide rock  evoke both his lengtime Tavorite, Youssou B'Dour, and his deceasad friend Jeff
phencmenon. The band's thind studio album, Before These Crowaled Streels, Buckley. “Dirvid uses & kot mens of his voices on this slbum,” seys Lillywhite,
shipped 1.7 million coples, bringing 1o sn end the Titanic soundirack's 15-wiek In & Laeger context, Matthews offars & rew, if rathar "Bs-svoking rock prosence: a

Dave Matthews is threatening to replace the likes of Kurt Cobain
and Eddie Vedder as rock’s alpha male, a prospect that
disquiets him as much as anyone. “Eddie Vedder, Kurt Cobain,
those guys are serious. | feel more like...Elmer Fudd.”

Around the tsble and staring: from left, LeRsi Moars, Beyd Tineley, Stefan Lassard, Dave Matthaws, and Cartsr Bsauiond, ,’
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benzenly optimistic Everydude wha is s without being inonic—a fitting geown-up
for tha Hanson age. Whils this parscna affers litthe of the fascination surmsunding
stars ko Cobsain and Viedder, Matshews's music conveys a hopeful yesming ard inclu-
shoaness that's more in line with Eenessdy-era cptimism than just aboat any ok of
thi past decade. "W play music for anyvons that will listen,” he sxys. "IT's not smed
at people who are mad or pecphs wha are happy. s aimed 1 pecphs, you knowi™

Th band's populissn becomas ven more pobent when on considen what a
strangely mats-markst-worthy pop phonomenen it is. By shear accident, the
instrumontatian ard group enengy of DME hies shigned 1o evoke the entine spec-
trum of mickdle-of-the-road music. This does nat mean thay sound a ittle like
RE.M, snd a litthe s Peard Jamn. 11 msans thiry soursd a litthe ke BLE.M.. a ittle
like Paarl Jam, & litthe like Garth Brooks, a litthe kke Konry G., a little ke Batryface,
ard o littho B the: Ttande soundirack. Which in somse warys makes this band quite
Friandana, and in othar ways makos it vary, viry StTrangs.

“W0¥ WHOLE LIFE PRETTY MUGH REVOLVES AROUND WORKING OUT." 5475 BOVD TINSLEY.
Ha is in tho locker ream of & swank Atlanta gym, beginning a ual he performs
throe hours & diry, &0 days 8 wesk In Tinsley, Masthews b thi most in-shape side-
man in musie, Pesling off & sidntight Dolos & Gabbana shirt, b rrveals the broad,
muscled back that starned in & JanSport knapsack sd. The six-loct-teo, dreadiocked
wicdinist dafts his undensesr, impressively, and changes inte shorts and o T-shart

Tha first stop ini his sxerciss routins is the StairMaster. He mownts it and,
pumping and swealing, offers thoughtiul, friendly cbaenations on Be in the Dave
Matthews Band for the next 30 minules—1he Stairkaster &1 10 e,

*Dirve first asked m 10 play on the darmd version of Tripping Blies,™ Tirsley
rernambens. “And | fell in keve with the music &8 scon as | heard it | was niver
blown srevary by somathing 0 quick in iy life”

Mo novalny, The racial rakoup of the Bard wis simply par for tha coursa in Char-
leteavile, Foma 1o the Unhersity of Viegirka, Jeferson’s Monticello, and numerous.
icrobresmnes, “There's a lof of great musicisns in Chardoftesyils and evarybody
plays with everybody,” says Tinsley. “The country guys play with the nock guys and
the punk guys play with the jazz guys. " Studying histony at L. Va., Tinshey fell inta
jamming with musicians at a “hippie frat-housa™ and discovened & vibran and sur-
prisingly diverse local scene. “Charlottesville is on the northem edpes of 1he South,”
P sy, “and it's sort of a libeval encless ina pretty consenathe S2ae.”

Charlotiesville’s enlighlenment must hive seemad snything bt standaed to
Matthews, who, in 1588, had mowed thene from thit lese-thar-libsml onclave,
South Africa. Bam in Johanmesburg, Matihsas was mised by Quaker parents
wha Brought him up staunchly anti-aparthedd. He lived from ages two 1o 13in
Yirkiown Haights, New York, where his physicist tather worked for IBM, bat
returnad 1o Johamnesbung afier his father's death, There, attending a strict, Eng-
ligh-style secondary school —whene he was occasionally caned = Matthews would
ateempt i 2ot of punk-rock pramkster approach to resistance, carnying his black:
Trinrwds into segregeted snack bars and saying, “See, they're not 1ouching the
floor 80 thry're not really bere.” The govemment's regimas farced ks hand seon
after high school; when faced with mandatory miitary conscription, Matthews
rencurced his South African citizanship and beft for the Staies

Whan ha relocated 16 CharksDogyills, whvans his lnther had oncs taught, Matthews
becama a longhainsd ficture in campus workd-music classes and an avid fan of local
jazz. He got to knew Moons and Beauford by sendng them drinks at a nesghborhood
boite called Mallors, I was anly atter Matthesswa's sarty mansor Aoss Hoffman per-
susdiad tha cloant Songwriser to make & demo tape that he screwsd up the nerae 1o
ik thase local super-pros 1o play his music.

“The taps Dave gave me grabbed me immedistely,” says Besuford. “Itwaen't
Jazz, it wasn't rock, it wasn't folk —it was semething dilterent.” Locals agreed, and
soon the group’s party-resdy mitx of coumrifiod boahaime, JAEryY Beiamn, ard
butt-wiggling grooves had pecple Bning up arcund 1 bleck cutside chubs such
as the Eastern Standard and Teax, white that venus's manager, Coran Capshaw,
was 50 siruck by the band that he signod on as manager,

Capshin, whes his logged soma 400 Graaful Desd shows, proposed s Dosd-lkn
approsch 1o bringing the band 1o the world. “We played arpwhars thene wene pay-
ing gigs.” says Capshaw, “private partios, fraternities, sororities. W aleo slowed
kids 1o tape our shows. We'd coma into Athers, Geargia, ¢f & Mandey night, and
wit'd haven BOO peopls bacausa vwa'd buill up this famanbum,”

This i a classically "80% brand of reck community-building, Much like the noo
hippie scolytes of Phigh, DMB's tape-1rsding fars claarty worship the group's
musical sxparlise and Saver fvary finy rill of novel instrument they bring out on
siage. "1 aaw Smaghing Pumplins six timaes and they played the same thing each
1irma,” & young man in the taping section of a Phish show compliined to ma.
Philsh and DMEB concerts prowide both mass congeniality snd 158 surs of misical
quality —Woodsiock for 1he educated condunmes, A Blua-chip irmedtmant thal

" Matthews's Ge-dyed and Groek-lemared constitusncy recognized immadistaly,

Ahthough h's clesrhy gute differam Trom thaem, Matihires soems ot pasoo with
his an base. "I | went to 8 univarsity, | river would hine been a membser of a frat
and | think: thoso irat boys probaibly know i1,” he says. “But wo're not aiming to avoid
sy group of peopla, Mo and mone now | look cut and see someone with five nose
plercings and want taticoed across his forehead and Fm flatberad. That's awesome,”

Matthews is justifiably proud of the knottier turn the
new album has taken. “The earlier records were more Lollipop
Guild,” he says. “This one is more Oompa Loompa.”

Dhwers b sarth: the ahvso-rootey Matthows.
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OR SOME REASDN, THERE AHE FEW TATTOOED FOREMEADS VISIBLE IN OUR

present location: 4 spoets bar i downiown Atlanta, Wae'ne joened by severnal

mambsrs of the IMAE aperation —medchandiss peophe, ARR 1ok, 2 Bghting
guy =all of wham hang ogelhe: socmally, mers Tamily bussnoss Than rock
entourage. As RED Speedwagon playe on the julebox, Muinthews begs off o darts
game {1 ondy plny daris when \m on mshnoecsna”| and settles ol the bar for
sorme hotwings and nurmesous pinte of Red Brick Ale, Right in tho middio of a dis-
corss on the bty of Eolar Baars, b 1S Alerrupied.

“Hry, bakry—hinve yen! so0n Tane vt~ A prefty 22-year-old redhead gares
easrcingly 81 Matthirve, Heso, nmid the chili cheese fries and chirping videogamaes
Inier cuastion comas of! Hoo some kind of loyalty oath. Well-buzned, Matihews
BN 380 Sule hew 1o (espond.

“Lhm, e e gaye

e have 19, sha savs, 59 sho and her frieno excitedly loan over, “['ve ssen il
(e imas, I8 th proatas] movse of ali ime. Mot only i it the bosi leve stary ang
Leonardo DeCaprio's hol g ghil=-"

“Ha is hot as shit,” Matthews says gamely. 1 would Tuck him in 2 second.”

“I'el kiss him,” says iba girl. T woukdn't fuck him.”

“C'man, e you wouid.”

“I don't believe in casua! sex.”

“I'rm ot Anlking casua!,” Matiherws says. "I'm talking sarious. Vary sonows.”
T girl and har frienc! fail oul laughing.

‘While Matthesws's movia 1aste runs mene b fansgn fase like Jars Camplon’s 40
Arged ot My Tabde, it's ol surpriging that fana axpect 1o fin him af the latest mult:
e romance. b vear by axpioring This vary terin, in the Crash hil “Crash into
e that Matthiws iraved Fram raniman of & grocssy frat-rock outfi 10 some-
thing resembling o rofment: lead. Singing his frankly sensual imdtation over o slow,
chiming acoustis guita: rifl, ha becama, for countiess young ladie: across the
country, John Cusack helding 1h B Box outside his beloved s window: in Sy
Arpthing. I thes dr b i of MatTh wiho has besen with iz 2d-yoar-
ol budding-naturopatl: giltriend Ashley for five years —that hae heipod him cross
v vl fellosy H O HDLE. phonoms Blues Traveler and the Spin Doctars waned

Suddenily, right after “Bannis and the Jots™ finishes, that very song, “Crash
it e, comes o tho udspeaker. Another youwng woman leaf v The bar

towwarn Matthews witl 2 big smibe. ©| wanl to thank you,” S sivs, [eoking into
s pes, “This song saved iy relabonship.”

JAATTHEWS GRACIOUSLY ACCEPTS SLACH COMPLIMENTS, BUT REMAING SINCERELY
iwurmble about his songeTiting atulities. Lyrics, as b will B the el 1o s, b
(e been his strong sult, shways (ho very last task, Mary sengs oo old DME
records still have vestigal titkes fike “The Seng That Jene Likes" and “#81.7 the
long-starding namenice” desigration of the $ong.

“I'm soembarrassed by soms of e aakst songwiting that | can'loven tel you,”
he s, | e, vigh' e it Fndny seenn 10 you that 1'm oo much of an egomanisc
o tell wou how bad il ic, but iz 2o bae that if | actually boki vou, vou'c wish [ hadr'L

Blut on Cromeckod Straets, Matthiss felt the pressure to come up with kyrice tha
dici more Than jus? complaman] 1k groove. “lust bofone | want back to do the
vocaks was Tho sceneal parl,” o says. "Bocause the music was g0 oo, S ched)-
it Liki, ‘Don't D the Wirier' was angry and phoddeng, and noms of us hao
played anything like thai. But my hrics wene gibbariah, | was singing with rmal emao
tcn, bt it could have boen abous, ke, the woers in Stien Lilwhite's stomach. So
wnen [t come 1o khe: hrics, [ was b, 1 fuck up these vocals, i tho fudoup.”

Whike “Dion's Drink: 1he Water” rmesale o ninsdound declarates: powss, “Pig”™
odters the fulies! realization of the inos! onduring theme in D Matthews's oeu-
e ==vwhat he rebers 8o a5 iz “ssine-thi-ciny 3ergs.” This gather-ye-rosehuds-whise-
ey trops goas back 10 tha fieg! siburmn's DMB army battle ory “Tripping Bilies ™

with its chanus “Eat diek ard b menny /| For tomomosy we'll die.” But am "Peg”™ ho
mansges scrmathing surpnssply stming ana cloguent, wilh Bucyan] dymamics anc
Wilkarn Blaks-asque lyrics ko ~Looking at blood. .. e snd swed witken | Fouring
theough Cur wRing, . moving wina to tears ™ “The earfier records ware monn Lolspop
Guild.” deadpana Matthews, “This recora is more Comps Loompa.”

L WOLILD YU SATIRIZE & DAV MATTHEWE SONG? WELL INTO & LATE-MIGHT
drinking pasty. Matthews rises 1o the challengs, yodehng i dorky voeoe: “Happy,
happy, happy § Everybody's happy | Everybody's me anc we'ne high and we'ne
nappy.” We're siting at a bar in Chasietbesdlle, bBlocks sway from the site of
Mabthervs's sarliest gige ax o musician, Matthews's mom sol Irves im Towem, 8 00
all the band members. Their new recond was mvon tentatreely titled after snagrasms
o the: word Chariodfesvile. Armang the centenders: “Sell the Victrola,” “The
Lilscs Rovolt,” “Lowver: Tacil Hall,” ard “Lat Locals Thrive.” “This is Charottesville,”
Matthiws says, befting o brimanang glass of whiskey with satistaction.

Getting showly sexied, Matthmws ndmits mystiication over some critical jaba
at Rie musie. “DUF musie sounded new and different 1o we,” B ey, " Mayiss
wa're just & ralro group thal sounds il all the othe: ol naci: bands thal had
ACCUETIC fRITAS, violin, saxophone, scoustic drume, and o SkCIfic instumen..
Which | can't think of any offhand.”

A e cutting ot than ar , s, 15 tne amduring ong of
Iiptweaght perkanass, the ices tha the Dave Matthesy: fand offer: Btte more than
fiepl-pood muse io; hapoy feel [0 fac, Matthews Rt i (a0 iono soqpansnco
wilth dsaatating ife Ssuss 1han vour merig Grungs: po. | npartheic i o it be-
wn, s ks the sarly death of 2 fathas, whici: Maithineg axperienced ol oge im
Watthins never explicithy addresse: thic @ried, oithes in P musio or in our come-
antions, Yat some o 1he funny snecdetes w oHors abow! his youtn loav © che

| useo 1o havw Thess really e sor of reghimanes, wheno | would skl
ard wakts up insane,” ho e, My sigter s mry eves woulc 1um black. We'd
chink about it in tha morming, and vwe'd & get hysterical, ‘cause 1w =0 funm
Wi ks, this lithe evil by, black-oyed, jusl scroaming things. ke, | can'l fine
mv Frishes b0 save e irom e Chanose mothbalis! | | droppec the wadd on my
sister! | was, bk, 11, 12, 13 <1 was right afier my dad desd.”

Matthinwe's waking adul! e nas had its shan of nightrmace: as sk, b 7854, nic
ik mister Anng, Lo whom no dedicatod Dinoer B T o Dearming, e 0 an
imcadent tha slee clsmes] 1ha e of her usbarsd, Whar | being i ul, Matthew:
furne off fry bape necorder and mplains the circumstenco of 1l deatns, wiici e
preders 10 ey undublshed unt? e children —whon 110 and b sSoec dans ane
[ aising] - ol enough L2 undenstand, which will prabatdy Do e

S wihaen, Matihviws sings “Coisbrato wa witl / "Caus o in shorl,” 1 mmeans i
Wian b prodicts “Wie'll & o e snel gena in oo ey shoel yeans,” e’ probatly
right, Ard wihen ho implones i o "5y, stry. sty Sy jor o wiile,” hic s
naas is abfecting. Hippis pRatinudes ko W for today™ ancd “Bo beno new” may
sound trite, but actusly msarang 1 is no small fesi. I_l". almca; ax remarkabe
s nopping the charts with & vialin-dren rock: band.

This, then, = the sublsmirs waindness of the Deve Matthews Bane. Maithess
has siopped the kghl Mendeneo, urnsd cartwheels oo 1o Tieorn, and sekd o]
Giants Stadiur in ar hour ond change. Bui when | sak hirn b0 s the sapar
ances that hins menc hing i most, The anewer s surpnising,

* il Eping back homea witih my family,” b sy, “That's when | pel cormed
srvary. Just baing in thal srarmonmeni! witl: iy methes, and sister and brather

ie anough, ho says, o moss bin o sears. "W coubd bo aating dinnes and |
sust ean’ halp myself,” ho seye. "' swep sy by g securnity, the codmaninges.”

Amdl ns Matthees's fans have comd 10 sppeaciate, th ordinary i Somaeteses
el cabadbrating.

“The solidnass,” he conciuges, “The regulamaess. il jus] ks me.” &

The early death of his father, the iragic ioss of his sisier—
Matthews has had far more experience with devastating life
issues than vour average grunge poet.
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