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_ Everything but class

By Wayne Robins

Frankie Valli is living proof that you can take a
punk off the street and polish him up until he looks
like he just stepped out of a Las Vegas hotel
barber shop. But you can’t give him class.

The occasion was a show Valli and the Four
Seasons headlined at Madison Square Garden
Friday night marking their 14th year. It is a
milestone worth being
proud of since Valli,
who is lead singer, and
the Four Seasons, have
recorded some of the
great under-regarded
classies of American
pop music. But' rather
than showing pride in
still valuable oldies like
“Sherry”, “Big Girls
‘Don’t Cry,” and “Walk
Like a Man,” Valli came
out defensive, as if
someone on a street
corner in his native
Newark had just ma-
ligned his manhood.

“Oftentimes, we are
criticized by reviewers
for doing a lot of oldies
in our show,” Valli said. The audience responded
on cue with a monumental “boo” at the mention of
the word reviewers. “But we do not do shows for
reviewers,” Valli said, shouting. “We do shows for
people!” The crowd roared.

Frankie Valli

As press baiting, it was right up their with
Agnew in Des Moines, or Sinatra among the
Australians, and it was sad to see Frankie Valli
give vent to his insecurities with such vehemence.
But Frankie Valli’s audience is a strange aggre-
gate. There was a smattering of your oldies-but-
goodies types, but the audience Friday night was
mostly young, white ethnics from the boroughs.
The guys looked like off-duty cops. The girls
looked like banktellers. Some smoked pot, while

- others were vociferous in their disapproval. “I
don’t believe it, I'm gonna call the cops,” a girl said
when a Valli fan sitting near her lit a joint. Her
boyfriend managed to talk her out of it.

Valli and the Four Seasons don’t have to live in
the past. They've established themselves, both
individually and as a group, as contemporary
artists once again this year. Valli has had a number
of disco hits, like “Swearin’ to God,” and “Our May
Will Come” while the Four Seasons have two
terrific Top Ten singles this year: “Who Loves
You” and “Oh, What a Night.”

But aside from the two hits, the new material
that dominated the show was substanceless filler
and the oldies Valli defended so aggressively were
cramped together in fast-paced medleys. “Walk
‘Like a Man” is no longer a study of macho poetry
in motion, while “Big Girls Don’t Cry” was a
cacophony of a thousand untrained voices trying to
imitate Valli's shrill, nasal yet often poignant
falsetto. “Sherry,” the song that catapuited the
Four Seasons into its position as America’s most
prolific group (thanks to Valli’s singing and Bob
Gaudio’s songs) before Beatlemania slowed the
bands’'s momentum, loses its magic when Valli
shouts “Everybody sing” and “All right” after each
line. But “Sherry” would have to lose its magic
when you're confronted with the faet that Valli
perceives himself as a dime-store Sinatra whose
idea of courage is alamming on invisible newspaer
tigers. Weird.
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