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1280 Breitenstein Road, Rt. 989, Ambridge 15003724-266-2414
www.HarmonyRidgeEvents.com

Harmony Ridge 

Outdoor Patio & Seating
Ice Cream & Adult Beverages

Must bring coupon. Exp. July 7th.

1/2 OFFBUY ONE
GET ONE

Sundaes, Shakes & Banana Splits

KIDS UNDER 12
$1REGULAR CONE

Must bring coupon. Exp. July 7th.
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TOMATO PEPPER BRUSCHETTA
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 Next to Macy’s  | 724-728-7200  | @BT_Monaca | bocktown.com 
Serving Full Menu 'til Midnight Seven Days a Week

�,�1�9�,�7�(���<�2�8�5���)�5�,�(�1�'�6���7�2�'�$�<

����	�����	������������������������������€‚�����
�	�•�
ƒ����������•�„��������	��������•�…���������•�������
��•�†������
����
��‡�‡ˆ‰•

MAKE US YOUR 
NEXT CALL TO CATER 

YOUR WEDDING!
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JUST GET
ENGAGED?

Call today and ask us about 
Wedding Packages
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Janice’s Catering
And The Sweet Harmony Cafe
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www.janicescatering.com

BINGO

CRESCENT FIRE HALL
McGovern Blvd (Rt. 51)

724-457-7430
Chairman: Nancy Mallinder

EVERY

SUNDAY NIGHT
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Early Birds
Start at 7:00pm

Large Jackpot Guaranteed
Come Join Us For

For more info:
724-462-0642

Linda Mitchell, chairperson

BINGO
WEDNESDAY

MORNINGS
Free 

Coffee & 
Pastries

LUNCH
BREAK
$3.00

FREE 
DAUBER
to �  rst-time

players

NEW GALILEE 
FIRE DEPT.

Doors Open 9am �� Games at 10am

Bar & Grill
Papa Duke’s
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40¢ BONELESS
WINGS!

Every Wednesday 6 PM - 11 PM

Check out our website Clarks-Cafe.com for upcoming events

Live Entertainment
Every Saturday

333 Rouser Road - In the Airport Office Park -
����������������� �������������!��412-269-2400

CLARKS 
CAFÉ & RESTAURANT

Your Next “FAVORITE” Restaurant

PLAN YOUR SPECIAL EVENT WITH US!

We can customize a menu for any occasion.
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MUSIC

BY SUZIE GILBERT
FOR THE TIMES

H ad I ever been to 
a Rolling Stones 
concert? I couldn’t 

remember.
But the beauty of being a 

survivor of a once party-hearty 
and still-in-touch group of 
emotional exiles is you share a 
ragged-edged collective mem-
ory, a swirling fog of mutual 
recollection. You may lose a 
particular event for a few de-
cades, but the right phone call 
can bring it back.

“Of course you’ve been to a 
Stones concert, you idiot,” said 
my friend Mike. “You went 
with me. It was the ‘Tattoo 
You’ tour in ’81. I’m not sur-
prised you can’t remember it.”

He described the details, and 
eventually all of it —well, some of 
it — came back. I started feeling re-
gretful, wondering how many con -
certs I can’t remember I’ve seen, 
until I consoled myself by thinking 
about how many concerts Keith 
Richards can’t remember he’s given.

But there they were in 

Philadelphia last week, swinging in-
to action with ‘‘Get Off Of My Cloud,” 
following it up with “It’s Only Rock 
and Roll” — an aging, hell-and-back 
stage-full of rockers playing to a 
full house of delirious, mostly ag-
ing fans, many of whom had been to 
hell and back themselves, although 
obviously not as publicly or spec-
tacularly as the band.

And there shines the radiant 
identity of being among the Rolling 
Stones fan base: you’re part of a vast 
cultural whole, threaded not by in-
dividuals, but by songs. Just before 
the beginning of each new one I 
glanced at the faces surrounding 
me, all of them �lled with anticipa-
tory glee. Where would the next one 
take them?

Down in the whole.
The stage darkened to a lurid 

brimstone blue, Charlie’s cymbal 
taps became an ominous drum-
beat, and Lisa Fischer’s incompa-
rable voice �lled the air with the 
haunting, tingling intro to “Gimme 
Shelter;” everywhere eyes closed, 
grins widened, �sts pumped the 
air. Had the arena turned into a 
giant PET scan machine, snap-
ping synapses would have 
burst like �reworks, reveal-
ing thousands of road trips, 
first loves, seedy bars and 
hair-raising, youthful near 
misses, all triggered by blues-
soaked, soul-grabbing rock ‘n’ roll.

“I’ve got to tame this beast one 
way or another,” wrote Keith in his 

book “Life,” referring to his songs, 
although he could have been refer -
ring to himself. “How to tame it? 
Gently, or give it a beating?”

All Stones songs sound like 
they’ve taken a beating, then given 
one in return. Some immediately 
turn on their creators, engendering 
a free-for-all like “Tumbling Dice;” 
ones like “Wild Horses” bend be-
neath the blows, eventually deliv-
ering their own painful stabs of 
poignancy before rising bloodied 
but unbroken.

And that’s the magic of a 
Rolling Stones song, most of 
the classics written when 
record companies 
didn’t have a chance 
in hell of telling the 
band what to do. 
Crafted 

by extraordinary talent and fueled 
by massive amounts of drugs and 
alcohol, they were songs of protest 
and emotional overload, hosed 
down with cynicism and raunch. 
They were not so much written as 
unleashed.

Silence onstage, then: a cowbell.
I had been conversing in a bar 

late one night. The cowbell was 
followed by a drum tap, then the 
unmistakable introductory chords 
of “Honky Tonk Women.” We both 
grinned.

“Hey!” said my new comrade, 
who up until then, had been quite 
gentlemanly. “Have you ever 
played strip poker?”

That’s what the Stones did to you.
That’s what the Stones still do to 

you. Their Philadelphia show was 
a marvel of time-defying showman-
ship, of lascivious cartoon back-
drops, of proof that the seminal 
junkyard-dog band had neither 
burned out nor faded away. There 
were no giant in�atables, no pyro-
techics, just superlative lighting 

— shafts of blue and white that 
slashed across the arena, 

whirling, ceiling-fan 
shaped multicolors 
spinning along the 
tongue-shaped 
runway, splashes 
of red and green, 
all whipping the 
audience into a 
rock ‘n’ roll fervor.
And then there 

was the band.
During their 
riotous heyday, 

the Stones 
made mu-
sic in spite 

of themselves, lurching around 
the stage holding bottles of Jack 
Daniels, disappearing behind the 

AGELESS WONDERS
STONES CONCERT IN PHILADELPHIA DEFIES TIME

Still anchored by the 
miraculous Charlie Watts, the 
�E�D�Q�G���L�V���À�W�����V�R�E�H�U���D�Q�G���F�D�S�D�E�O�H��
�R�I���W�K�H���W�\�S�H���R�I���S�H�U�I�R�U�P�D�Q�F�H��

that would have been 
�L�P�S�R�V�V�L�E�O�H���L�Q���\�H�D�U�V���J�R�Q�H���E�\����

Was that really Keith Richards, 
�V�W�U�L�G�L�Q�J���V�W�H�D�G�L�O�\���D�U�R�X�Q�G���W�K�H��
narrow runway? Was that 

actually Ron Wood, furiously 
�V�W�U�X�P�P�L�Q�J���Z�K�L�O�H���V�S�U�L�Q�W�L�Q�J���S�D�V�W��
the audience? And was that 

�U�H�D�O�O�\���P�H�����Z�D�W�F�K�L�Q�J���W�K�H�L�U���H�Y�H�U�\��
move with border collie eyes 
�Z�K�L�O�H���V�Z�L�J�J�L�Q�J���D���O�D�U�J�H���S�O�D�V�W�L�F��

�J�O�D�V�V���R�I���Z�D�W�H�U�"

STONES, PAG E D9




