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The scene in and around the Black Crowes' trailer looks like a human ant farm, with people of all stripes - errand boys, wives and girlfriends, business boffins, roadies, security stooges and acquaintances- zipping in and out of the narrow screen door, bustling about industriously under the warm and fuzzy Atlanta sun.  A TV camera crew mills around outside; a reporter, looking way too coifed and artificially tan to be healthy, kicks some dirt around, perhaps wondering how in the hell he ended up with the rock'n'roll beat.

Sloping down a hill from the trailer, an area the size of five city blocks has been cordoned off for the big Atlanta music festival called Music Midtown.  Six stages, three days, over 100 bands, and hundreds of thousands of people simmering in the comfort of spring, swilling beer and ripping off hunks of twisted pretzel.  The Black Crowes, hometown heroes in their own right, headline the first night of the festival.  The gig will be their first American appearance since their triumphant headlining slot on last summer's H.O.R.D.E. tour.

Inside the trailer, Chris Robinson kicks back on a cheesy-looking bed decorated with water-colored blue flowers and frilly pillows.  His eyes are hidden behind mirrored shades which reflect the room around him.  "You have friends and then you realize their friends invited friends, and then family show up later and [a hometown show] turns out like a big hoe-down."  Pencil-thin, wearing a vintage red print shirt and hip-hugger bell-bottoms, Chris looks like the rock star he is.

"Coming home isn't about hanging out or drugs- that's the social part.  Music is always the focus."  A friend of Chris's pops his head into the room and tosses him a cardboard box the size of a cassette case.  "Thank you! Let's get together later!" Robinson yells, and a devilish grin sweeps across his face.  He tosses the box to the side without betraying it's contents.

The band's Atlanta homecoming not only brings the Crowes back home for the first time in a year, it will also unveil songs from the band's fourth album.  Three Snakes and One Charm.  With hometown friends and family providing distractions, Chris doesn't seem focused on performing, although he insists that "all the chaotic things can be going on around you, but the second you walk over that monitor/amp line, it's like-BOOM!- focus."

Recorded in Atlanta and produced by J.J. Puig and the band, Three Snakes and One Charm, once again finds the Crowes dancing away from industry expectations.  "We do that every time," says Rich Robinson, leaning inside the doorway.  "I think Southern Harmony did that after we made Moneymaker, and Amorica did it after Harmony.  It's not forced; it's just a natural progression."  One of the reasons the Crowes seem to take greater leaps in the style and substance between albums is that the band writes a full three records on the road and releases the fourth when they get home.  "If we released everything we wrote, you'd be able to see the progression more clearly, "  says Rich.

"We've always wanted to push the limits, anyway," Chris continues, stroking his thick, unruly beard.  "We're unashamedly not afraid to realize how deep music is and that we're just a part of it, "  he laughs, then bows his head and stops.  Chris is prone to abrupt moments of silence in conversational mid-flow.  "It's like that cliché' of music being a river, F**k, right on!  If that's the case, then we're just sittin' on inner tubes floatin' down that river and we're gonna stay in as long as we can."

Drummer Steve Gorman, a tall, affable-looking guy with wavy dark hair, ducks into the room.  "[The new record's] a whole different step for us, "  he says, "We recorded in a house [in Atlanta] where everyone stayed.  We threw the football around, laid down some grooves, grilled up some 'brats and cheered for the Packers.  The vibe was creative and it really worked.  As hard as we worked in the past, this time had special feelings attached to it."

"We even have fun now," says Chris, perhaps addressing the band's discordant past in a backhanded way.  "It's a weird thing."

If the Black Crowes seem more relaxed now -Chris and Rich less likely to rumble at the slightest provocation- they are.  This is a new, improved and more mature version of the band that's prone to pubescent disagreements.  "Everybody's kind of growing up, " says Chris.  "We still have plenty to learn, but at least we're growing up."

"I think it was more about everyone letting go," says Rich.  "Six years later and everyone has wives and kids and we all have different lifestyles."

Today, absence makes the heart grow fonder, or something like that...  Chris and guitarist Marc Ford live on the West Coast, keyboardist Eddie Harsch resides in Detroit, and Rich, bassist Johnny Colt and Gorman still hang in Atlanta.  "When we lived close together and saw each other every day, " says Rich, "we didn't communicate too well.  Now we have space and it's been a totally different story."

"Bands go through everything in clumps," says Gorman.  "As soon as we relax, the vibe gets happy.  Right now it seems like we're doing exactly what we wanna be doing."

In the early '90s, following the phenomenal success of their debut Shake Your Moneymaker, the Black Crowes weren't doing what they wanted to be doing.  Plagued by dissension, drugs and violence, the band went through a turbulent stretch of disarray.  By many reports, brothers Chris and Rich did what most brothers do, they fought like battering rams.  By the band's apparent choice, their episodic soap operas were highly publicized- the band was a pressurized fishbowl of media-baiting misadventures.  because of that, in the words of drummer Steve Gorman, they "almost imploded, for a million different reasons."

"We've always been the Robinson Brothers," says Chris somewhat proudly.  "That meant that everyone either had a great time or they were scared to death.  There's and energy there that keeps people's attention."  He laughs and folds his arms.  One forearm has a tattoo of two kissing crows.  "We used to be like a car wreck.  If people saw us live today they couldn't not watch just to see what would happen."  During that time, the Crowes had become the band we loved to hate.  And, unfortunately, it had little to do with their music.

"It's that brother thing," Chris admits.  "We could tell each other to f**k off, but if anyone tell us to f**k off, we'd both f*ckin' kill ya.  That's brothers."

But now the band has found itself.

"You get less angry about the things that used to make you upset," says Rich, still hanging in the doorway of the trailer bedroom.  "In the end, being able to play music, and being with everyone in our whole communal family is the real blessing."

Chris's fiancee' Lala comes in with a corndog and a present for Rich's baby boy.  It's a tiny tie-dyed T-shirt.  Rich expresses his appreciation as Chris continues.  "I hate clichés'- but the whole Three Snakes and One Charm thing is interesting to note.  If you look at the songs on Amorica there are words in the song titles like 'curses' 'gone' 'descending'." On the new record, the bearded brother points out, the words are much more positive.  Track titles like "Good Friday" and "Better When You're Not Alone," and "Let Me Share the Ride," lighten the Crowes cynical slant a bit.

Onstage, that positive spin takes on an even greater dimension. In front of an oozing mass of enthusiastic fans (some even climb 30 feet up a tree for an unobstructed glimpse), the Crowes look confidant and relaxed.  With a stage set-up -five across the front and drummer Gorman in the back- that recalls the larger-than-life, classic rock presence of bands like the Allman Brothers, the Marshall Tucker Band, and the Outlaws, guitarists Rich Robinson and Ford trade licks as the band runs though a spectrum of old and new material.  "Girl From a Pawnshop" and "Under a Mountain", two new tracks, sound promising, with a folky, more psychedelic rock feel, while cuts like "Hotel Illness," "Time Will Tell" and "Sister Luck" ring with familiarity, sending the already frisky crowd into a chugging frenzy.  An obscure Bob Marley cover, "Pimper's Paradise," brings a not-unwelcome change of pace.  Then the band lurches into a sassy version of "Hard to Handle," this time punctuated by the stinging horn charts of the Dirty Dozen Brass Band, the collective that composed and performed the horn arrangements on Three Snakes and One Charm.  It's then that Atlanta's Black Crowes seem destined to move ahead, to a future place where great bands become more and more seasoned with every step they take.
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	Under A Mountain
Sting Me
Hotel Illness
Share The Ride > Mellow Down Easy
Sister Luck
Good Friday (with Rick Taylor on banjo)
Thorn In My Pride
Jealous Again
No Speak No Slave
Hard to Handle (with The Dirty Dozen)
Girl From A Pawn Shop
Pimper's Paradise 
Remedy
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	110 minutes 
	


