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The voices of our past are still our greatest
teachers

Louis Armstrong
(1901-1971)
A Personal Recollection
by Denis Cooper

out of interest after the 'Hot Seven' days and his
'All Stars' just didn't seem as interesting as he
came to be more and more a solo artist with a
backing group.
But, not withstanding, when he came to the
Empire Hall in 1956 (I think) I was there dragging
editor Keith's sister along. After what seemed an
eternity of dreary warm-up acts the band came on
and started to play 'When it's sleepy time down
South’.
Suddenly a small smartly dressed figure in a blue
suit ran up from under the stage and joined in,
immediately drowning everyone else. The
audience erupted with cheers and whistles even
though the acoustics were dreadful - imagine
sitting in an oversized cooking pot with the lid ajar!

It was in 1950 that I first heard of jazz - there used
to be a program called Jazz Hour on the radio with
a bit of Duke Ellington as an intro. I thought it was
great but a schoolmate told me it was slush! Then
I heard Jelly Roll Morton's 'Dr Jazz' and I was
struck all of a heap – “sent” they called it. I started
collecting Jelly Roll Morton and listening to world
radio for any scrap of that sound and soon knew a
lot of the names and of course Louis Armstrong
was amongst them.
My first Armstrong record was Columbia DB2978
'Gut Bucket Blues’ and ‘Yes I'm In The Barrel' and
then DB2624 'Muskrat Ramble' and ‘Cornet Chop
Suey'. I got a copy of Rudi Blesh's 'Shining
Trumpets' from the library and must have had it on
almost permanent loan for a couple of years.
I learned that Louis Armstrong was born in New
Orleans in 1901 and grew up in an orphanage,
joining the Salvation Army to learn to play the
cornet. The next thing was that he somehow got
invited to play with King Oliver and sat down in the
middle of 'Dippermouth Blues' backing the King
with perfect timing - or so the legend goes.

I went to Macs, 100 Oxford Street later that week
to see Chris Barber where Louis came in and
played quite a few numbers with them and that
was a lot better. I can't remember all the titles but
'Basin St Blues' and 'Way Down Yonder in New
Orleans' were in there.
That was the extent of my personal experiences
of the man (but I can say I have spoken to him
and sat within two feet of him as he played!).
Louis must stand as one of the most amazing
figures in the history of the USA. An orphan who
climbed the ladder of success to stardom and
worldwide recognition and, most importantly, a
place in the history books. He is immortal,
captured on record and film.
I read somewhere that whilst he was going strong
that he had over 500 recordings to his credit; he
was in twenty odd films including ‘High Society';
he had more than ten hits in the record charts
including a number one. Pundits will criticise this
and that, as they do, but there will surely always
be those who will be “sent” listening to their first
Armstrong record. There was even a junkie who
claimed that he kicked heroin by listening to a pile
of Armstrong records. When he died in 1971 the
world lost an all time 'Great'.

My main love, as it still is, was Jelly Roll Morton
but I picked up anything I came across with the
core New Orleans artists and soon had quite a
collection of Louis' stuff. For my taste he drifted
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'Tales From The Woods' Benefit Night at
the Buzz Bar, Battersea High Street
SATURDAY, August 18th, 7.30 till late
Itinerary
7.30 - 8.30 - Keith Woods spinning the CDs
8.30 - 9.00 - Video - Screamin' Jay Hawkins,
Screamin' Lord Sutch, Jason D.Williams plus
*Before He Was Notorious clips (see below)
9.00 - 9.20 - Tony Papard spinning the CDs
9.20 - 10.00 - Video - Jason D. Williams,
Jerry Lee Lewis plus *Before He Was
Notorious clips.
10.00 - late - Kristof Fabry spinning the CDs
* You've probably seen the TV program
‘Before They Were Famous’, featuring
embarrassing early video clips of famous
actors, etc. Well we've dug out some
excruciatingly embarrassing video clips from
the aborted acting career of the
‘Unacceptable Face of The Loony Left’, Mr
Papard - in most of these clips he appears in
drag! If you want a laugh at Mr Papard's
expense, do come along and view a mad
video of over-the-top Rock’n’Roll
performances, plus crazy clips proving just
how Loony Mr Papard really is!









Hi Kats and Kittens. I am Clover the
Fluffy Pig. I shall be manning (pigging?)
the Fluffy Pig Hotline from 10.00am
through to 10.00pm, seven days a week
for my boss Keith Woods who, as you
know, is the coolest guy in the whole
world.
So, if you’ve got any news for 'Tales
From The Woods' (gigs, parties, social
gatherings etc) please ring me on 020
8460 6941. Ask to speak to Clover the
Fluffy Pig. I look forward to receiving your
calls – dig?
(You can fax me on the same number).
Keep Rockin’.

Winkles in the Mud - Tony Wilkinson
With thanks to Neil Foster (sorry for missing your
credit last month)
More Darwin Awards:
5. One night a married couple went to bed and
during the night the husband had a terrible
nightmare.
He dreamed that he had
accidentally strangled his wife in bed, while
having a nightmare. He woke up in a panic
and to his horror, discovered his wife cold and
dead beside him. He got up, wrote a suicide
note for the police, explaining what had
happened and that although it was an
accident, he could not bear to go on living. A
few days later, when the police broke in to the
house and performed an autopsy on the wife,
it was discovered that she had died from
natural causes.
6. A Frenchman, living in a block of flats, could
not sleep one night and lit the gas cooker to
make some breakfast, just as another man, a
few floors below, put his head in a gas oven,
intending to commit suicide. The resulting
explosion ripped apart the block and killed
about a dozen people.









The 'Tales From The Woods' editorial
board along with its reviewers and
contributors send their love to Lynn
Peters. You are in our thoughts daily and
we all look forward to seeing you back
with us and rockin’ our nights away.
As promised last month
The 'Tales From The Woods'
information column
Throughout the year there are various music
festivals both at home and abroad. Listed below
are the persons who arrange bookings for hotel
accommodation and travel tickets as or if required
Utrecht (Holland) Blues Festival each November
Contact: Martyn Harvey
01424 751767
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Bishopstock Music Festival
Near Exeter, Devon
This year - August bank holiday
Contact: Keith Woods
020 8460 6941
Poretta Soul Festival - Italy
Contact: John Soulboy Joliffe
020 8578 2377
Deep South Festival 2003 - USA
Details of this tour will be available during the
early months of 2002. 'Tales From The Woods'
will then supply contact information
North Sea Jazz Festival - Holland in July
Contact: (vacancy)(
Trans Siberian Railway
'Tales From The Woods' editorial board have
plans afoot to travel from Moscow to Beijing
during the summer of 2002. if you are interested
in joining us for this trip of a lifetime
Contact: Keith Woods
020 8460 6941

John Lee Hooker
What he meant to me
by Keith Woods
A warm spring evening in 1964, a queue
forming from the entrance of the Cooks Ferry
Inn stretching back from where the steps led
down from the North Circular Road joining
the footpath which ran alongside the River
Lea. During this brief mid sixties period there
can be little doubt that the Cooks Ferry,
Edmonton was the premier blues venue in
north London. Howlin’ Wolf, Lightnin’
Hopkins, Memphis Slim and Screamin’ Jay
Hawkins all performed at the venue during
this period along with the man to whom we
pay tribute – John Lee Hooker.

Hemsby Rock'n'Roll Weekender
Each May and October
Contact: Tony Wilkinson
01702 219179









Belated Birthday
Wishes
'Tales From The Woods' sends out belated
birthday greetings to chief CD reviewer
Hardrock Bunter a.k.a. Bryan Clark a.k.a.
Boppin’ Bryan. Sorry Bryan, it was
overlooked for the July edition, thanks for a
great night at the 100 club, Saturday 14th July

Surprise guests at Hardrock Bunter’s (a.k.a. Bryan
Clark’s) big birthday bash at the 100 Club on
th
Saturday 14 July – Lionel Hampton, Louis
Armstrong, Dizzy Gillespie.









Thirty-seven years ago but I can remember
the moment as clearly as if it was yesterday.
Standing in the queue patiently waiting for
the doors to be flung open, this 18 year old
mod boy chatting to his mates heard a wag
call out from behind, “It’s not every day you
see John Lee Hooker walking along the River
Lea!” Sure enough, there he was, sauntering
along the pathway towards us, guitar case in
hand in the company of, I guess, the tour
promoter. As he approached, the queue
disintegrated, gathering around him to shake
his hand, have autographs signed and the
like, a smile stretched across his face.
Dressed in a black ‘near’ zoot suit he looked
both cool and totally relaxed.
There have been numerous so-called blues
booms over the years but the blues was
never so hip, before or since, than it was
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during those few wonderful years. It put John
Lee Hooker’s ‘Dimples’ in the pop charts and
‘Smokestack Lightnin’ reached the bottom
part of the top thirty. Howlin’ Wolf in the
British record charts seems inconceivable
now - well it seemed pretty bizarre at the
time, but it happened, thanks largely to the
British R & B bands who were out there
nightly plundering the great
blues
legends’
back
catalogues. Think what you
may about some (all?) of them,
it was they who were bringing
the names of the greats to the
lips of the kids.
Thirty-seven years is a hell of a
time ago. Chief reviewer of
'Tales From The Woods',
Hardrock Bunter, was only
about four years old. This
esteemed magazine’s expert
on skiffle and pre-Beatles
British
Rock'n'Roll
Darren
Vidler (whose column(s) will be appearing in
future editions) was still a few years from
being born so obviously I can’t recount the
gig in great detail. In fact I am a little bit hazy
about who were backing him up that night
(anyone out there remember?) but I do
remember him opening his set with ‘Crawlin’
King Snake’. Equally I recall ‘Dimples’,
‘Boom-Boom’, ‘The Road Is So Rough’,
‘Mama You Got A Daughter’, ‘Time Is
Marching’ and naturally ‘Boogie Chillin’. I
remember him keeping time by thumping the
stage floor with his foot. I remember the
deep rich growl of his voice that sent shivers
up the spine of this young blues fan, just like
Muddy Waters, Howlin’ Wolf, Lightnin’
Hopkins and Jimmy Reed did when I was
privileged enough to see them in the flesh.
I got to see John Lee Hooker several times
over the years - Hammersmith Odeon,
Crystal Palace Blues Festival to name a
couple. The great thing about him was that
he changed so little. No funked up rhythms,
no large horn and string sections - he simply
hung in there waiting to come into vogue
again, like in the late eighties with the
release of ‘The Healer’ album and its follow
up ‘Mr Lucky’. Joined by a guest star list
including Bonnie Raitt, Van Morrison, Carlos
Santana and Ry Cooder, John Lee Hooker
found himself in the UK Album Charts
resulting in the twilight of his career being
spent in comfort and security - a luxury

denied so many bluesmen of his generation,
or equally of any generation. The nineties
was spent in semi retirement just working
when he chose to. He was booked to appear
last year at the Bishopstock Music Festival
but had to cancel out because of ill health so,
sadly, I never got to see him play one last
time.
John Lee Hooker was born in
Clarksdale, Mississippi on
August 17th 1917, one of
eleven children. Taught the
rudiments of the guitar by his
sharecropper step father,
aged around 13 he left the
Mississippi delta for Memphis,
Tennessee. There, he worked
as an usher in a Beale Street
theatre, playing his guitar for
small change in the streets
before
returning
to
Mississippi. Not for long
though as he was soon off
again, this time heading way up north to
Cincinnati where he sang in a gospel group
called The Big Six, also, it is claimed with,
The Fairfield Four. Hoping to cash in on
World War II assembly line work he moved
to Detroit in 1943 playing the clubs at night.
His recording career began in 1948 with
‘Boogie Chillin’ which, despite being a
throwback to earlier times, by early 1949
became a number one R & B chart hit.
Throughout the early 1950s he recorded for
numerous labels under equally numerous
pseudonyms. He joined the Chess label in
1952, staying until 1954, working with Muddy
Waters and alongside other big name blues
acts associated with that legendary label. He
continued to moonlight until joining the label
with which he is most associated, VeeJay, in
the late fifties, first coming to Europe in 1962
with the American folks blues festivals.
He toured the UK and Europe virtually every
year throughout the remainder of the sixties.
By 1970 he had left Detroit to settle in
California, recording the album ‘Hooker &
Heat’ with Canned Heat. Albums continued
from John Lee spasmodically throughout the
remainder of the seventies and much of the
eighties,
until
the
release
of
the
aforementioned ‘Healer’ took everybody by
surprise and consequently became one of
the biggest selling albums by a blues artist in
history. Inducted into the Rock'n'Roll Hall Of
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Fame in 1990, later that same year a special
tribute concert was held at Madison Square
Gardens. By now signed to the Point Blank
label, another big selling album (‘Mr Lucky’)
to his credit, and with riches in the bank he
could only have dreamed of he continued to
work as the mood took him right up to a few
days before he died peacefully in his sleep.
He died virtually playing the blues I can’t
think of a better way to go.









'Tales From The Woods' raises a glass and
says farewell to Marvin Montgomery, the
leader of the Texas based band Light Crust
Doughboys, a western swing institution with
whom he had played for over sixty five years.
As the last surviving member of the outfit that
was formed way back in 1935, this banjoist
and guitarist was out playing with the Light
Crust Doughboys just a month before his
death at the age of 88 of leukaemia.
Marvin Montgomery
th
born 1913 died June 6 2001.
Brian Pendleton was the rhythm guitarist of
The Pretty Things who joined the band soon
after their formation in 1962 but was the first
to quit, allegedly on a train between Leeds
and London. By the time the train reached its
destination
Pendleton
had
literally
disappeared, to spend the rest of his working
life as a city insurance underwriter. Brian
died of lung cancer aged 57.
Brian Pendleton
born April 13th 1944 died May 25th 2001.
Chet Atkins was born in east Tennessee to a
poor farming family. After high school he
went to work in radio for WNOX at Knoxville
making his first recording for the Bullet label
in 1946. As the forties gave way to the fifties,
he was playing guitar with Mother Maybelle
Carter and the Carter Sisters. As the fifties
wore on he settled in Nashville and worked at
RCA records as a session musician before
becoming a producer in 1957, eventually
rising to the position of vice president, which
he held until 1982. Naturally during that
period creating what would be described as
the Nashville Sound, recording for Columbia
from the time of his departure until his death
at age 77 from cancer.
Chet Atkins
th
th
born June 20 1924 died June 30 2001.

Keith Woods.

Ernie K-Doe
Perennial New Orleans favourite and one hit
wonder Ernie K-Doe died in his home city on
July 5th at the age of 65. Born Ernest Kador
Jr, the son of a Baptist minister, he began his
recording career in the mid fifties both as a
member of the Blue Diamonds for Savoy and
as a solo artist for Ember and then Specialty.
In 1960 he signed for Joe Banashek’s
fledgling Minit imprint where his second
single for the label, a classic interpretation of
the Allen Toussaint novelty song ‘Mother In
Law’ took the national charts by storm,
becoming a US number one hit in April 1961.
With arranger Toussaint on piano, Robert
Parker on saxophone, and Benny Spellman
providing the bass voice, K-Doe’s clear vocal
spat out such wonderful lines as “If she’d
leave us alone we would have a happy
home/sent from down below”.
With further releases (including the popular
‘A Certain Girl’) failing to chart, K-Doe
delivered back-up vocals on Spellman’s
‘Lipstick Traces’ and wrote ‘I Done Got Over’
for Irma Thomas. Subsequently succumbing
to alcoholism, K-Doe managed to resurrect
his career in the nineties, marrying third wife
Antoinette and opening up his Mother In Law
Lounge on Clairborne Street. A flamboyant
entertainer, he became a regular feature of
the New Orleans Jazz and Heritage Festival,
performing there for the final time in May of
this year.
Lee Wilkinson.









Linda Gail Lewis
By Tony 'Happy Pappy' Papard
I thought it was worth making the trek to
Chingford, an area of London I have never visited
before in my life. Seemed to be like a journey to
the back of beyond rather than London E4, but I
was not disappointed when I finally got there.
A band called Hot Rockin' were on the rather
impressive stage when I arrived. They sounded
pretty good as I got a beer and checked the hall
for the usual Lewis entourage of fans. Surprise,
surprise, none of you were there. In fact, I didn't
see many faces I knew at all - Ritchie Gee and his
pals from the Tennessee Club, Terry from
Ladbroke Grove and a couple of Teds from the
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Black Raven days. That was about it, the rest
Highlights of Linda's set for me were a great
seemed to be mainly a local crowd, but the joint
'Crazy Arms' (her only slow country number,
was heaving - not packed, but a very good crowd.
though she also did 'Jambalaya'), and a bluesy
Some nice shirts on the Marina stall, a couple
'Shake Rattle and Roll' went down very well. Also
decorated with motifs featuring
a good version of 'Boppin' The
The Killer, but I decided
Blues' after which Linda paid
Eddie Sheldon's girlfriend Sue has
against splashing out £35-£40
tribute to Carl Perkins, and said
sent in this poem for ‘Tales From The
each - the design didn't quite
he proved you don't have to be
Woods’ and she hopes to join us all on
hit the mark, though they will
mean
to
be
a
good
the boat trip in September.
actually make you customized
rock'n'roller, then went on to
clothes according to their
say that some of us are pretty
This short poem is made up entirely of
catalogue.
mean before going into her
actual
quotations
from
Dubya,
brother's 'Great Balls of Fire'.
arranged by Washington Post writer
Anyway, Freddie 'Fingers'
Linda had opened her set with
Richard Thompson. It's just too good
'Let's Talk About Us', and she
Lee came on stage with a very
not to share, especially during National
did about three encores. I got
tight band. Special praise to
Poetry Month
the impression she would have
lead guitarist, David Brigg or
MAKE THE PIE HIGHER
played all night for the
Bigg, something like that, who
by George W. Bush
enthusiastic
crowd,
but
even did a very acceptable
unfortunately during her third
vocal solo of Sonny Burgess'
encore,
'High
School
'We Wanna Boogie'. Freddie
Confidential', someone pulled a
was as good as ever - I'd seen
him recently at Ritchie's Easter
plug and the whole sound
weekender, and it seems
system went dead. This was
some of Freddie's old sparkle
just after midnight, though the
and wit are coming back into
gig was due to continue till
his act. Songs like 'Hang Down
12.30.
Your Tool Tom Headley' and
Anyway, that was it. I shouted
Freddie's
very
descriptive
to Linda that the culprit was
version of what happens
probably Van Morrison and she
'Down On The Farm' might not
seemed to appreciate the joke
have gone down well with any
(I guess most of you have read
maiden aunts who happened
the Daily Mail article about
to be present. He did quite a
Linda and Van). Then Linda
few of Jerry Lee's songs
shook my hand and that of a
including 'It'll Be Me' and the
few others down the front and
more usual numbers like 'High
was gone.
School Confidential' and 'Down
The Line'. He also did many of
Two remarks heard whilst
his usual antics - having a cup
waiting for the night bus home of tea from a flask in the
Linda's singing and piano
middle of a number, playing
playing were better than ever,
piano standing on his head,
and her brother Jerry Lee was known as The Killer
and finally singing and playing Jerry Byrne's
because he'd bumped off two of his wives! Well
'Lights Out' with the stage lights turned off and his
the first statement was accurate anyway.
headgear on fire. A great showman. One of the
highlights for me was his version of Lonnie
Donegan's 'Putting On The Style’, which had




everyone singing along. A great atmosphere was
created in preparation for The Thriller.

Well, she was certainly dressed to thrill in her grey
suit and a very fetching pink sweater. First time
I've seen Linda post-Van Morrison. She was
backed by The Rapiers, who did a pretty good job.
By the way, it is also the first time I've seen both
Freddie and Linda play a real grand piano, which
was a very pleasant surprise, and Freddie kindly
didn't chop the thing to pieces at the end of his act
but left it reasonably intact for Linda.

Mr Angry Has His Say
(The first in an occasional series)

This month by John Howard
Anyone who has followed the career of pop group
The Rolling Stones must have laughed like a drain
when they sued an Austrian restaurant for
“parasitic exploitation” when it named itself The
Rolling Stone, for the Rolling Stones themselves
are the ones guilty of “parasitic exploitation”, many
would contend.
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It’s not as if they even thought up their own name
themselves. Their leader, and founder, Brian
Jones took the name from a line in a Bo Diddley
record ‘I’m a Man’, a classic blues also featured in
the repertoire of Muddy Waters. Did they pay a
royalty to Bo Diddley, almost as famous these
days for not receiving royalties on his recordings
as he is for the trademark “Shave and haircut, two
bits” rhythm subsequently appropriated by
everyone from George Michael to U2?
No, they paid him diddley squat. But the band’s
choice of name was only the start of what the
charitable would describe as a tribute to their
influences, and the less mealy-mouthed might
describe as wholesale plunder.
They have
described themselves as “The Greatest
Rock’n’Roll Band in the World”, and their longevity
as a group has only been bettered by The Mills
Brothers in terms of a near consistent line-up over
a 35 year period. Their ability to sell records by
the container-load has lessened, but their ability to
sell out the largest stadia in the world remains,
and since the marital exploits of the singer Mick
Jagger occupy acres of newsprint worldwide, it
might be instructive to consider the career of the
group in light of their recent, thankfully
unsuccessful, litigation against a Viennese bistro.
In the early sixties, it seemed as if the blinding
light that was Rock’n’Roll had been dimmed.
Chuck Berry was in jail, Little Richard had found
God, Jerry Lee Lewis was in disgrace, Elvis
Presley was singing ballads, Buddy Holly was
dead and Bobby this and Bobby that were
dominating the charts. Or the hit parade as it was
still quaintly called.

A few London souls, myself among them, had
been lucky enough to discover Elmore James and
Jimmy Reed, Muddy Waters and Howling Wolf,
and these bluesmen had an excitement to rival
the early days of fifties Rock’n’Roll. And we kept
the faith with Jerry Lee and Chuck Berry and the
rest, even if their new records failed to dent the
charts, and the great British public wanted little to
do with them.

So when it emerged that a London club band had
taken it upon themselves to learn our record
collections, or more likely disc jockey and record
label owner Guy Stevens’ record collection, they
were certainly worth checking out. The curious
went to see the band in much the same way as
audiences today might go and see Elton Jack at a
club or concert because Elton John is not much
given to playing clubs, or any one of the hundreds
of other tribute bands from The Bootleg Beatles to
Tin Lizzy, from the Status Quo tribute band
Piledriver to the Australian Doors. A pleasant

enough experience for deprived fans of the bands,
but hardly the real thing.
And much like the tribute bands today will
appropriate gestures, mannerisms, licks and
hairstyles, the Rolling Stones borrowed from
hither and thither. The Duchess played maraccas
with Bo Diddley, maraccas suddenly sprouted in
the hands of Mick Jagger (and subsequently in
the hands of Van Morrison, then in Them, in the
hands of Keith Relf in the Yardbirds, and on down
the line). John Lee Hooker started wearing his
guitar strap across one shoulder instead of across
his back, and Brian Jones promptly did the same.

So far, so fine. It then came as something of a
surprise that the Rolling Stones had signed a
record contract with Decca. They were a covers
band, the originals of the records they were
covering were generally available to those
prepared to seek them out, and, to be brutally
honest, they weren’t a tenth as good as, say,
Chuck Berry.

This point was subsequently proved when their
debut single was released. It was a cover of a
recent Chuck Berry number ‘Come On’, it was a
weedy white version, and the band had even
bowdlerised the lyrics. Berry sang about problems
on the phone caused by “some stupid jerk trying
to reach another number.” The Stones sang about
“some stupid guy trying to reach another number”
as if the Great British Public would be offended by
the word jerk.

They had taken to wearing ridiculous leather
waistcoats, and worst of all, little girls seemed to
like them. And so they passed out of the realm of
interest of the people who actually cared about the
music, apart from the occasional unavoidable
impingement, and the occasional outrage they
perpetrated.

It was generally felt to be a good thing that Sam
Cooke’s ‘Little Red Rooster’ should be in the
charts, even if it was in the hands of these cover
artists, and although their version of the Valentino
Brothers ‘It’s All Over Now’ wasn’t a patch on the
original, having the song at number one was
better than having Bobby Vee at number one.
Just.

But then came the first big outrage, and it had
nothing to do with pissing on Romford garage
walls. Record collectors who cared about such
things had discovered Professor Alex Bradford in
a show that visited London called the Black
Nativity, and had subsequently tracked his hard to
find Specialty forty-fives. Among them was one
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entitled ‘Maybe the Last Time’, written, according
to some, by the late Pop Roebuck Staples.
The chorus of the Rolling Stones’ allegedly selfpenned ‘The Last Time’, was a near carbon copy
of the Bradford song, but no-one seemed to
notice. We did. In much the same way as we did
not believe there would be national interest in this
club covers band, we had no notion that there
would be American interest in them. After all, they
were covering American acts in fake black voices,
and the Americans had the original Alvin
Robinson, Rufus Thomas, Marvin Gaye and other
acts the Rolling Stones covered.

America also had its own Irma Thomas, and fans
of the Soul Queen of New Orleans were horrified
when the first Rolling Stones US release was
Irma’s ‘Time is On my Side’, put out sufficiently
soon to stall her sales on the single. The lovely,
dignified and gentle Irma was so hurt by her
chance of stardom being stomped on by these
magpie white guys, she declined to sing the song
again for 25 years.

This song was a comparatively minor hit for the
band, whose breakthrough finally was ‘(Can’t Get
No) Satisfaction’, credited to Nanker-Phelge, the
pen-names of Mick Jagger and Keith Richard,
which was totally different from ‘(I Just Can’t Be)
Satisfied’, by Muddy Waters. But you might be
able to spot the influence.
Obviously no “parasitic exploitation” in the music
then. But what about Mick Jagger’s controversial
stage moves, his energetic dance steps? Where
did that all come from?

A black and white movie released in the UK under
the title The T.A.M.I show might give a clue. It
features, among others, the surf music duo Jan
and Dean, Ike and Tina Turner, Chuck Berry and
James Brown - the Godfather of Soul, and indeed,
the Father of Mick Jagger’s stage moves. The
same sliding feet, the same arm movements, the
same grimaces (and the same thick lips, and the
same mass of hair, but that is probably down to
coincidence). The Rolling Stones appear in the
film, and it is as if Jagger was standing in the
wings watching James Brown, and then decided
to replicate his act.

Some critics have likened the Rolling Stones to
the minstrel acts who performed in black face
from the turn of the century onwards (and
continued into the sixties in the personae of
George Mitchell’s Black and White Minstrels).
These were white men pretending to be darkies,

and although Mick Jagger’s speaking voice is
‘Sarf London’ effete, his singing voice is
Mississippi-inflected, the sound of the delta
through Dartford adenoids.
The contrast between his speaking voice and his
singing voice is hilariously shown in high relief in
the Rolling Stones film Gimme Shelter when he
tries to calm violent crowds at a concert in
Altamont, California. That he is unsuccessful
could well be down to the lack of authority in his
nasal whine. Anyway, those are the roots of the
Rolling Stones. When the world, led by the San
Francisco bands, went psychedelic, the Rolling
Stones followed with the pathetic ‘Their Satanic
Majesties Request and Require’. When Glam
Rock was the order of the day, Jagger appeared
on Top of the Pops with glitter stuck to his cheeks,
and when The Beatles discovered sitars, we had
‘Paint It Black’.
If hang-gliding music suddenly became popular,
or nose flutes, or paisley ties, then the Rolling
Stones would be there. And good luck to them,
because it takes versatility to survive 35 years in
the fast changing music business. But to sue
someone else for “parasitic exploitation”? Here
comes my 19th Nervous Breakdown.









ROCKING ON MERSEYSIDE
1958-62 (part 1)
by Neil Foster
One night in early 1959 I watched a Rock’n’Roll l
group called “The Hot Shots” playing their version
of ‘C’mon Everybody’ to a sparse audience in a
dingy club on Merseyside. What made them
stand out was that they were playing the bass line
to the song not on a guitar but on a baritone sax! I
can see the saxist now, leaping energetically high
into the air (quite a feat in itself as the baritone is a
heavy instrument), wearing a jaunty cheese-cutter
on the back of his head (I didn’t know it was called
a cheese-cutter then; to me it was just a funnylooking cap). Full marks for originality!
These were the very early days of what came to
be called Merseybeat but which was, in fact, just
British boys trying to sing and play American
Rock’n’Roll. I had been a Rock’n’Roll fan since
1955 and had met a kindred spirit, Charlie
Richmond, while working in Liverpool Public
Library in 1957. He became my best friend but it
was not until 1958 that we met the man who
would change our lives completely.
John Day, who in spite of his name was AngloIndian, born in Bombay, came to Liverpool in 1958
and started work in the library, where we met him.
He was over 6 feet tall and a superb athlete: so
good that he was picked to swim for the All India
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Under 18 team in the Olympics. He was also a
very good runner but more important, he could
play guitar. He taught my friend, Charlie, to play
guitar and John’s brother, Rodney, came in on
drums. As a trio, they performed at all sorts of
church socials, wedding receptions etc. I have a
vivid memory of their appearance at a small club
called “The Chequers” (not the well-known one in
Seel Street; this was off Renshaw Street, near the
city centre).

In late 1959 the Delacardoes entered the Carroll
Levis Discoveries contest at the Empire Theatre,
Liverpool. The Empire was then the largest
provincial theatre in Britain (a 2,000 plus seater)
with an enormous stage. The families and friends
of the performers were in the audience and I had
brought my mother and sister as support. The
Delacardoes, sadly, were lost on the huge stage
and all but inaudible with their ludicrously tiny
amplifier.

It was a Sunday night and there were few people
in. During a lull in the performance, an educated
female voice (probably a student) floated across
from a corner. “I say, why have you stopped
playing?” John, the leader, explained that he was
consulting a list of songs, trying to decide which
one to play next. “Why don’t you play one of that
twangy guitar fellow’s things?” suggested the
voice. “Eddie something-or-other”. I had never
heard Duane Eddy described in such toffee-nosed
terms!

Shortly afterwards, the compere announced
another group: Rory Storm and the Hurricanes.
Even before the curtains opened they had started
playing and a powerful, throbbing sound filled the
theatre. My mother turned to me with a look of
annoyance on her face. “They’re loud, aren’t
they?” she complained.
They were. Each
member had his own Vox amplifier and they were
bent back over them, playing with furious
abandon. Visually, as well as instrumentally, they
were stunning. Each one was a showman and at
the back was a showman drummer: Ringo Starr!
At the front, writhing ecstatically like a golden
snake was the greatest showman ever to step
onto a Liverpool stage – Rory Storm!

I desperately wanted to join the Delacardoes (as
the trio was now called) on tenor sax but John
was reluctant to take me on. It seemed I had put
him off by hitting top F on the sax after hours in
the Picton Reading Room, which had a fantastic
echo. He was afraid that the sax would drown out
the guitars. I had been taking saxophone lessons
for a year, working my way through The Jimmy
Dorsey Saxophone Method with ill-concealed
impatience.
I was complaining to my tutor one day about the
endless scales and arpeggios I was forced to
practise, whereupon he reminded me that it could
be a lot worse. He told me the true story of a
German saxophone teacher who had forced his
pupils to practise blowing one note for six months
until they were able to produce what he
considered an acceptable tone quality: then he
allowed them to blow another note! The truth was
that my teacher and I were at cross-purposes. He
was trying to turn me into a sight-reading, danceband sax-player when all I wanted was to be a
honking, rip-roaring sax-blaster in a Rock’n’Roll
band. It was inevitable that we would go our
separate ways.

The Delacardoes trio at the Green Dolphin Club,
Liverpool in 1960. Left to right: Charlie Richmond
(rhythm), John Day (lead), Rodney Day (drums).

Whenever people bleat about the early Beatles, I
tell them about this show. Although it is 40 years
since I saw the group I have never forgotten their
devastating stage-act. To create such an impact
with the somewhat primitive equipment of the time
was a marvellous feat. They were the first truly
professional Rock’n’Roll group I ever saw on
Merseyside. They didn’t win, of course. The
winner was a repulsively precocious little girl who
stood on a chair and recited a music hall
monologue called “Thank ‘eavens Mrs Evans” in a
piercing voice. The whole thing was a farce.
In the summer of 1960 the Delacardoes were
playing at a basement club in Rodney Street,
called The Green Dolphin. One night I was
watching them play when out of the gloom
appeared a small, slightly built, pale-faced boy,
dressed completely in black and wearing
sunglasses. He was accompanied by a girl, also
dressed in black, who was a foot taller than him.
They made a weird couple. To my surprise, the
boy greeted me by name and peering through the
disguise I recognized Stuart Sutcliffe, who had
been in my class at Prescot Grammar School. He
was a very talented artist whose work was often
hanging on the wall of the Art class. However, he
had never shown any interest in or aptitude for
music so I was surprised when he told me was in
a group. He made this announcement in a
strange, mysterious, pretentious manner.
“We’ve just come back from Hamburg,” he said,
trying to impress me. I was baffled now. Why, I
asked myself, do they have to go to Hamburg?
Can’t they get bookings in Liverpool? But his
manner was so intriguing that I had to ask the
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name of the group and he replied in the same
self-important manner: “The Beetles” (He did not
explain it was a pun on “Beat”). I was so utterly
astonished that I forgot to laugh. Most groups
then strove to choose tough-sounding, masculine
names like Paul Power and the Piledrivers and Vic
Vortex and the Volcanoes but “Beetles”! After
he’d gone I went over to our group and told them
the story. We all laughed and agreed that we had
never heard such a ridiculous name. “They’ll
never get anywhere with a name like that”, I said.
Shortly after, the lease of the “Green Dolphin”
expired and the Manager opened a new club
called “The Cherokee” in Bold Street. There was
a downstairs coffee bar and a cloakroom but the
room where we played was just an attic. Crude
paintings on Red Indian themes adorned the walls
(painted by a local art student) and there were
ultra violet lights (the sort that made your teeth
glow in the dark and that showed up the girls’
white underwear) to create some sort of
atmosphere.
However, there was no stage and even though we
did our best to improvise a barricade of amplifiers,
drums and mike stands, people regularly fell into
the band on crowded Saturday nights. When we
complained to the Manager, he nailed a plank
upright in front of our gear – which ensured that
even more people fell into the band. Conditions
were primitive throughout – just one toilet/wash
basin for up to 80 people and it was a potential fire
hazard – the only way of escape would have been
through the window, which was 20 feet from the
ground. There was a lot of violence on the door
as the bouncers repelled drunks who had been
refused admission; we came in once and the
banisters had been ripped off in a struggle!
The Manager, Eddie Collins, looked like a
bouncer himself and used to regale us with stories
of how he fought the Japs in World War II (useful
experience for any Liverpool club-owner,
especially if you still retain your tommy gun and
bayonet!). For a time, he allowed the club to be
run by some unsavoury acquaintances, little more
than gangsters, who, we suspected, were robbing
the till and the jukebox. One night, the ringleader,
a tinpot creep we called “Bigga Tony”, because he
fancied himself as a Mafia-type, refused us
admission when we called in late one night for a
coffee. (The “Cherokee” stayed open far later than
city centre coffee bars).
The excuse? “We weren’t members”! John and
Rodney, both big lads, contemptuously brushed
“Bigga Tony” aside like a midge, whereupon he
shouted up the stairs melodramatically, “Bring
down the knives!” I laughed at this and was
tempted to shout, “Yeah, and bring down the forks
as well – there’s two big lads here who’ll make a
meal of you!”

The Delacardoes with me! Photo taken 1961 and
I'm with the tenor sax, of course.

I had now joined the group on tenor sax. (And I
had the world’s best saxophone – the beautiful
Selmer Mark VI. More about that later). Very few
groups then had a sax and it was a thrill taking the
glittering instrument out of its plush-lined case and
hanging it around my neck (maybe I couldn’t play
it very well but I could always claim that I had the
biggest and most expensive tiepin on
Merseyside!)

One night as I took the saxophone out of its case
and the light flashed on it like Excalibur, I noticed
a teddy-girl type (peroxide blonde, big knockers,
tight skirt and earrings like hand-grenades) gazing
in open-mouthed astonishment at the unfamiliar
instrument.
She suddenly yelled out in the
thickest Scouse accent I’ve ever heard, “Oo-er!
’Eez gorra bugle! ‘Eez gorra bugle!” Later that
night as we were returning from the coffee bar on
the corner, she was hanging out of the window,
yelling, “It’s the bugler!”
(To be continued…)









Stateside Trip Reviews
(Concluding part of the musical highlights of
our recent US trip)
Whilst in Austin, Texas, we caught the legendary
Ray Stanley, one time member of the Stanley
Brothers, Ray being, I guess, around 80 years of
age. Along with his wonderful band, he played
what can only be described as the purest
bluegrass you could wish to hear. For me the
highlight of the set was a stunningly beautiful
unaccompanied rendition of a song called ‘Death’.
This guy has got the most lonesome mountain
voice I think I’ve ever heard. Despite his
advancing years they played two sets at the
Cactus Café, both of which were packed to the
rafters - we were lucky to be squeezed in. I am
really pleased to have witnessed this show. It was
more than a gig; it was an education.
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We headed out from the Cactus Café across town
to Antoine’s, grabbing a veggie burger en route, to
catch Angela Sley, Jimmie Vaughan and the great
James Cotton. We’d tried without success to get
the tickets in advance but the venue was definitely
having problems getting its act together. However,
we need not have worried as on our arrival we
were somewhat taken aback to find this large barn
like venue half empty. I have read and heard a
great deal about Antoine’s over the years and
quite frankly folks, I found the place lacking in
atmosphere (at least the night I was there).
However, it’s the music that counts and not the
venue. To be honest Angela Sley did nothing for
me. I caught Jimmie Vaughan at the Bishopstock
Music Festival and I enjoyed him more on that
occasion than this evening at Antoine’s. He
seemed to just be going through the motions.
Nope, he didn’t catch fire at all. The real reason I
was there was for James Cotton and he did catch
fire. He blew some wonderful harp - mostly seated
as his serious health problems mean singing is
now out of the question - having to employ a
youngish guy to do the singing for him. James
Cotton saved the evening at this famous venue he was worth waiting for.

Also in Austin we caught the Royal Crown Revue
at the Continental Club, a group that can only be
described as a jump-jive outfit. Originally from
Austin, they have spent the past three years
working in Las Vegas playing in front of an
enthusiastic local crowd. This was obviously very
much a homecoming for them. Musically they
mixed jump-jive favourites with standards from the
thirties and forties reminding me of our own King
Pleasure and the Biscuit Boys although in the
opinion of this writer with far more depth and soul.
The evening was actually quite unique in as much
as the support act Haybale were indeed as good
as the main attraction. Haybale are a young
rockabilly trio with the added attraction of a fourth
member who joined them on keyboards for a
selection of numbers playing some tasty Jerry Lee
style licks which certainly had Ken Major boppin’
around the floor. I tell you Kats, these guys really
kicked ass. This was how it should be played.
Excellent.

Last month I covered what I considered to be the
highlights of the New Orleans Heritage Festival.
This month I am dealing with items of interest,
sometimes exciting, and sometimes plain
disappointing. Certainly in the latter category falls
Marva Wright. A few years ago I recall Marva
doing a wonderful soul drenched set at the
Famous Door Club on Bourbon Street. At the
festival in May, on the House Of Blues Stage, she
was playing very much to the crowd - an overlong
stupid number about ‘Washing Dirty Drawers’
kicked off the gig and to me seemed to go on for
ever. I hung around hoping it would get better but

after a couple of very predictable soul classics it
was time to leave. Marva Wright clashed with
Willie Clayton who was playing at the Congo
Stage. On arrival I found Willie getting into his
stride with his very tight professional band in front
of a very sparse crowd, which shocked me
considering his status. I saw Willie at Utrecht,
Holland a few years back and he was a knockout.
This was indeed soul although, in all fairness, I
was told by my travelling partners John and Mary
Howard that they caught the first part of Willie’s
act and, like Marva Wright, he was playing very
much to the crowd so maybe I am doing her a
disservice. Perhaps like Willie we got the real deal
as the act wore on.

Piano man Big Joe Duskin played an interesting
set on the Lagnappe Stage with a small band that
included lead and bass guitarists with Ben
Sandmel of the Hackberry ramblers on drums.

I am told that Lucinda Williams played a heart
rending set in the Heritage Tent. On the occasion
I saw her, she was on the main stage in front of a
huge crowd and her set seemed to be top heavy
with songs of too little variation – much, it
appears, of recent releases. Sorry folks, some of
it worked for me but much of it did not.

The Neville Brothers, who closed the festival on
the Acura Stage, were to their usual high
standard. I have seen the Nevilles many times,
both in the States and here in London, so I hung
around for about half the set before heading off to
Cox Economy Hall Tent, the home of traditional
New Orleans jazz. Personally I feel a trip to New
Orleans is not complete without at least one visit
to this tent to witness these, often very elderly,
musicians still playing the music they love, in and
around the Crescent City.

Once inside, virtually the whole of the packed
audience were on their feet roaring their approval
as the Preservation Hall Jazz Band were blowing
the hell out of ‘West End Blues’. There were so
many familiar faces in this tent - fans of traditional
jazz that never seem to wander far from their
Mecca. Faces I have seen on every trip to New
Orleans, many folks of every conceivable age
group dancing through the aisles with their
colourful umbrellas, fans and banners. Oh yes,
great fun. If you have never visited this tent than
you definitely should. After all it is the music that
put New Orleans on the map in the first place.
Many of the great musicians who play this stuff
are of a very advanced age; often half of the faces
on the bandstand could be 90 plus years old.
Sadly in a few years they will be gone. Too late to
then say “I wish”.
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Finally whilst out in Austin we caught part of the
first day of a two-day Zydeco Festival at Waterloo
Park. During the course of the three hours we
were there, we caught in action Dickie Doo and
the Zydeco Crew, Chubby Carrier and
C.J.Cheneir, the son of the legendary Clifton
Cheneir who left us many years ago now, his now
middle-aged son keeping alive the sounds of his
father. That afternoon, before we arrived, Boozo
Chavis and the Magic Sounds played and, just
hours after the gig, Boozo Chavis suffered a
massive heart attack and stroke. Six days later
the band played at the New Orleans Heritage
Festival with his son at the helm. I caught the last
minutes of the set with his son playing an
emotional tribute to his father who was still in an
Austin hospital bed. Hours later Boozo died.
'Tales From The Woods' will be paying tribute to
the man often described as the ‘father of modern
Zydeco’ at a later date.
That’s about it folks another great trip - to my
travelling companions, Lynn Peters, Ken Major,
Mary and John Howard and Rockin’ Ronnie
Cowles, I say a big thank you for all the great
memories and I look forward to the next time.

Keith Woods








SOUL KITCHEN
Hi Soul Sisters and Brothers,
Its the Soulboy back from
overseas duties. Welcome to
SOUL KITCHEN number 2.
What's in the oven this time? To be honest I
haven't a clue. But lets start with the CD of the
month.

CD
Marvin Sease 'Modern Soulman'
UK Connoisseur Collection 342
Marvin's sixth Jive album, 'A Woman Would
Rather Be Licked' has just been released in the
States, which is a reliable, if not predictable set.
Over here Connoisseur have put together a
comprehensive collection from his first five5 Jive
albums.
Marvin was born in South Carolina in 1945 and
graduated from the traditional gospel circuit,
before turning to secular music in the late sixties.
Since that time Marvin has had a steady recorded
output, but it wasn't until the mid eighties that
Marvin's popularity really took off, becoming a
major draw on the US live circuit. His sexually
explicit material, the likes of ‘Candy Licker’,
‘Condom On Your Tongue’, ‘I Ate You For My
Breakfast’ being three, and his wildly outrageous

suggestive stage shows, may have something to
do with his popularity, especially on the chitlin
circuit. But between the x-rated material, there
has always been a good helping of some of the
best southern soul around.
So what's this excellent 16 tracker got to offer?
The usual Marvin fair, love, lust, cheating,
bonking, although in the main Marvin does keep
his trousers buckled up on this compilation.
Opening with a Tyrone Davis influenced ‘I Wanna
Do It With You’ through to the closing track, a
bluesy soul thing ‘Please Take Me’ it’s hard to
choose a stand out track because the consistency
is of the highest order, not a duff track. But as with
every album, a listener would select his or her
own personal favourites and here are mine.
‘Heaven Knows’ is a stunning ballad, southern
soul at its best, as is ‘I Can’t Believe’ (which could
easily have come from the pen of Curtis Mayfield,
so like the early Impressions). ‘Teach Me’ and
‘You And Me’ are also two thrilling ballads.
‘Brother To Brother’ returns to the Shirley Brown
theme of ‘Woman to Woman‘. Tyrone Davis is in
evidence again on the catchy mid paced ‘Let Me
Dream’, a goody whereby ‘You Used Me’ is an uptempo delight. ‘Baby I'm Leaving You’ is a mellow
bouncer, with an infectious backing, the likes you
couldn't get with real instruments. The hilarious
‘The Bitch Git It All’, a divorce settlement case
where the woman gets all the money and material
things, whilst the judge gets the woman.
All the tracks on offer here are written, produced,
and arranged by Marvin Sease. If I have one slight
niggle, it’s the synthetic programmed backing, not
a real instrument in sight. But having said that,
Marvin gets away with it. So if you believed real
soul was gone with the likes of Johnny Taylor and
Z.Z.Hill etc, I heartily recommend you give this
album a listen; it's as near to old-fashioned soul
as you’re ever likely to hear these days. For those
unfamiliar with Marvin's work this is a great starter
pack.
RATING (out of 5) 5 Soulboys


RANDOM DIP
(It’s just that, a genuine random dip into the
collection, and see what comes out)

Bobby Moore and The Rhythm Aces - 'Call me
(Your Anything Man)’ - UK Pye 1975
Nice one. A beautiful mid tempo laid back soul
sound, that is slightly reminiscent of Johnny
Bristol's 'Hang On In There Baby' The type of soul
sound that sounds as fresh today as it did back in
1975. B-side is an extended disco version with
even more of the haunting vocals from the man
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Nothing is known of Bobby until 1952, when in
Fort Benning, Georgia, along with a few fellow
soldiers he formed his first Rhythm Aces. One of
the reasons for the group was as a deterrent
against boredom! When Bobby's army regiment
was transferred to Germany, with time on his side
he studied music seriously. Influenced by the
sound of Ray Charles and others around at the
time, he learned to become a saxophonist
supreme. Another gap in his career until 1961
when he arrived in Montgomery, Alabama. Here
he formed a new group which he called, for
sentimental reasons, the Rhythm Aces, this time
becoming a full time musician.
In no time the group became very popular around
the local clubs, being always in great demand,
and were first call when a back up group was
required for the many touring soul act one
nighters that passed through Montgomery - the
likes of Etta James, Wilson Pickett, Sam Cooke,
Otis Redding, Mitty Collier, Kim Weston and many
others. Gradually the group began to grow in
status and in 1966 Bobby added vocalist Chico
Jenkins to his distinctive tenor sax for a debut
record, Bobby's favourite self penned composition
titled 'Searching For My Love'. Chess records,
Chicago, around this time were not coming up
with the goods as in previous years, but had noted
that producer Rick Hall was already winning
recognition for his FAME recording studio
(remember the old tobacco barn from AA potted
history SK 1) down in Muscle Shoals, Alabama,
with big hits by Otis Redding, Percy Sledge, Arthur
Alexander under his belt. In the hope of
revitalising its fortune, Chess felt the Muscle
Shoals studio was an ideal environment in which
to record some of its acts.
Bobby Moore and the Rhythm Aces were the first
Chess act to take this route, followed by Laura
Lee, Mitty Collier, Irma Thomas, Etta James and
many others. It proved to be a winning formula for
Bobby as 'Searching For My Love' was a smash
hit, reaching both top twenty pop and top ten R &
B charts. Chess 8033 ‘Searching For My
Love/Hey Mr DJ.’ Without doubt one of the most
soulful items from the 60s. Nice catchy riff.
Anyway, this needs no introduction. B-side is
instrumental with Bobby's sax fronting an upbeat
groove, if not that dramatic. A fine album followed
the hit single. Chess LP 4521 "Searching for my
love" All 12 tracks penned by Bobby Moore.
Recorded at Muscle Shoals. Highlights being a
couple of pulsating ballad's ‘Mr Starlight’, ‘How
Can You Do Baby’, a really good blues ‘Alone’
with some fine sax from Bobby, ‘Come Back Baby’
vaguely resembles ‘Searching’. A lively up- tempo
groovy ‘Jenny Jenny’ is strong. Bobby failed to
maintain chart status, although in August 1967 he
did nibble the R & B charts with, on Checker
‘Chained To Your Heart’. Chess released its last

Bobby Moore record in 1970. It was not until 1975
that Bobby Moore surfaced again with his ‘Call Me’
smash. That's where we came in.

SEARCHING FOR SOUL
LIVE REPORT by David Carroll
During certain times of the year when the days
start to lengthen and the craving is rising, the lack
of good stuff is apt to send one over the top. So it
was one Saturday afternoon at a session of
Internet browsing that I stumbled on a message to
a hitherto secret soul society about a delivery of
the deepest of delights under the title 'a George
Jackson night'. "Yes" my mind shouted, " sing one
for me Aretha". I had a connection to make. A
short walk from Old Street station, down a side
street, opposite a dilapidated looking pub 'The
Griffin', below a cafe, and not very well signposted
(I walked by the entrance) is a tiny bar (about 20
feet by 8 feet plus two small alcoves). Smersh.
I walked slowly down the narrow staircase to the
sound of my footsteps into a low ceilinged, dimly
lit, dark red room and found two people inside both behind the bar. They confirmed that
somebody would be playing records but they were
not sure when. Probably 8:00pm. I had arrived 20
minutes early. I ordered a drink and the guy
behind the bar put some music on (a Kent CD I
believe, which I own). At ten past eight, a guy with
a box of singles came in and after talking to the
guy behind the bar about the speaker set up etc.
eventually started playing them. About 10 minutes
later another guy with a box of records and finally
a couple came in and ordered drinks at the bar.
When I left at about 9:30 pm there were three
deejays and the audience had increased to a
maximum of 18. I did not recognise anything that
was played but nevertheless the music had been
extremely enjoyable with very little northern soul.
Sometimes it had been unremittingly stark and on
the bluesy side. All in all well worth a visit and a
saving to the NHS. Free entrance but no draught
beer. Just bottles of Spitfire, three types of lager,
spirits and soft drinks.
Next month another exclusive for ‘Tales From The
Woods’, David Carroll reporting from Italy.

NEWS
Those of you, like me, who miss Peter Young's
Sunday soul show on Jazz FM can now find the
great one on the Internet station <e.jazzfm.com>
for those of you who have this sort of equipment. I
have no more details, but it should be worth
checking out.
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The August issue of Mojo Magazine has a free
CD - SOUL RIOT. Well worth the price for the CD
alone. Some tasty gems by Johnny Taylor, Soul
Children, Eddie Giles, Sam Dees, William Bell etc
etc. Quite a soulful issue too. Check it out my soul
kittys.
More soul news from Utrecht. The great
LATTIMORE has been added to the line up. As
have The Calvanes and Harmonica Shah???
BIRTHDAY SPOT
ST
BOBBY 'Bent out of shape' PARKER 31 August
(Born 1937)
REMEMBERING
th
JOE TEX 8 August 1933 To ?? August 1982.
AUGUST SOUL OUT
Well it looks like cosy evenings in around the fire
again. Not a lot going on.
4th Aug DEITRA FARR Warpole Park, Ealing free
Deitra is listed to play on the Bar Stage 4.30-5pm,
6.30-7pm and 8.30-9pm so there is still plenty of
time to get over to Putney for Linda Lewis. Deitra
appearance is part of the Ealing Blues 'n' Groove
Party. Blues bands from 2.45pm to 10.30pm. All
completely free, and real ale.
16th Aug JAMES BROWN Ocean, Hackney. A
snip at £35.
th

29 Aug LONNIE LISTON SMITH Jazz Cafe
Hopefully he will have one of his soulful ladies with
him.
25th/26th/27th Aug BISHOP 'Don't forget the
wellies’ STOCK. A few souly things, BOOKER T
AND THE MG'S, NINA SIMONE etc.
So until next time, keep on keeping on.

Soulboy

Dr Dale’s Casebook
(The good Dr Dale continues to help the helpless)

HMV POSITIVE
(Address withheld)
June 2001,
Dear Dr Dale,
I am a compulsive CD buyer and it is ruining my life.
When I go to weekenders like Hemsby I never have
time to see any of the bands, I am too busy in the
tents wading through boxes of CDs, buying at least
one of each band on the bill plus as many other CDs
as I can afford. I spent £10,000 on CDs at the last
Rhythm Riot.
To fund this expensive hobby I have put my wife on
the game and my 26 kids (guess what my other hobby
is) are all enrolled with the Ugly Model Agency
working day and night to earn a few extra bob. Even
our 30 cats and dogs earn money appearing in TV
adverts and soap operas. Now my 96-year-old mother
said she just can't go door-to-door selling sewing
machines any more, and this will seriously affect my
income.
I know my behaviour is irrational - I have 15,892
versions of ‘Whole Lotta Shakin' Goin' On’ for
instance including interpretations by Dame Melba
Montgomery, Gracie Fields, The Luton Girls Choir,
George Formby, Arthur Askey, The Bonzo Dog
Dooh Dah Band, The Salvation Army Golden Gospel
Choir (re-titled 'Whole Lotta Savin' Goin' On') and
even a rap version by Eminem. I just don't have time
to play any of them.
What I do is lay my latest CDs out on my giant
snooker table and photograph them. I have 500,000
albums of photos of CDs now, and last week the floor
of the loft gave way under the weight and these photo
albums fell on me just as the wife and I were trying
for our 27th child.
Please help me, is there any cure for my compulsion?
Having already built 59 sheds in our garden to house
all these CDs, I am running out of space and money,
and am now desperate.
Yours sincerely,
C. D. Buyer (I changed my name by deed-poll)
Dear Mr C. D. Buyer,

The legendary Soulboy, like any true lover of
real soul, would never be seen out without a
Ramekin dish on his head.









I really get heartily sick of replying to total nutters
like your good self. Why not be totally normal like
Mr Woods or my good self? However, I have the
ideal solution for all your silly problems and they
are as follows;
 Apply to become manager of All Days – you
will get no recreational time there in addition
to being a part time signalman at Victoria
under the jurisdiction of the editor.
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Walk all the family and pets down to Brick
Lane and desert them.
 Pass all your CDs and sheds over to Bunter
Clark and he will have the time of his life
reviewing them over the next 2000 years.
 Apply to Mr K.Major for his CD seed
collections. I understand that Sun, Meteor
and StomperTime varieties are ideal for
planting now.
Oh you foolish man.
Doctor Dale.

Ah av zis trubbel wis ma 'usband. ‘E loves me no
more. ‘E ignores me. ‘E sez I am too ol' fashund in my
wais, zat I zatisfy im no more. I zinc ‘e iz playing
around wis a seedy woman. 0 pleez tell me wot can I
do.
I am yorz if you wont me.
Dansette
Paris, FRANCE.

10 INCHES OF TROUBLE
Hi there Doc

Dear Dansette,
A year’s supply of Doctor Dale’s paper undies and
lilies of the valley perfume set will go a long way to
My problem is my big 10-inch.
solving your problems. As a
Doctor Dale’s Tipbook
That ol' boy will only stand up
respectable practitioner I
proud when it hears some good
certainly do not associate
Buy
myself with indiscriminate
rockin’ music. But when I puts
Lee’s Burnley Wedding Bonds
writers unless they provide
a boogie on the deck and me
McNeil’s Thatched Country Homes
photos and are ‘means
and my Daisy Mae get to
Major’s
Tench
and
Perch
Pies
tested’. Get your act together
digging that crazy rhythm, one
Dale
and
Johnson’s
Lovesongs
CD
you old frogess.
minute and 59 seconds later it's
Nick’s
Natterjack
Trust
Testily yours,
all over bar the screaming for
Doctor Dale.
Sell
more. We might get two
Martin Harvey’s Fish ‘N’ Chips
minutes ten seconds of fun if
Volume 47 Of Wilkinson’s Encyclopaedia
WHINE NOT
we're real lucky.
Re: Pat Boone and Bobby Vee
Sir,
Hold
Should I try Wagner? They
Papard’s
Curry
House and Hemsby
I am reliably informed that
tells me the 'Ring Cycle'
Weekenders
some of these music hall
preparation will keep me up for
Avoid
entertainers
who
describe
hours.
the Editor’s Political Views at all costs themselves as 'rock and rollers'
this magazine is not Time Out.
would not pass muster of Her
I'd
sure
‘preciate
your
Jessup’s
Woking
Rejects
Majesty's present government’s
shellacking advice.
Trade Descriptions Act even
Doctor
Dale’s
Tip
Of
The
Month
with a professional makeover by
Willie Woenty
Carson’s
Rock'n'Roll
River
Cruises
and
Sophie
Rhys-Jones.
And
Turtletown, USA
Orienteering
anyway, why support these
vagabonds who so obviously
Dear Mr Woenty,
corrupt the morals of our once
proud nation? You should be ashamed of yourself.
Very simple equations to your problem old boy. It
Are you a commie?
is obvious that you are a hillbilly and probably do
not read a newspaper. You are in luck as I have
Yours fumingly,
discovered a drug by the name of Viagra, please
send me £1500.00 for 6 months of my ‘Tapioca
Sir Lancelot Tubb-Thumpar
and Viagra’ tins and these should do the trick.
However, should this fail, you will have to
Frinton-on-Sea, ENGLAND
purchase my CD box set with a 3½ hour
Rock'n'Roll medley of ‘Doctor Dale and the
With regard to Sir Lancelot Tubb-Thumpar’s
Strangers’ live at Ash, Surrey – featuring Dart
foolish epistle Doctor Dale refused to comment as
Carson.
the Rocking Detective disclosed to him that all he
possessed was a beach hut at Canvey Island. He
Incidentally, should you write again, please refrain
is apparently a deckchair attendant there with a
from “Hi there Doc” intros. It lowers the tone of
metal detector. Would the editor kindly confirm
'Tales From The Woods'. Be warned that should
that he has been removed from your mailing list?
this CD fall into Sam Phillips’s hands you could be
It is understood that he will be receiving
due for one of my lethal injections.
counselling from Messrs Howard & Wilkinson who
Your English cousin
will be reporting on this sad individual shortly.
Doctor Dale.



FRENCH LETTER

Cher Charlie
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'Tales From The Woods' is proud to present what
we hope is the start of a long running, occasional
series – My Top 20
Hardrock’s Top 20
Baby Let’s Play House
Elvis Presley (Sun)
Mean Woman Blues
Jerry Lee Lewis (Sun)
Believe What You Say
Ricky Nelson (Imperial)
Baby Blue
Gene Vincent (Capitol)
The Train Kept A Rollin’
Johnny Burnette (Coral)
You Can’t Catch Me
Chuck Berry (Chess)
Send Me Some Lovin’
Little Richard (Specialty)
Matchbox
Carl Perkins (Sun)
Promised Land
Johnnie Allen (Swallow)
The Lord’s Prayer
Sister Wynona Carr (Specialty)
Bad Moon Rising
Creedence Clearwater Revival (Fantasy)
Constipation Blues
Screamin’ Jay Hawkins (Phillips)
Al Capone
Prince Buster (Blue Beat)
The Sun Medley
Delbert McClinton (Curb)
I’m Hangin’ Up My Heart For You
Solomon Burke (Atlantic)
Wish Someone Would Care
Irma Thomas (Minit)
Somewhere There’s A Girl
Sam Cooke (Sar)
Lonely Teardrops
Jackie Wilson (Brunswick)
One Great Love
The Five Keys (Capitol)
Chicken Shack Boogie
Amos Milburn (Aladdin)
Reasons why? Elvis because there was no
greater rockabilly singer and ‘Lets Play House’
was a masterwork; Bill Black’s bass slapping
away, Scotty Moore’s heavenly solo and Presley’s
confident, assured vocal. Johnny Burnette –
another all time great rockabilly moment. Jerry
Lee’s my absolute hero and ‘Mean Woman Blues’,
apart from being the song that turned me on to
Rock'n'Roll in the mid-sixties was a perfect
example of how Lewis could take a decent
Rock'n'Roll song and turn it into a work of art.
When he was at Sun he seemed to do this at will.
Ricky Nelson – much maligned by some as a
lightweight teen idol but he understood Rock'n'Roll
a damn sight better than Frankie Avalon, Bobby
Vee and all those other tossers. To me he never
topped ‘Believe What You Say’ (James Burton’s

brief guitar solo deserves a Hall of Fame
nomination in itself!)
Gene Vincent – hard to pick a favourite but ‘Baby
Blue’ has the edge – perfection really. Little
Richard – pure raw emotion and to think this was
a B-side. Carl Perkins – another supreme
rockabilly classic. Chuck Berry – a wonderful way
with the English language and ‘You Can’t Catch
Me’ is a prime example. Johnnie Allen is my
favourite Cajun singer and his version of Chuck’s
‘Promised Land’ is a great rockin’ party record.
Wynona Carr – wonderful voice, highly under
rated. We never sang ‘The Lord’s Prayer’ like this
at our school assembly.
Creedence Clearwater Revival because John
Fogerty brought the spirit of rockabilly to the late
sixties pop chart and ‘Bad Moon’ reminds me of
summer holidays in Clacton! Jay Hawkins –
superb lunacy. A song many people can identify
with, particularly those who love a hot curry.
Prince Buster - I love Ska/Bluebeat – great music
to dance to when pissed. Delbert McClinton –
the best rockabilly track of modern times. Danny
Gatton’s playing on this is awesome, what a
shame he died young. Solomon Burke and Irma
Thomas are my favourite male and female soul
singers and The Five Keys are my favourite doowop group.
The Amos Milburn track is rockin’ New Orleans
rhythm’n’blues at its absolute best. I like Narvel
Felts’ version of ‘Lonely Teardrops’ but the song
still belongs to Mr Excitement. For years my
favourite Sam Cooke track was ‘A Change Is
Gonna Come’ and I felt nothing could beat it until
the ‘Sar/Derby Records Story’ 2 CD set appeared
in 1994. There was a track recorded in 1961 but
somehow unreleased until it appeared on the
aforementioned set. ‘Somewhere There’s A Girl’ is
a gospel-based track with more feeling and
emotion in one bar than in a million modern day
pop records. You must check this out.

'Tales From The Woods' chief CD reviewer,
Hardrock Bunter.
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C.D. REVIEWS

Nashville Rock'n'Roll – Various –
(Stompertime STCD 13)
Hargus ‘Pig’ Robbins became one of the top
session men in Nashville from the late sixties until
the time he announced his retirement last year.
His unique piano style has graced many a country
classic, but his earliest recordings, as Mel
Robbins, show a great understanding of
Rock'n'Roll. ‘Save It’, for years a record hop
favourite, was leased by Nash to Chess who
issued it on their subsidiary label Argo (5340) in
mid-1959; it gained a UK release on LondonAmerican that autumn (ULM8966). Cut from
similar cloth, ‘Are You With Me’ remained
unissued until its inclusion on the ‘Chess
Rockabillies’ set in 1978. Like ’Save It’, this is a
fine bopper. ‘Fidgety’, a 1960 release, is one of
two instrumentals (the other being the previously
unreleased ‘Foghorn’, a jaunty blues). ‘Joyride’,
also getting its first release, is a nice, controlled
boogie that sounds to me like a demo. Chuck
Wiley (of whom few biographical details are
known) contributes seven songs, of which the wild
‘Tear It Up’ and the wilder ‘Shake Up The Dance’
are the cream of the crop – great sax and piano
work on these. ‘Nothin’ Matters Anymore’ didn’t
really matter much to me, while ‘Come Back Baby’
is better, a good rocker with some neat Jerry Lee
type piano. ‘Door To Door’ is a decent mid-tempo
item that younger Kats’n’Kittens could take to their
hearts as a stroller. ‘Why Worry About Me’ and
‘Just Ahead Of Me’ are moody rockers and aren’t
bad. Cliff Nash, a native of Springfield, Illinois,
offers five songs, three of which are instrumentals
(two takes of the quite reasonable ‘Band Stand’
and ‘Explosion’) plus two good vocal rockers in
‘Jenny Lee’ and ‘No Time For Sisters’. Of the rest,
Curtis Hobeck and the Star Dusters, who cut a
few sides for Sun, offer a good, relaxed cover of
Charlie Rich’s ‘Lonely Weekends’ and the R & B
tinged ‘I Wanna Shake It’, plus a ballad ‘What A
Dream’. The Imps were more or less Murray
Nash’s house band (which included Pig Robbins)
and they serve up two instrumentals of which
‘That’ll Get It’ is pretty gutsy. Fred Carter’s ‘Come

And Get It’ has a Jimmy Reed feel about it, quite
good. Mary Ann Williams informs us that ‘I’m
Getting Married’ – probably, that is, until her fiancé
heard her sing! I do hope she didn’t give up her
day job. Bloody excruciating. Herbie Smith’s
‘Baby Moon’ moves along well as does the
Marquees’ ‘Can It Be Wrong’. The Rockalongs’
version of the traditional ‘In The Pines’ makes me
wonder of they’re Johnny and the Hurricanes
under a nom-de-plume. Other tracks by Chuck
Howard, R & B singer Little Willie Brown, the
Stingrays, Audrey Bryant, Wayne Johnson and
Forest Rye complete this excellent 35-pack. Now
lets look at its companion volume…

Nashville Rockabilly – Various –
(Stompertime STCD 12)
Wally Jeffrey has three songs in this collection,
two takes of ‘Oh Yeah’, an excellent rocker that
deserves a wider hearing, plus the ballad ‘Lonely,
Lonely Heart’. Cliff Nash turns up again with the
tasty ‘Tell Me Baby’ as does Curtis Hobeck with
three songs (‘Have Mercy’ being my favourite) and
Chuck Wiley who turns in a fine performance on
‘I Wanna Dance All Night’. Houston Turner offers
a quartet of goodies including ‘The Best Dressed
Beggar In Town’ and ‘Uncle John’s Bongos’.
Bobby Swanson’s ‘Rockin’ Little Eskimo’ has
been a club favourite for a while now. Earl Scott
has two songs, ‘Opal Lee’ being especially good.
Onie Wheeler is a celebrated name in country
and rockabilly, recording for Columbia in the early
50s (‘Booger Gonna Getcha’) and for Sun in the
late 50s (‘Run ‘Em Off’). Wheeler, who died in
1984, recorded ‘White Lightnin’ Cherokee’ (an
answer record to ‘White Lightning’) for Murray
Nash in the early 60s and this is a worthy addition
to the best of Onie. Howard Crockett is perhaps
best known as a songwriter who wrote many fine
songs for Johnny Horton (‘Honky Tonk Man’
among them) and Crockett’s ‘Wishing Well’, cut
for Murray Nash in ’62 is a pleasant country
bopper. Of the rest, I liked Earl Mack’s snappy
‘Oh I Love You So’ and there’s some nice guitar
on Gene Taft’s ‘Make These Blues Go Away’.
James Gallagher’s ‘Crazy ‘Bout You Baby’
bounces along well. Billy Smith’s lusty ‘Tell Me
Baby’ sounds like it was recorded in Murray’s
bathroom on an Amstrad tabletop cassette
recorder. A bit Phantomish, this one. Montie
Jones’ ‘Moonshine’ bops along okay with some
good guitar, while the Cumberland Mt (for
Mountain?) Boys’ ‘I’m Goin’ Down To Have
Myself A Ball’ is an enjoyable hoedown. Songs
from Ronnie Burton, Ralph Pruett, Lee Elliott,
Malcolm Parker, Smiley Smith, Redd Stewart,
Shorty Sullivan, Tom Moses, Jim Taylor, Eddie
Stuteville and second-time-rounder Audrey
Bryant complete this 35-tracker that fairly boils
over in value for money. Together with its
companion volume, this collection serves as a fine
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tribute to one of the great “backroom boys” in
country music history, Murray Nash. Highly
informative notes from Dave Travis and some
terrific rare photos finish off these packages
nicely. Well done Stompertime, more please!

his career playing guitar in a rockabilly trio called
the Rockets) and if you have trouble procuring a
copy of this shiny wonder, write to PO Box 143,
Kidderminster, Worcestershire DV10 1YU.
Apparently there’s a new CD due for release any
day now entitled ‘Blue Boy’. There’ll be a review of
that when it comes out, you can be sure.

Just Can’t Afford It – Mike Sanchez – (MJS
MS 002)
Released on his own label, here’s the most recent
CD to be issued by one of this country’s premier R
& B talents. For many years Mike Sanchez led
the popular and highly respected Big Town
Playboys until he decided to go it alone in 1999.
The Playboys soldier on as I write this but it has
been said that their heart and soul has been taken
away with Mike’s departure. That might just be
true but, nonetheless, Sanchez continues to work
all over Europe as a hot attraction, usually leading
his own band but occasionally working with
someone else (he has in fact just completed a
nationwide tour with Bill Wyman’s Rhythm Kings).
But anyway, to the CD in front of me. The title
track opens proceedings and it’s a brisk boogie,
inked by Mr S with some fine piano riffing and solo
work, plus some good guitar by Andy Silvester,
who some of you may remember from his days
with Chicken Shack in the late 60s. Andy was an
original Playboy, left the Townies in ’91, rejoined
in the late 90s and plays in Mike’s current line-up.
More tasty boogie sounds exude from ‘Ramblin’
Boogie’ (with nice sax from Al Nicholls) which has
an Amos Milburn feel to it and ‘Red Light Shack’
which reminds me a bit of Ray Charles’ ‘Mess
Around’. There’s a wider range of musical styles
on this album than on yer average Mike Sanchez
collection and there are two Latinesque items
‘Vamos A Bailar’ and ‘Sombras’, which
demonstrate Mike’s love for Hispanic music (he
was in fact born in Hackney to Spanish parents).
‘3 Months, 3 Weeks, 3 Days’ is a good bluesballad that’s often performed on live gigs, but I
wasn’t so keen on the contemporary sounding
‘Messed With An Angel’ - but if material of this sort
wins him fans beyond the realms of R & B that
can only be a good thing. All the aforementioned
songs are original compositions but, as with all
Sanchez product, there are a few covers as well in
this set. To give Jesse Belvin’s ‘Goodnight My
Love’ a Jamaican lilt is a bold step but Mike just
pulls it off - what do you think? Johnny ’Guitar’
Watson’s ‘Cuttin’ In’ was always a great favourite
of mine and Mike’s is a faithful re-creation.
There’s a subdued but swinging take on Charles
Edward’s ‘Brown Eyed Handsome Man’; boogie
seekers will go for versions of Wynoine Harris’
‘Adam Come And Get Your Rib’ and Roy Milton’s
‘Wakin’ Up Baby’. Rounding out this CD is a
spirited version of Willie Mabon’s ‘Wow, I Feel So
Good’ and the jazzy ‘Coalminer’. Something for
everybody then on this release which is still a
pretty strong collection. Incidentally, Mike spanks
the plank on one or two songs (in fact, he began









“Psychoses from the
Papard”
As everyone knows, the aliens have landed and
they are playing an ever-increasing role in our
planet's affairs. Take the current crop of political
leaders in the UK for instance - Tony Blair's inane
grin, now that must mean he is possessed by an
alien, and of course that wife of his Cherie IS an
alien, you only have to look at her. The same can
be said for William Hague - undoubtedly an alien
with a weird unearthly voice. The aliens have
taken the politics out of politics. It was fun when
the Conservatives privatised everything, then
Labour came in and nationalised it again. Now
everyone takes the Conservative line. The
Commies could once be relied upon to nationalise
everything, the only compensation being a bullet
to the head for dispossessed shareholders. Now
they have Coca-Cola and McDonalds in Beijing the aliens are responsible for taking all the
diversity out of politics, each political party is a
clone of the other. It is all a fiendish alien plot.
You may have seen these alien Rainbow flags
flying everywhere, supposedly indicating gay
venues, etc. Well really this is the flag of one of
the main alien tribes who have landed on our
planet. They replicate by cloning, and Anne
Widdicombe is a typical example of an early alien
cloning experiment that went wrong. Now all their
women are exact replicas of Anne Widdicombe
and, not surprisingly, the male population is 100%
gay. Michael Portillo is in league with these aliens
and aims to become PM and make homosexuality
compulsory. It is all part of an alien plot to stop us
replicating and phase out the human race, who
keep polluting the environment with our space
junk and nuclear waste.
Now what first awoke me to all this was a letter
received from The Atherius Society back in the
early 1960s when I worked at CND head office.
The letter assured us that the Master Jesus and
the Master Buddha fully supported the ban-thebomb movement, and were watching over our
efforts from a Venusian flying saucer. Then when I
read about the Roswell incident and Area 51, I
realized the full extent of the alien invasion and
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the worldwide government conspiracy of silence.

feet firmly planted on Earth.

It's not even as if the few alien machines we've
Back in the 1950s alien Billy Riley arrived on a
captured have led to any useful inventions.
flying saucer with his Little Green Men, including
Reverse technology on captured UFOs led to the
one called Jerry Lee Lewis. Before the advent of
hovercraft in Britain, but instead of whisking us
Rock’n’Roll we were quite happy listening to the
into hyperspace it only managed to lift itself a few
likes of Alma Cogan and Patti Page singing about
inches off the surface of the planet. The Japanese
cuddly doggies in windows, and babies with
used reverse technology on UFOs to come up
dimples, bald spots and ten tiny fingers and toes.
with the karaoke machine, whilst the East
Then the aliens arrived and took over the
Germans came up with the Trabant. The
airwaves with their music Americans achieved fins on
Doctor Dale’s Musical Column
Rock’n’Roll. The title 'Great
automobiles back in the
1950s, and the adoption of
Balls of Fire' could only refer
That chirpy soul Willy J put on
alien food in the form of the
to UFOs, and 'Whole Lotta
another excellent Hemsby. The
Big Mac and The Whopper.
Shakin' Goin' On' describes
night of Jack Scott and Janis
the effect of the g-force on a
Martin was probably the best
spaceship. 'Rock Around
evening yet at Hemsby. These two
By far the most successful
The Clock' is all about the
great artists do not appear as
nations
in
reverse
dilation of space-time near
often as we would like, so why
technology were Russia and
the speed of light, and other
not have them appearing each
China.
The
Russians
Rock’n’Roll
songs
are
night i.e. Willy, please arrange
captured an alien back at
actually
in
an
alien
for all the main American acts
the beginning of the last
language.
to play each evening or, say,
century, made him their
two of the three.
leader and used alien
technology to keep him in
'Wopbopaloopbopawopbam
suspended animation in the Lenin Mausoleum.
boom' for instance, and all those sh-boom type
The Chinese did a similar thing with their alien
backing lyrics to the doo-wop songs. Elvis even
leader, Chairman Mao, but something went
kept his alien name - who on Earth would call their
slightly wrong. An American visitor to Mao's
kid Elvis back in the 1930s? Just look at all the
Mausoleum in Beijing noticed something was
alien junk food the guy ate, banana and peanut
wrong and shouted tactlessly: 'Say, that guy's
butter sandwiches? I rest my case. And notice
ear's fallen off!' Hurriedly the Mausoleum was
nearly all the great Rock’n’Roll singers of the
closed for weeks while they superglued back the
1950s came from the southeastern United States,
Chairman's ear.
an area very close to the Bermuda Triangle
gateway
to
another
dimension, through which
Doctor Dale’s Career Column
What we should do is round
people, ships and planes
up all the aliens in
appear
and
disappear.
I received a letter from a
deportation camps and give
worried couple whose son had
Since the 1950s the alien
them vouchers to spend in
under-performed at his GCSEs; he
pop music has just gotten
Sainsbury's till we can work
only passed in carpentry and
weirder
and
weirder,
out a way to send them back
religious
knowledge.
He
attends
encompassing mind-altering
where they came from in
all
Rock'n'Roll
functions
and
at
drugs and cloned boy bands
their infernal machines. But
present
is
out
of
work.
His
and freaks like the masked
worried parents asked me if
watch out, they are crafty.
Eminem who is obviously
there were any careers for him
Some of them will travel
from outer space.
to pursue. After thinking long
back in time and strangle
and hard the adroit doctor came
your pregnant grandmother
up with an infallible remedy.
to stop your mother and
The aliens have interfered
Reply: young Dean should become
yourself being born! You just
with our money too - back in
a Rock'n'Roll undertaker; page 2
disappear off the face of the
1971
they
introduced
of N.D.T. would provide all the
Earth in a fraction of a
decimalisation into the UK,
leads for him.
second. What fiendish cads!
and now the European
Now
we
know
what
Commission,
which
is
happened to Ronnie Carroll, Mamie Van Doren
entirely run by aliens, want to introduce the Euro.
and Cuddles.
No, it has gone far enough - we want to go back
to good old pounds, shillings, pence and farthings
and songs about doggies, babies and railways
Tony 'Happy Pappy' Papard
going through the middle of the house. We are fed
up with TV featuring aliens like Carol Vordermann,




The Muppets and the Teletubbies - bring back
Muffin The Mule and The Grove Family remember good old Granny Grove, she had both
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The next gang meet up will be on Friday 31
August at the John Snow, Broadwick
Street, from 18:30 hours onwards. Depart for
a meal at approx. 20:10. Hope to see as
many of you there as possible.

An emotional Keith Woods receiving his
Grammy (see July issue for details) at an
informal ceremony some time after the official
gala show. In an overlong speech, Keith
thanked just about everybody he’s ever met
for making this touching moment possible.
The current head of the American Recording
Industry (left) fell asleep about halfway
through Keith’s garrulous monologue.









ERRATA
Thankfully only a couple of gremlins crept
into the July edition. These were;
Jack Scott at Hemsby - ‘Strange Denise’
should be ‘Strange Desire’ (or was ‘Denise’ a
reference to Ms Van Outen I wonder?!)
As Good As It Gets review – Charles
Brown’s ‘Alley Bathing’ should be ‘Alley
Batting’ and Jimmy Wiggins should be
Jimmy Liggins
There is also another correction from the
June issue;
The Night I Had Dinner With Lonnie
Donegan by Annette Puzey. The dinner in
question took place in 1980, not 1990 as
printed. 'Tales From The Woods' apologises
to Annette for shedding ten years from her
age.
Neil Foster points out another faux pas – “In
the Fats Domino article you mentioned Herb
Hardesty blowing on Bill Justis's "Honky
Tonk". Slip of the pen or did Bill Justis do a
version, as well as Bill Doggett?” Thanks
Neil.

















Coming soon in a future edition, a 'Tales
From The Woods' exclusive. Only now
can all the shocking truth be told of
Uncle Basil the Beat Ventriloquist.
This, Kats’n’Kittens, is the story they did
not want you to read. The truth that could
tear family and friends apart. Only in your
Grammy award winning 'Tales From The
Woods' the fastest growing Rock'n'Roll
satirical in-house magazine in the world.
What they said about Uncle Basil: “Basil Woods, he was the subterranean,
the desolation angel, without him there
would never have been an “On The
Road”
Jack Kerouac – Height Ashbury 1967
“Basil, he made me howl”
Allen Ginsberg – New York 1996
“Basil Woods – he set a standard by
which to measure infamy”.
William S Burroughs – South Bank Show
1997
“Are you really Basil Woods’ nephew? I
will never wash my cheek again!”
Laura Buckley – Las Vegas 1999
“That dummy was a fruit, man.”
Sal Paradise – San Francisco 1981
“Who the f*@# is Basil Woods?”
Neal Cassidy – Flop House, New Jersey
1974
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What they have said about Keith
Woods during his working career:

Acknowledgements
Editor - Keith Woods

"Since my last report, this employee has
reached rock bottom and has started to
dig."

John Lee Hooker, Stateside Trip Keith Woods

"I would not allow this employee to
breed"

Psychoses from the Papard, Linda
Gail Lewis, - Tony Papard

"This employee is really not so much of a
has-been, but more of a definite won't
be"

Winkles in the Mud - Tony Wilkinson

"Works well when under constant
supervision and cornered like a rat in a
trap"

CD Reviews – Bryan Clark

"He sets low personal standards and
then consistently fails to achieve them"
"This employee is depriving a village
somewhere of an idiot"
"This employee should go far, and the
sooner the better"
"When his IQ reaches 50, he should sell"
"If you see 2 people talking and one
looks bored, he's the other one"
"Donated his brain to science before he
was done using it"
"If he were any more stupid, he'd have to
be watered twice a week"
"If you gave him a penny for his thoughts,
you'd get change"
"If you stand close enough to him, you
can hear the ocean"
"Some drink from the fountain of
knowledge, he only gargled"
"Gates are down, the lights are flashing,
but the train isn't coming"

Ernie K-Doe - Lee Wilkinson

Dr Dale’s Casebook - Dr Charles Dale
Louis Armstrong – Denis Cooper
Mr Angry – John Howard
Rocking on Merseyside – Neil Foster
Soul Kitchen – John Soulboy Joliffe
‘A Story’, Graphics, Typesetting,
Layout, Proofreading, I.T., Production,
Assistant Ed, and anything else - ‘H’









If you wish to subscribe or advertise in
the UK's fastest-growing in-house
magazine, write to;

‘Tales from the Woods’
care of Keith Woods
25 Queen Anne Avenue
Bromley
Kent
BR2 0SA

Telephone/Fax 020 8460 6941
Articles for publication can be e-mailed to
HJMatonEsq@compuserve.com
or
matonh.railtrack@ems.rail.co.uk

Remember – you’re only young twice
Keith Woods
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A Story
(which will possibly be continued when space allows – cut out and keep for posterity)

by H
It was a cold, miserable night in downtown Bromley. The rain splattered sporadically against the window,
appearing to keep time with the old railway clock on the wall. Tick, splat! Tock, splat! Tick, splat! Tock, splat!
(Well, you get the idea). As the big hand moved towards the top of its arc, while the little hand hovered over
the numeral ‘VIII’, the leather armchair by the window creaked ominously. The tall, imposing figure reclining
therein slowly rotated his view away from the window and towards the timepiece. Tick, splat! Tock, splat!
“Hmm”, the figure murmured, “Eight o’clock”. Slowly but surely, the figure rotated the chair to face the
window again. Slowly but surely, the big hand reached its zenith. Slowly but surely, the clock struck eight –
bong, bong, bong etc. Or it would have done had the chiming mechanism not broken three years ago. Bang,
bang, bang!
The armchair swung again, more rapidly than before, to face the glass-panelled door opposite the window.
Outlined in the glass panel was a shadowy figure. Bang, bang, bang! The reclining figure rose to a more
upright position, his right hand reaching for the top drawer of the old Victorian desk in front of him. A green
blotter occupied the centre of the desk with an old Bakelite telephone on the left. A Rolodex nestled beside
the phone with a pad of Post-It notes to the other side and a large crystal ashtray in front of them all. He slid
the drawer open smoothly and rested his hand on the 45 inside. Bang, bang, bang!
“Hey, stop banging on the door, it’s open!” called the figure in the chair. “Come in why don’t you?”
Tick, splat! Tock, splat! Rattle, rattle, rattle the doorknob rattled. Bang, bang, bang!
“Oh bugger” exclaimed the seated figure as he slid the drawer shut and rose from the chair. He drew himself
to his full imposing height and strode, in an imposing manner, to the door. Bang, bang, bang went his feet on
the floor as he crossed the tall ceilinged room, illumined only by the desk light on, of all places, the desk. He
reached the door, unlocked the lock with a flick of his imposing finger, spun on his heel and scampered,
imposingly, back to his chair.
“Come in why don’t you?” he called again as he lowered his imposing frame into the creaking leather. The
doorknob rattled once more and swung back on its hinges. There, outlined in the space previously occupied
by the glass-panelled door, was a shadowy figure. The shadowy figure moved towards the desk, and
therefore the light, and became progressively less shadowy. By the time the figure was standing by the high
backed wooden chair in front of the desk the shadows had all rushed off to hide in the darker corners of the
room and a tall, willowy blonde was revealed in the light from the desk lamp. Smoke coiled from a black
cigarette held inside a gold coloured cigarette holder positioned between the first and second fingers of the
beautifully manicured, blood red tipped left hand of the svelte vixen. A tight black dress pronounced every
curve of her divine form as she leaned forward and allowed the glistening black object in her right hand to
lean against the Victorian desk with the green blotter occupying its centre and the old Bakelite telephone on
the right.
(Pedantic note: the telephone had not moved its position but was now being viewed from the opposite side of
the desk thus transposing right and left).
“Please, take a seat” crooned the man in the leather armchair as he raised his legs, resting his feet on the
right corner of the desk. (That’s his right, her left). Tick, splat! Tock, splat! went the clock and the rain.
Slowly, gracefully and possibly erotically, she lowered her seat into the seat.
“Is it okay to leave my umbrella there?” she cooed, pointing to the black glistening object she had rested
against the desk.
“Of course” he replied imposingly, “Now what can I do for you?”
The blonde reached into a small black bag that was slung over her shoulder and, with her right hand pulled a
small white card from the darkness within. At that moment, the man swung his feet to the floor and leapt
forward from his chair, grabbing the crystal ashtray with his left hand and thrusting it forward across the desk
at the startled woman. The ash that had been teetering on the end of the cigarette dropped casually under
the force of gravity into the ashtray, which the man then returned to its previous location before returning
himself to his previous location.
(to be continued… possibly)
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