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(Neil Foster has been a working musician for over 
45 years and he was also the editor of “Not Fade 
Away”. Many of you will remember his excellent 
Rock'n'Roll magazine back in the old days which 
carried the banner for our music before the 
rockabilly explosion of the mid seventies. Now sit 
back and enjoy the second part of his marvellous 
article and welcome aboard Neil – it’s a privilege 
to have you with us.) 
 
 

ROCKING ON MERSEYSIDE 

1958-62 (part 2) 
by Neil Foster 

 
It was at the “Cherokee” that we heard the name 
“Beatles” again. Some of the customers had 
stayed behind one night and we were standing 
around chatting about the group scene, which had 
mushroomed since the previous year. A young lad 
started to talk about the “Beatles” in awestruck 
tones, saying, “I’ve never seen a group like the 
‘Beatles’.” The club manager, who hated them, 
snorted derisively, “I wouldn’t have them here if 
you paid me!” We later learned that someone 
connected with the group had called at the 
“Cherokee” and tried to persuade him to take 
them on as the resident group but he had refused. 
 
However, we kept hearing the same comments 
from other sources and although we were irritated 
by the hype (nationally, “Beatlemania” started in 
1963 but I can confirm that on Merseyside, there 
was plenty of it about in 1961) we had to see for 
ourselves whether the group’s reputation was 
deserved. 
 
John, our leader, went to a lunchtime session at 
the “Cavern” and I vividly recall his sidling up to 
me and saying with a sarcastic smile, “Well, Neil, I 
saw these fantastic ‘Beatles’”. I asked for his 
opinion on them and he said, “When you see 
them from a distance, you think they are old men, 
they are so haggard and pallid. Then, when you 
get closer, you see they are just kids after all, who 
haven’t had enough sleep.” 
 

In the end, we all saw the group and none of us 
could understand what the fuss was about. The 
“Beatles” were loud, raw, crude and unbelievably 
scruffy! They were also extremely arrogant and 
didn’t seem to care about anything much. They 
gave the impression that they regarded it as a 
privilege for the audience to be allowed to see 
them practice. Yet their popularity could not be 
denied and I had a graphic experience of this in 
early 1961, when I went along to one of the 
“Bluegenes” Guest Nights on a Tuesday night at 
the “Cavern”. 
 
I had a few pints and came in at 9.30pm. I was 
astonished to see that the club appeared to be 
empty. Then I glanced towards the stage and saw 
why. Everyone was packed as tight as a rugger 
scrum around the stage area. In the archways to 
left and right, the crowd was seven deep. Every 
vantage point, every chair, every square inch with 
a view of the stage was jammed solid with people. 
It was an awesome sight and one I had never 
seen for any other group. 
 
I walked around the perimeter of this human 
hedge for ten minutes and tried in vain to catch a 
glimpse of the “Beatles”. Then, someone moved a 
leg or an arm and I caught sight of one of the 
group’s feet – and that was all I saw of the group 
that night! I knew then that they were unstoppable. 
 
And now for some of the other groups on the 
scene. “The Remo Four” were one of our 
favourites, with an all-Fender line-up. They 
specialised in instrumentals 
(Shadows/Ventures/Chet Atkins) all performed 
with power and precision. They were not an 
exciting group – they didn’t have to be. They 
certainly had our respect and their lead guitarist, 
Colin Manley, was one of the best musicians on 
Merseyside. 
 
“The Big Three” are legendary. The hardest 
drummer, Johnny Hutchinson, coupled with a 
great bass player, Johnny Gustafson, and a 
superb lead guitar, Brian Griffiths, who replaced 
Adrian Barber. Sadly, of their recorded output, 
only ‘Some Other Guy’ and the EP “Live at the 
Cavern” give any idea of just how good they were. 
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Gerry Marsden’s first three hits (all number ones, 
as we know) were all ballads so you might get the 
idea that “Gerry and the Pacemakers” were just 
an insipid pop group. In fact, they could rock as 
hard as anyone when they chose to and the 
inclusion of a piano in their line-up gave them a 
different sound. However, there was no doubt that 
Gerry’s great personality was the main asset. 
Looking at him as he is today, a squat bullfrog, 
with a voice to match, it is difficult to believe that in 
the 60’s he was a dapper little figure, a bit like 
Dion (nowhere near as good-looking, of course, 
but with the same build). 
 
“The Undertakers” were highly original; a dynamic 
bunch featuring the great tenor sax of Brian 
Jones. I remember them performing a wild version 
of the ‘Mashed Potato’ at the “Iron Door Club” and 
in the interval, a little comedian came on stage 
and soon collected a crowd with his hilarious 
impressions of Billy Fury and other stars. This was 
Freddy Starr, who still does the same act today 
but for a lot more money! 
 
Another scene that stuck in my mind was Cilla 
Black singing ‘Autumn Leaves’ with the “Big 
Three” at an “Iron Door” All-Nighter. And when 
she sang, those leaves sure started to fall! (The 
tree fell as well and nearly killed me…) 
 
I have mentioned the “Carroll Levis Discoveries” 
Talent Contest and later that year, we entered 
another one, a “Guitar Contest” at the Crane 
Theatre. We had chosen to play ‘Honky Tonk’ as 
the number which would carry us to worldwide 
fame but just before we went on, I discovered to 
my horror that the guitars were way out of tune 
with my sax and there was no time to tune up (we 
hadn’t played together for about a week.) There 
was nothing I could do. I daren’t play a note as I 
was horribly flat so I just had to pretend to play (no 
problem! I had been doing that for years!). The 
audience got to hear just ‘Tonk’ that night, ‘Honky’ 
wasn’t playing! 
 
If you think the Saga of the Silent Saxophonist a 
ridiculous story, how about the Silent Guitarist, 
also on the same show? Later that night, a young 
guitarist bounded on stage, grinned confidently at 
the audience and went into some fast, flashy 
finger work. After a few seconds, he paused and 
the grin was replaced with a frown of annoyance. 
No sound came from his amp. He started fiddling 
with the controls on his guitar. Still nothing. Beads 
of sweat formed on his forehead and the grin 
returned, only this time as ghastly as that of a 
ventriloquist’s dummy. He reached down and 
frantically flicked every switch on the amplifier. 
 
He was suddenly distracted by someone hissing 
instructions from the wings (presumably, the guy 
who had lent him the amp) and cupped his hand 
to his ear in an “I can’t hear you, mate,” gesture. 
The unseen advisor walked stiffly and self-

consciously onto the stage and. reaching down to 
the amp, went “Click”. The amp had not been 
switched on! The great guitar virtuoso had blown 
his chances before he had played a note.  
 
And talking about guitars: the sad story of how we 
had the chance of acquiring one of the greatest 
guitars in the world and lost it. For a time, our van 
was off the road being repaired and we had to lug 
all our gear around in black cabs. One night the 
taxi-driver watched us loading our stuff inside and 
asked us whether we were interested in buying a 
Gretsch guitar that he had bought in the States 
while he was in the Merchant Navy. 
 
 

 
 

George Harrison with the £125 Gretsch. 
 
It was a black “Country Gentleman” for which he 
wanted about £125. When I tell you that this 
represented three months wages, you will 
understand why we had to say no, even though I 
am sure it was the only one on Merseyside at that 
time. George Harrison bought it! The “Beatles” 
were making quite a bit of money then as they 
were full-time so they could afford it. Years later, I 
showed John Day a photo of Harrison playing the 
Gretsch at the “Cavern”. “That was the same 
guitar, John, wasn’t it?” I innocently enquired. 
John tore the book out of my hands and hurled it 
violently across the room, cursing eloquently! 

 
(To be continued) 
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HOLD THE THIRD PAGE! 
 

 
 
Well Kats and Kittens, what can I say? Such an 
overwhelming response back in June when I 
asked you loyal 'Tales From The Woods' 
subscribers to help trace the various members of 
The Prowlers (Eddie Sheldon’s backing group). 
Oh boy, what sleuths you make - we came up 
trumps didn’t we?  
 
 
First we found lead guitarist Lenny Betts, well and 
very much alive, living in happy retirement at 
Freshwater Bay on the Isle of Wight. To say he 
sounded surprised when yours truly contacted him 
by phone would be an understatement. Once the 
initial shock had subsided he chatted freely 
without prompting from me. The years simply 
rolled away as he recalled those glory days with 
Eddie - although in honesty I have to say it was 
possible to detect a tone of bitterness on speaking 
of that wet dismal evening back in 1963 when 
Eddie dumped both his girlfriend Sue along with 
The Prowlers outside the Cross Keys in 
Edmonton.  
 
 
Lenny spoke in a near whisper as he recalled how 
The Prowlers struggled on for a couple of years 
without Eddie. Singers came and went but no one 
could replace Eddie until the band finally called it a 
day during the summer of 1965. Sadly, Lenny 
placed his guitar back into its case rarely picking it 
up again except for his own amusement. 
Naturally, Lenny was keen to put me in touch with 
his younger brother ‘Kid’ Betts who has only 
recently returned to the U.K. after spending nearly 
thirty years living in Australia, picking up a young 
25-year-old bride en route, who he met in 
Bangkok. Now residing in a fashionable part of 
Camden Town and obviously well primed by his 
elder brother, by the time I contacted ‘Kid’ a few 
days later the element of surprise had worn off. 
Although happy to talk for a while about the old 
days, his life now with his young bride seemed far 
more exciting to him than being in a sweaty 
Rock'n'Roll band.  
 

So Kats, to be brutally honest as marvellously 
unexpected as it was to trace the whereabouts of 
Lenny Betts and, in turn, his younger brother, I 
never believed in a million years it would be 
possible to find the remaining two. Can you 
imagine both the joy and total disbelief on the 
handsome, wise face of mine when a fax arrived a 
little over four weeks ago from one of our less 
mature 'Tales From The Woods' subscribers?  
 
 
Calum Russell a.k.a. Young Grunge up there in 
bonny Sutherland, north west Scotland, faxed to 
say that he had discovered drummer Tony Walsh 
playing in a seventies style rock band at the 
Clachan Bar at Lochinver. Calum stated in his fax 
that, upon discovering who he had found playing 
in this tiny village pub, he ran the three miles to 
his home to pick up the April/June editions of 
'Tales From The Woods' before running all the 
way back again by which time the gig had 
finished. Tony was relaxing on a bar stool with a 
litre jug of Guinness in his hand when Calum 
showed him the mags. He was not too far into the 
article with an expression of total disbelief on his 
face when he staggered unsteadily to his feet 
before collapsing in a drunken, shocked state onto 
the floor.  
 
 
By the time I contacted him Tony had both 
sobered up and marginally recovered from the 
shock. I tell you Kats, this phone call cost me a 
fortune. Eat your heart out Ray Topping, this guy 
can really bunny. Unlike the other members Tony 
has never stopped playing. After The Prowlers 
split up back in ’65 he played in a number of 
London based R&B bands including, for a brief 
period, The Syndicats. Marrying his first wife in the 
late 1960s, the newly weds moved to 
Cambridgeshire, he spent five years playing in 
Fenlands cult band If, narrowly missing the big 
time with a few near hit singles including one 
‘Judy Blue Eyes’ which I remember getting heavy 
air play on pirate radio back then. Disappointed by 
an album that went nowhere, the band split and so 
did Tony’s wife. Tony hit the road with his own 
pseudo metal outfit The Tony Walsh Band 
including his second wife on bass guitar.  
 
 
As the 70s rolled into the 80s, years of alcohol 
and substance abuse took their toll. Spending 
much of the 1980s in an alcohol and drug induced 
haze, he waved goodbye to his second wife and 
his band. Married for the third time he worked as a 
cashier on a permanent night shift at a petrol 
station before spending much of the 1990s 
detained at Her Majesty’s Pleasure after 
accidentally blowing up the safe (and the petrol 
station) and taking its contents home for safe 
keeping.  The years spent in Strangeways jail 
were, not surprisingly, regarded by Tony as hitting 
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rock bottom. Could things get worse? Well, yes 
they did actually.  
 
 
His third wife fled the nest with a male stripper she 
met at a hen night. Tony is now married for the 
fourth time, (described by Tony as a buxom, fiery 
red head of Norwegian stock) and playing with his 
band by night while working as a deck hand on 
the Caledonian McByrne ferry by day.  
 
 
A truly amazing story Kats, don’t you think? But, 
wait for it… this is not the end. Oh no just as I 
thought Tony had nothing else to tell he dropped 
the bombshell. Throughout all these long years he 
had kept in touch with the one time rhythm 
guitarist and sometime piano player of The 
Prowlers, Dave Smith. The one time Central Line 
tube train driver has long since denounced his 
Rock'n'Roll lifestyle after a religious experience 
whilst driving his tube train through the tunnels 
close to Bethnal Green. Now a devout Jehovah’s 
Witness, he runs a thriving fish and chip shop in 
Scunthorpe.  
 

 
From the left – Kid Betts, Eddie Sheldon, 

Lenny Betts, Dave Smith, Tony Walsh 

 
 
Well Kats, isn’t that amazing? Eddie in Grimsby 
and Dave in Scunthorpe, living so close to each 
other and yet their paths destined not to cross. 
That is until now - because on Saturday 25

th
 

August an Eddie Sheldon and The Prowlers 
reunion was held at the Dublin Castle in Camden 
Town. I met an excited and very emotional Eddie 
at Kings Cross station returning to London for the 
first time in eighteen year on what would prove to 
be the hottest day of the year. Soon we were 
making our way over to Camden Town to meet 
The Prowlers who were waiting for him. An 
entertaining evening was spent reliving old times, 
recalling faces and places, but best of all their fire 
had been re-ignited. They are to play at least one 
reunion gig which your wonderful editor will no 
doubt be responsible for putting on somewhere 
around ole London town. So watch this space – it 
really is gonna happen. 

 
 

                   
 

May I express a big “Thank you” to all those loyal 
fans who turned out for the 'Tales From The 
Woods' benefit gig at the Buzz Bar in Battersea 
High Street on Saturday 18

th
 August? And a 

special big thanks for your kind donations – truly 
appreciated. Despite every attempt to sabotage 
the evening by the Buzz Bar management i.e. by 
kindly neither letting us know or attempting to 
demonstrate the new decks that had been put in 
since our last gig there, or equally not supplying 
the equipment to show our advertised videos. 
Tony and I apologise for not being able to present 
half of our advertised program. Congratulations to 
D.J. Kristof who was able to pull it off despite the 
odds. Equally I apologise for a few cock-ups as I 
struggled to come to terms with the unfamiliar 
equipment, not helped by sarcastic remarks 
hurled at me from behind the bar by one half of 
the Buzz Bar management. I certainly do not 
apologise for the personal abuse I levelled at him 
from behind the decks. 
 
 
Right, let’s get one thing straight here Barry - it 
was you who wanted the gig, not me, so the least 
you could do is treat our friends, the music, along 
with Tony and myself with a little respect - that 
ain’t too much to ask. A little education in common 
decency is desperately needed. In the closed 
society in which you choose to imprison yourself 
you might just be able to get away with it but in the 
outside world it’s a different story. A suggestion 
Barry – how about instead of Quiz Nights, setting 
up a black board with chalk. Tony and I will quite 
happily give up a couple of hours of our time to 
educate you in the basic rules of etiquette. No 
wonder your pub is virtually empty every day of 
the week. This was truly the final straw - NEVER 
AGAIN. 

 
 
 

                   
 
 
 

Utrecht is only three months away - don’t time fly 
folks? Seems just like weeks since we were last 
at the annual mega blues feast. If you’ve got loads 
of guilders left over you’ve got to spend them all 
because early next year the guilder, along with the 
franc, the deutschmark etc. will cease to exist. Not 
here of course – New Labour (New Subservience) 
have still not decided when we will fall into line 
with our European neighbours and join the Euro. 
Will we, won’t we, when will we syndrome seems 
likely to continue for a while yet. I can’t wait - the 
sooner the better!  
 
 
We here at the 'Tales From The Woods' editorial 
board look forward to the day when Europe is 
united under one flag, one constitution, from 
Aberdeen to Athens with one bill of rights, when 
all nationalistic flag waving bullshit is all part of 
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history. Seems far-fetched, idealistic – well, 
certainly at present in view of the events of these 
past few years. The anachronistic Balkan states 
committing acts suitably attuned to the dark ages 
as well as closer to home too, none of which any 
of us would choose to be reminded. A united 
states of Europe for want of a better word. It will 
happen, of course - certainly not in the lifetime of 
you beloved readers, not even the very youngest 
ones. Maybe a child being born today could 
perhaps live to see it. Now there’s a thought! 
Maybe one day in years future, a faded, worn 
copy of 'Tales From The Woods' will be found.  
 
 
Can you imagine their surprise to discover such a 
person as I, so forward thinking actually existed at 
the dawn of the 21

st
 century? Surely a monument 

they will build in my hometown of Tottenham. 
Pilgrims of political free thinkers will travel far 
across the globe to gaze dewy eyed up at me, 
lifting their children to touch the hem of my 
garment. “Now here was a man” they will whisper, 
“a man of wisdom so, an intellect equal to any in 
world history.”  

 

                   
 

 “Prattle 

from the 

Papard” 
 

Rock'n'Roll, Riots 
and Revolution - 

Pappy's 
Reminiscences.  

 
 
 

PART I - THE 1950s 
 
I somehow managed to live through the 1950s 
with only the vaguest notions of what Rock’n’Roll 
was all about. Somehow the whole era seems to 
have passed me by, till I caught up with it around 
1964. I am sure many of the youngsters who go to 
Hemsby imagine the 1950s was a golden age 
when rockabilly and Rock’n’Roll records filled the 
charts, and cats'n'chicks dressed in cool clothes 
and rode around in pink Cadillacs. Well maybe it 
was like that in the States, but that's not how I 
remember the 1950s here in London. 
 
 
Until my parents separated in 1951 we lived in 
fairly affluent surroundings in West Hampstead, 
and owned a radiogram. The only records I 
remember playing on that were 'Walking My Baby 
Back Home' and Katachurian's 'The Sabre 
Dance'. At a very early age I used to love boppin' 

around to the latter, and to this day my mother 
reckons this was the record which turned me on to 
Rock’n’Roll. 
 
 
After my parents split, our standard of living 
declined somewhat as we moved in with my 
maternal grandparents in Wood Green. No longer 
did we have our own restaurant business, or drive 
around in a car. The radiogram was left behind 
too, but in the early Wood Green years we did 
have a wind-up gramophone. The only record I 
remember playing on that was 'I Thought I Saw a 
Puddy-cat' by Tweety Pie. Not exactly Rock’n’Roll! 
 
 
I used to go regularly to the Saturday morning 
pictures, where Uncle Dave and his Wurlitzer 
organ used to encourage us to sing-along with the 
latest hits of the day. This was, however, before 
the Rock’n’Roll era I presume, as the songs I 
remember are things like ‘I Love To Go A-
Wandering’, ‘Over The Mountains Over The Sea’,’ 
I See The Moon The Moon Sees Me’, ‘How Much 
Is That Doggy In the Window’, ‘In A Tiny House 
By A Tiny Stream’ and similar tunes. We were 
also encouraged to sing with great gusto along 
with our very own ABC Minors' Choir the ABC 
Minors' Song: 
 

'We are the boys and girls well known as 
minors of the ABC 

And every Saturday we line up to see the films 
we like and shout about with glee 

We like to laugh and have our sing song, what 
a happy crowd are we 

We're all pals together, we're minors of the A-
B-C!’ 

 
These last three initials were shouted out at the 
top of our voice, and we all wore fluorescent ABC 
minors’ badges that glowed green in the dark and 
made us all radioactive. Later I committed 
absolute treachery by switching to the Gaumont 
Saturday morning picture club, but I must say it 
never seemed the same. Not that we were really 
'all pals together' at the ABC, all the films shown 
seemed to be accompanied by us kids screaming 
and throwing things at each other throughout the 
whole performance whilst usherettes tried in vain 
to keep some sort of order. Then we'd rush out 
onto the yard at the back, climb up the pile of coke 
that was kept there, and throw that about. Great 
fun! The ABC Bowes Road where all this took 
place was a Jehovah's Witness Kingdom Hall last 
time I passed along this stretch of the North 
Circular, but it was more like Bedlam Hall when 
me and my brother frequented it. 
 
 
I remember hearing about Rock’n’Roll and asking 
my mother what it was all about. She wouldn't let 
me go and see Rock Around The Clock and told 
me Rock’n’Roll was an awful American music, 
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which common people liked and which caused 
riots wherever it was played. On no account could 
I go and get mixed up with Teddy-boys tearing up 
cinema seats. 
 
 
I don't remember hearing any Rock’n’Roll on the 
BBC Home Service or Light Program, which was 
all we listened to. The nearest was Richard Lyon 
in Life With The Lyons telling their Scottish cook 
Aggie (Molly Weir) that he had the latest Bill Haley 
version of ‘Rockin' Through The Rye’. Other 
programs we listened to (we had no TV till 1958) 
were Journey Into Space, Meet The Huggets, 
Take It From Here, The Billy Cotton Band Show, 
etc - not a trace of Rock’n’Roll anywhere. 
 
 
I remember rushing home from school one day 
saying I'd seen the girls in the hall doing 
Rock’n’Roll. In fact they were just doing gymnastic 
exercises, swaying from side to side in time to 
music, and I just imagined this must be 
Rock’n’Roll! Suddenly all the boys started turning 
up at school with lurid green and pink sox with 
'Rock’n’Roll' printed all over them in black 
lettering, and then we all started teaching each 
other the words to Bill Haley's ‘Rock Around The 
Clock’. We also learned alternative words to 
various songs including the Popeye cartoon 
theme, ‘Lady of Spain’, and Michael Holiday's 
'Catch A Falling Star'. Only the last one is fit to be 
reproduced here, the others being rather obscene. 
The Russians had just launched Sputnik in 
October 1957, Holiday's hit was high in the charts 
and everybody at school was singing: “Catch a 
falling Sputnik, put it in a matchbox, send it to the 
USA”. Hardly Rock’n’Roll, but then the 1950s era 
to me was full of singers like Michael Holiday and 
Alma Cogan. I'd never heard of Gene Vincent or 
Chuck Berry, let alone any of the rockabilly artists 
like Warren Smith, Sonny Burgess, etc. 
 
 
I had one friend who seemed up on the latest 
scenes. He used to show me books of nude 
women, and we fantasised together about Diana 
Dors. My mother didn't approve of him at all. One 
lunchtime he took me to his house and played me 
his latest records - the Elvis ‘Jailhouse Rock’ EP 
and Little Richard's ‘Keep A-Knockin' were two I 
remember. This was really my first introduction to 
Rock’n’Roll, and I was amazed at the little 45 
records which Peter demonstrated could be bent 
without breaking. All I knew about were the old 
78s. 
 
 
At school dances at the end of term I'd hear some 
Rock’n’Roll when fellow-pupils brought along their 
Everly Brothers, Elvis and Johnny and the 
Hurricanes records. The boys would all sit and 
watch whilst the girls and teachers danced. 

In 1958 I spent much of the year in hospital for 
various operations and I had the rare opportunity 
to listen to music on the radio. I don't know if it 
was tuned in to Radio Luxemburg or the BBC 
Light Program, but lying there all day I heard 
something which resembled Rock’n’Roll through 
the headphones. Hardly Rock’n’Roll classics – 
‘Witch Doctor’ and ‘Kewpie Doll’ being the two 
numbers I remember hearing most. The Jerry Lee 
scandal completely passed me by - I don't 
remember even hearing of his name till the early 
1960s. Then I got him mixed up with British rocker 
Terry Dene, and thought it was Jerry Lee who left 
the army after a week's National Service. That's 
how out-of-touch I was. 
 
 
At my last school, Tottenham Technical College, I 
remember Derek, a fellow pupil, was always 
singing Gene Vincent's ‘Be-bop-a-lula’, but this 
meant nothing to me as I was not familiar with the 
song or the singer. I was very square in those 
days, and some of the boys tried to encourage me 
to get my hair styled. I wore a short back and 
sides job reminiscent of Hitler's hairstyle and wore 
the squarest clothes. I never owned a pair of 
jeans till well into the 1960s. 
 
 
Although we acquired a second-hand TV from my 
dad sometime in 1958, I don't remember seeing 
Oh Boy or 6.5 Special on it. I think I saw Cool For 
Cats a few times. Popeye cartoons were the 
favourite programs of myself and my brother, 
which we used to watch at full volume till our mum 
got in from work and told us to turn it down. My 
best friend, Michael, who sadly was knocked 
down by a car and died on my 15th birthday, was 
a bit more with-it and used to record Oh Boy on 
his tape recorder. All I remember him playing to 
me was a song called ‘Dirty Old Town’ which he 
sung as Dirty Old Man. He used to make me turn 
my collar up to try to make me look like a Teddy 
boy. I don't remember actually seeing any Teddy 
boys in the 1950s, though there was a big, hulking 
character at school who slouched around like an 
ape and who everyone called Teddy boy Marlon. 
He didn't wear any of the Teddy boy clothes as far 
as I remember. 
 
So I hardly had a rockin' 50s, but the 60s were 
soon to change all that! 

(To be continued) 

Tony “Happy Pappy” Papard. 

 
                   

 

A QUICK MUD WINKLER 
 

It's the summer of 1961 and Bobby goes to pick up his 

date, Peggy Sue. When he goes to the front door, 

Peggy Sue's father answers and invites him in. "Peggy 

Sue's not ready yet, so why don't you have a seat?" he 

says. 
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"That's cool,” says Bobby. Peggy Sue's father asks 

Bobby what they are planning to do. Bobby replies 

politely that they will probably just go to the malt shop 

or to a drive-in movie. 

 

Peggy Sue's father responds, "Why don't you kids go 

out and screw? I hear all of the kids are doing it." 

Naturally this comes as quite a surprise to Bobby and 

he says, "Whaaaat?"  

 

"Yeah," says Peggy Sue's father, "Peggy Sue really 

likes to; she'd screw all night if we let her!" Bobby's 

eyes light up and he smiles from ear to ear. 

Immediately, he has revised the plans for the evening. 

 

A few minutes later, Peggy Sue comes downstairs and 

announces that she's ready to go. Almost breathless 

with anticipation, Bobby escorts his date out the front 

door while dad is saying, "Have a good evening, kids," 

with a wink for Bobby. 

 

About 20 minutes later, a thoroughly dishevelled Peggy 

Sue rushes back into the house, slams the door behind 

her and screams at her father... "DAMMIT, DADDY! 

THE TWIST!!! IT'S CALLED THE TWIST!!!" 

 
 

                   
 

SOUL KITCHEN 
 

Welcome to SOUL KITCHEN 
number 3. Many thanks to the 
many readers who have said 
they enjoy Soul Kitchen. It can 

only get better. The Kitchen is really smoking this 
time with plenty of hot soul food. With reference to 
the Marvin Sease review in SK2, 'Condom On 
Your Tongue', I have been asked a question 
which, unfortunately, I cannot answer. How to 
keep a condom on the tongue. Not to let my 
readers down, I have researched this, but failed 
miserably. I guess the only person who can 
answer this (apart from Mr Sease, who's very 
busy doing I can guess what!) is the one, the only, 
Dr Dale. I'm sure the much-travelled Doctor would 
have encountered this behaviour before. So my 
soul children, be patient and await his step-by-
step guide in the next issue of TFTW. Don't try 
this at home alone. 
 

CD OF THE MONTH 
KING'S SERIOUS SOUL - 
TOO MUCH PAIN –  
Kent 194 

 
Our good friends at Ace keep churning out their 
Kent Soul Compilations. Always good, always 
worth purchasing and this latest release is no 
exception. This time they raid the King group of 

labels, and come up with possibly the CD of the 
year. Wherever you dip your wick, you find some 
real serious soul. It's that good, that to even 
attempt to pick a few standout tracks to review is 
nearly impossible. Lets say it covers the whole 
spectrum of southern soul, gritty southern-fried, 
emotive vocals, downtempo passion, deep, deep, 
deeeep soul. 
 
I have never heard of most of the artistes on 
display, but as always the excellent Kent liner 
notes bring them to you like long lost friends. It's a 
crime to pick one track, but if I have to it's Jimmy 
Braswell's 'I Can't Give You My Heart' powerful 
stuff, deep soul perfection. Rock’n’Rollers, I don't 
think this CD is for you, but if you bounce across 
many music tastes, then this is a must buy. 

 

RATING (out of 5) 5+ Soulboys 

 
 

RANDOM DIP. 
 
JIMMY HUGHES - 'MIDNIGHT AFFAIR' –  
US Fame 1000 
 
Haven’t we struck lucky again? To be honest 
Jimmy Hughes, in my opinion, did record some 
mediocre material during his time at Fame. But 
'Midnight Affair' is a dead slow goody, recorded in 
Fame recording studio down in Muscle Shoals. 
Opening with chiming bells, then the girl chorus 
calling "Midnight Affair" and in comes Jimmy ‘I Got 
To Have You, Honey Tonight’ (sit down Dr Dale) 
lazy guitars, twinkling seductive piano, and 
Jimmy's wailing vocals. 100% soul. His best! 
 
Jimmy Hughes was born in 1938 in Leighton, 
Alabama. As with many of the great soul singers, 
Jimmy began singing in a church choir, The 
Singing Clouds. At eight years of age he was 
showing enough talent to be given the chance to 
sing lead. Reaching his teens he decided on a 
singing career, spending many years with a 
variety of gospel and spiritual groups. 1963 saw 
Jimmy turn to secular music. Producer Rick Hall 
of Fame Records persuaded him to cut his first 
sides. The result being his first record 'I'm 
Qualified' US Jamie, which although gaining a lot 
of air play throughout the Southern States, failed 
to chart. In 1964 it was a different story with his 
second release 'Steal Away'/'Lollipops, Lace and 
Lipstick' US Fame. This particular record has a 
place in the history of soul music, being the first 
record totally masterminded at Fame (no longer 
our tobacco barn, Fame had now moved to 
Avalon Avenue studio) the first hit for the new 
studio, and the first 45 on the Fame label. Rick 
Hall was unable to find an outlet for one such 
master, so he decided to go it alone by forming 
the Fame label. 
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'Steal Away', a gospel-influenced adultery saga, 
has Hughes crying and wailing, and was a huge 
hit on the R&B charts, even managing 17 pop. 
This launched his career, putting him on the 
endless circuit of one-nighters. Follow up singles 
failed to make much impact until 1966 when the 
compulsive 'Neighbor Neighbor'/'It's A Good 
Thing', US Fame, saw Hughes storm both R&B 
and Pop charts once again.(I remember Graham 
Bond always performing a storming live version of 
'Neighbor Neighbor') Actually the B side, an 
Oldham-Penn number 'Its A Good Thing' has 
always had more spins on my deck than the A 
side. An underrated up-tempo jogger. 1967 saw 
'Why Not Tonight', another R&B chart success. 
He failed to chart again for Fame. A move to 
Atlantic Records, then to Stax/Volt achieved only 
minor chart success, although 1968 saw 'I Like 
Everything About You' climb to R&B 21, this being 
his last chart record. 
 
Always the reluctant artist, lacking any real 
ambition to be a celebrity, he retired from music 
altogether in 1974, dying of cancer in January 
1997. 
 

JIMMY HUGHES US 45 DISCOGRAPHY. 
Jamie  1290   I'm Qualified/My Loving Time: 

1963 
Guyden 2075   I'm Qualified/My Loving Time: 

1963 
Fame   6401  Steal Away/Lollypops, Lace, and 

Lipstick: 1964. 
   6403  Try Me/Lovely Ladies: 1964 
     6404  I'm Getting Better/I Want Justice: 

1964 
   6407  Good-bye My Lover Good-bye/It 

Was Nice: 1964 
   6410  You Really Know How To Hurt A 

Guy/??: 1964 
Fame   1000  Midnight Affair/When It Comes To 

Dancing: 1965 
   1002  Everybody Lets Dance/You Might 

As Well Forget Him 
   1003  Neighbor Neighbor/It's A Good 

Thing: 1966 
   1006  A Shot Of Rhythm & Blues/I 

Worship The Ground You Walk 
On 

   1011  Why Not Tonight/I'm A Man Of 
Action: 1967 

   1014  Don't Lose Your Good Thing/You 
Can't Believe Everything You 
Hear 

   1015  Hi-heel Sneakers/Time Will Bring 
You Back 

Atlantic  2454   It ain't what you got/Uncle Sam: 
1967 

Volt   4002  I Like Everything About You/What 
Side Of The Door: 1968 

     4008   Let Em Down Baby/Sweet Things 
You Do: 1969 

     4017  Chains Of Love/??: 1969 
     4024  I'm So Glad/??: 1969 

Stax     Just Ain't Strong As I Used To 
Be/??: 1971 

 
 
 

JUDY CLAY 
It was with great sadness, when at the last meet 
up I learnt of the latest loss to our music, the 
death of Judy Clay on July 19 aged 62, from 
complications following a car accident. 
 
One of my most played 45s is a little gem on 
Atlantic from 1969, a duet with Billy Vera 
’Reaching For The Moon’ a gospel influenced 
cracker, alas failing to chart anywhere. 
 
Judith Guions (Judy Clay) was born September 12 
1938 in St Paul, North Carolina. Judith, as with 
many of the great soul artists, began singing in 
church at a very early age. Moving to Brooklyn, 
New York via Fayetteville, North Carolina with her 
grandmother in the early fifties, she soon joined a 
church choir that also sang on Sunday night radio 
broadcasts. Returning to North Carolina the young 
Judith longed to return to New York. She did, 
staying with a girl friend under the watchful eye of 
a church minister. Lee Warrick Drinkard of the 
Drinkard Singers adopted her and, from the age 
of 14, became a regular member of the family 
gospel group in 1953 (the group was originally 
formed in 1938). Judith was in good company - 
Cissy Houston, Dionne Warwick, Dee Dee 
Warwick, plus other family members. Judith 
regularly shared lead vocal duties with the other 
girls. Three Drinkard Singers albums were 
released in the fifties which feature Judy. The 
Drinkards name was dropped as the girls pursued 
a secular path, which lead to the formation of a 
unique team of recording session back up singers 
- Cissy, Dee Dee, Dionne, and Judy. What a line 
up. Their first session was with Ronnie Hawkins 
and the Hawks. Incidentally after subsequent 
changes the group emerged as The Sweet 
Inspirations. 
 
In the early 60's Judith becomes Judy Clay, and 
begins her own, if not too successful solo career, 
with releases in 1961/62 on Ember, 1963 Lavette, 
1964/65 Scepter. Her next port of call in 1967 was 
to Stax in Memphis, via Atlantic Records, where 
she recorded 'You Can't Run Away From Your 
Heart'. A return to New York, and with Atlantic 
Records she finally makes the charts in 1968 with 
'Storybook Children' and 'Country Girl - City Man' 
both duets with Billy Vera. No more success for 
the duo finds Judy back at Stax. A chance 
meeting with William Bell after Judy had finished a 
recording session results in her biggest chart 
success, 17 R&B, 75 US Pop, 8 UK Pop in late 
1968,a duet with William Bell - 'Private Number' 
which was originally written with Otis Redding and 
Carla Thomas in mind. A solo outing 'Bed of 
Roses' failed, but another duet with William Bell 
'My Baby Specialises' charted. After another solo 
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release 'Sister Pitiful' failed to chart, it was back to 
Atlantic to cut my favourite, with Billy Vera, 
'Reachin’ For The Moon', which was recorded for 
Atlantic at the Fame studio (was everything 
recorded there?) down in Muscle Shoals. Alas this 
gem was non-charting. She did follow this up with 
a solo R&B Hit in 1969 'Greatest Love', which was 
recorded at the 'Reachin' session. Judy continued 
during the 70s as an in demand session singer, 
but major surgery in the late 70s forced her into 
retirement. A brief return in the eighties was short 
lived, finally giving up the music business for her 
family and home life, although she occasionally 
made an odd excursion into gospel work. 
 
Judy is survived by a sister, brother, two children, 
and four grandchildren. 
 
 
 
 

LIVE REPORT 
WELCOME ONCE AGAIN TO DAVID CARROLL. 

THIS TIME HE HAS FOUND HIS SOUL AND 
REPORTS FROM THE ITALIAN RIVIERA. 

 
Tre notte in Italia 
Sweet Soul Music and a chance of three days of 
summer weather in Bologna was too good to 
miss. Well, I would have preferred the normal 
location of the small town of Porretta up in the hills 
of Emilia Romagna but for commercial reasons 
the 14th edition of the festival had been switched 
to Bologna. The result was just as successful as 
the festivals of the past but with no discernible 
increase in numbers. Set in an enclosed area in 
the Montagnola Park, there was plenty of seating 
with an impressive gantry to the rear of the sound 
desk. 
 
The backing musicians for all the artistes were put 
together under the title of The Memphis Rhythm 
and Blues All Star Band under the leadership of 
Lanny McMillan (saxophone). The rest of the band 
comprised Paul Brown (keyboards), Charlie Wood 
(hammond organ), David Bowen (guitar), Dwayne 
Thomas (bass guitar), Austin Bradley (drums), 
Jim Spake (baritone sax), Brenda Rutledge 
(trombone) and Scott Thompson (trumpet). Most 
of them were long time regulars and Paul Brown 
was the MD for Ann Peebles and Don Bryant. 
Each night the band enjoyed one number on 
which to warm their chops before showtime 
proper began. 
 
Therefore, it was somewhat of a surprise on 
Thursday when, after completing the warm up, all 
of the band left the stage except for drummer 
Austin Bradley who took over the keyboards and 
sang three gospel numbers with the assistance of 
Paul Brown who moved to the Hammond organ 
for the first two numbers. The final number, an 
acapella version of 'God Has Smiled On 
Me/Amazing Grace', did nothing to dispel the 

notion that whilst heartfelt, this section of the 
proceedings was a little out of place. 
 
Unfortunately, on this evening the Sweet 
Inspirations were limited to only one number, but 
what followed was the first sight for many of 
renowned songwriter but not so renowned singer, 
Don Bryant, whose recording history was almost 
entirely restricted to the sixties. Subsequently he 
had moved closer to the Church and it was not 
surprising therefore, to be witnessing a gospel set. 
However witnessing became somewhat of a 
difficulty at one point as the smoke machine went 
on double time, but you could still make out the 
crimson shirt and matching shoes and hear his 
wonderful voice as he ran through some of the 
tracks from his forthcoming CD. It is to be titled 

It's All In The Word, and was recorded with Larry 
Dodson of the Barkays and promises to be a very 
fine album. Numbers such as 'Higher In The 
Service', 'In My Father's House', 'My God', 'He's 
Alright' and the title track gave ample evidence of 
his talent as both a songwriter and a singer. It was 
sheer joy to be there. 
 
Next up, as the rain began to fall, was wife and 
much better known singer Ann Peebles. Her voice 
has lost hardly anything from the high (sic) period 
of her career and she immediately slipped into a 
groove with numbers such as ‘99 lbs’, ‘Full Time 
Lover’, ‘Breaking Up Someone's Home’ and ‘Tear 
Your Playhouse Down’. She was then joined on 
stage for a duet with her husband and as the rain 
got worse, it seemed inevitable that the set would 
have to be brought to a premature close. It 
certainly was, but not before a thunder and rain 
start to the appropriately titled 'I Can't Stand The 
Rain'. Of course as we turned to leave, the rain 
stopped. However there was to be no more. 
 
Friday was the debut of who was for many the star 
performer at last year's Utrecht(?) the 
immaculately dressed Mr Clay Hammond. 
Supported by the ever-enthusiastic Sweet 
Inspirations (watching them enjoy the music was 
enjoyment in itself), Clay started with 'Streets Will 
Love You To Death'. Judging by the reaction of a 
large proportion of the Italian audience, he was 
clearly new to them. However it wasn't long before 
his magic was working as he delved back to his 
Kent recordings 'I'll Make It Up To You', 'Got A 
Letter This Morning' and 'You Brought It All On 
Yourself'. A superb singer, emotive, yet always in 
control. This was definitely soul heaven. 
 
Well there was no way to top that but get more 
soulful. And fortunately it was her turn to sing and 
striding on to the stage in black trousers and a 
black top just about held together at the back was 
Miss Bettye Lavette. Without her band but with her 
MD for donkey's years Rudy Robinson, it was still 
a remarkable performance. Straight into her 
recordings for Atlantic (the label that should have 
made her a big star), then 'He Made A Woman 
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Out Of Me' during which the evidence was nearly 
provided save for repairs from the side of the 
stage courtesy of the Sweet Inspirations. If you 
thought the recording of ‘Let Me Down Easy' was 
deep then Bettye's live rendition is just about as 
deep as it gets. So emotionally draining, it was a 
wonder the set didn't end there and then. But after 
a brief respite with 'My Man's He's A Lovin' Man', 
she ended with a heart wrenching, tear jerking 
performance of Etta James' 'Damn Your Eyes'. 
 
How could a soul show follow what had been laid 
down so far? “With the Blues Brothers” I hear you 
say. Well almost. It was time for some crossover 
soul. The sort of soul that was popular enough for 
your auntie and the checkout girl at your local 
supermarket to like. After a superb blasting 
version of 'Soulfinger' by The Memphis Horns, 
Mrs SheWhoMustBe, the better half of Mr & Mrs 
Sam Moore, introduced Mr Sam Moore, the better 
half of Sam and Dave. “Are you ready for the soul 
man? Well hold on, he's coming”.  
 
And there he was, in a beige safari come pyjama 
suit. A google eyed, smiling Sam Moore, 
launching into 'Hold On I'm Coming' and the Stax 
hits just kept on coming! 'Knock On Wood', 'I Take 
What I Want', 'Ain't That A Lotta Love'. This was 
interrupted by a tribute “to a colleague and friend, 
Billy Preston” 'You're So Beautiful To Me' written 
by Andrew Love. Then it was back to the hits with 
'I Thank You' and 'If Something Is Wrong With My 
Baby’. The band was locked in a soul groove, 
topped by The Memphis Horns and spiced by the 
Sweet Inspirations. The audience was up on its 
feet, the lunatics had taken over any available 
dance space and instead of calling for the 
Samaritans, Sam started mimicking one of the 
dancers with a strange little hop/jump. The good 
time was rammed home with 'Soul Man’, which 
gradually turned into 'Dance To The Music'. 
Everyone was on a high but Sam knew how to 
bring them back down to earth. So 'Amazing 
Grace' was the end to a most wonderful evening. 
 
The last night is traditionally an end of term affair 
when all the artistes who have appeared over the 
whole of the festival turn up, but usually for a 
shorter slot. The proceedings (originally set to 
start at 8:00 p.m. but deferred without notice to 
9:00 p.m.) were commenced with an Italian 
marching band a la Dirty Dozen but paradoxically 
named Funk-Off. The audience reaction was 
generally good and I even heard one respected 
member of the audience chanting their name. 
 
First off for showtime were The Sweet 
Inspirations, sadly without Sylvia Shemwell, who 
has suffered a stroke, and also Portia Griffith, who 
had been with them for several years. But even 
with the two very recent replacements, they 
sounded as wonderful as previous encounters 
ending their set with the perennially uplifting 
'Sweet Inspiration'. There followed the first of four 

instrumental breaks hosted by the Memphis horns 
as they served up a plate of 'Green Onions'. 
 
Then it was the turn of Clay Hammond with 
another gem of a set in which he relied on only 
one number from his set from the previous 
evening but did include 'Part Time Love', the song 
he wrote and should have had a hit with (but Little 
Johnnie Taylor got there first). Time for a second 
break and for the Memphis Horns to get their 
teeth into a 'Philly Dog'. 
 
Next up was the rasping voice of Bettye Lavette 
and 'Right In The Middle Of Falling In Love'. Well 
actually it was right at the end that she had to 
excuse herself with a worsening throat condition. 
But we still had last night to remember. Third 
break for the still hungry Memphis Horns and we 
got a visit from the 'Watermelon Man'. 
 
Don Bryant was the next visitor with two of his 
gospel songs and then Ann Peebles appeared for 
three numbers before another instrumental break 
from the Memphis Horns with a post prandial 'Last 
Night'. This was followed by a presentation for 
Juke Blues magazine for its contribution to Soul 
Music, which was accepted by the resplendent 
Dicky Tapp who manfully responded in Italian 
which could have done nothing but good for 
Anglo-Italian relations. 
 
Then top of the bill Sam Moore was back for a 
much shorter set than last night, his voice slightly 
worse for wear. Finally the rest of the star cast 
joined him for a rousing version of 'Sweet Soul 
Music' before Sam wound down a wonderful 
festival with a reprise of 'Amazing Grace'. Now if 
only someone could bring the festival to England. 

DAVID CARROLL. 

 

 
 
 

BIRTHDAY SPOT 
ROBERT DICKEY (BOBBY PURIFY) 2nd 
September (Born 1939) 
BETTY WRIGHT     21st September (Born 1953) 
 
 
 
 

REMEMBERING 
No one to remember this time around, so we had 
two birthdays instead. 
 
 
 
 

WACKY LINES 
"I can fly higher than an eagle, with your wind 
under my wings"...'Heroes' Gladys Knight. 
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SEPTEMBER SOUL OUT 
Sep 29th R KELLY     London Arena (A John 
Howard must see) 
Sep 30th Excello Rhythm & Blues legends, EARL 
GAINES & AL GARNER 100 Club  (A Soulboy 
must see) 
 
Having just finished this I have just learnt of yet 
another sad loss to the soul world - the death of 
Betty Everett on the 20th August. Tribute 
elsewhere in the magazine.  

 
So until next time. Keep 
on keeping on.   

Soulboy 
 
 
 

                   
 

SHAKY LEE'S 

SEPTEMBER 

SCRAPBOOK 
 
 
Salutations to our boppin' birthday boys for 
September:-  
1st, Shake It Up - Conway Twitty (1933)-died 
5/6/93  
7th Rave On - Buddy Holly (1936)-died 3/2/59  
11th, I Want A New Girl Now - Ben Hewitt (1935)  
12th, Rock It - George 'Thumper' Jones (1931)  
14th, Drinkin' Wine Spo-Dee-O-Dee - Malcolm 
Yelvington (1918)-died 21/2/01  
17th, Don't Be Cruel - Bill Black (1926)- died 
21/10/65 & Settin' The Woods On Fire - Hank 
Williams (1923)-died 1/1/53 
21st, Good Lovin'- Dickie Lee (1941)  
26th, Red Light - Merrill Moore (1923)-died 
14/6/2000  
29th, The Killer Rocks On - Jerry Lee Lewis 
(1935)  
30th, I'm Not A Juvenile Delinquent - Frankie 
Lymon (1942) - died 18/2/68. 
 
There will be a whole lotta shakin' goin’ on at:-  
The Tennessee Club on Friday 31st August with 
ex-blue cap Jack Neal, Thomas LaVelle, and the 
Houserockers  
100 Club on Saturday 22nd September with Mike 
Sanchez & his band / Sunday 30th Excello 
Legends Earl Gaines & Al Garner 
Townhouse on Monday 1st October with Charlie 
Gracie. 
 
 

Rock 'n' Roll Memories: - 
By Shaky Lee Wilkinson whose school report 
reads "He's so weak at geography it's a wonder 
he can find his way to school!" (at least I think 
that's what was written) Shake it Woody Shake it. 

 
Saturday 21st September 1974. Myself, my cousin 
Paul Turner and Neil 'Fiery Feet' Foster were the 
main organisers of the biggest boppin' bash to hit 
North East Lancashire in years. Colne Municipal 
Hall, now home to the Great British Rhythm & 
Blues Festival, was rockin' to the rafters. So much 
so that by early evening we were forced to turn 
away two coach loads of teds who turned up 
without tickets! (A sample ticket is printed below) 
 

 
Reproduced below (together with the 
accompanying photo) is the article printed in the 
Leader-Times Series, September 27th 1974 
 
“Rock and roll enthusiasts from all over the 
country attended the rock and roll show held at 
the Municipal Hall, Colne, on Saturday. The event 
- organised jointly by the Nelson and Colne 
branch and the Liverpool and District branch of 
the Vintage Rock and Roll Appreciation Society - 
was attended by nearly 400 people and it was 
such a success that the organisers are hoping to 
arrange a similar event to be held in the area 
within the next six months.  
 
 

 
Our picture shows some of those who attended. 

Photo: Anthony Braithwaite. 

 
 
 
 

Vintage Rock'n'Roll Appreciation Society 
16 Coniston Av, Prescot, Lancs.  Tel:051-426 9100 
 

presents a: 
 

Rock'n'Roll Show… 
 

 

 at COLNE MUNICIPAL HALL, ALBERT ROAD 
 COLNE, LANCS. 
 

 on SATURDAY 21st SEPTEMBER 1974 
 

 3 p.m.-midnight approx. 
  featuring two films: 
  ‘DON'T KNOCK THE ROCK' 
  'DISC JOCKEY JAMBOREE' 
  and live group: 
  GUS TRAVIS & THE MIDNIGHTERS 
 

  Disco-Raffles-Licensed Bar-Car Park 
 

 ADMISSION £1.00 including Full Buffet 
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The event included two films called "Don't Knock 
the Rock" and the "Disc Jockey Jamboree", plus a 
group called Gus Travis and the Midnighters from 
Liverpool.  
 
The joint secretary of the local branch, Mr Paul 
Turner, said this week: "The event was a great 
success. Everything went off to plan and there 
was not trouble at all." 
 

(I preferred the article on the reverse side of the 
cutting - A talk about leather was given to 
members of local WI groups yesterday week. 
The speaker outlined the history and described 
curing and preparation.) 

 

 

BEGINNINGS 

 
Not having the "right" instruments didn't stop us 
from forming a skiffle group. 1956 and I was 14 
years old,  Bill Haley & his Comets were already a 
Rock’n’Roll sensation and the back swell of the 
"new" music was rolling in. Breaking through at 
the same time were Lonnie Donegan & his Skiffle 
Group, The Vipers, Johnny Duncan and a few 
others, all making homemade music. All over 
town, and throughout Britain, schoolboy and youth 
skiffle groups were enthusiastically springing up. 
 
 
We'd talked about it between classes, and 
probably during as well! None of us even knew if 
we had any talent but it didn't seem to matter. We 
chewed over what to call ourselves and finally 
agreed on The Riders - it sort of sounded western. 
We thought it was a great name and didn't 
understand why older lads sniggered at our name, 
but we didn't know about sexual innuendo then! 
 
 
I don't remember how we decided who was in the 
group or who would play what. At first we couldn't 
afford musical instruments on our 8s/0d (40p) a 
week morning paper rounds. Luckily for me, my 
elder brother, Des, fancied making a guitar. Ever 
impatient, he built one with straight sides with the 
top tapering towards the neck. It looked a bit like a 
small coffin with a long handle. (I don't think even 
Bo had his square guitar then). Once Des had 
made it, his initial interest was over and he gave it 
to me. I didn't know any chords but, even if I had, 
the strings were so far above the fret board that it 
was impossible to hold them down. Later at a 
school concert someone said it sounded like bells. 
I felt quite indignant. 
 
 
David 'Ozzie' Osliffe, who was going to be the lead 
singer, and Alan 'Satch' Fletcher ('Satch' because 

he could play the trumpet - but with us, no way) 
both found violins in their family attics, on which 
they put ukulele strings. I think the three of us 
must have tuned to an open chord, strummed for 
all we were worth whilst singing over the drone. 
We called Ozzie and Satch's instruments "viol-
uke-itars". Ozzie's mate, Michael 'Mack' Deakin 
played rhythm on his mum's corrugated metal 
washboard with his mum's metal sewing thimbles 
on his fingers. My mate, Clive 'Subs' Summers, 
played the tea-chest bass. His "instrument" was a 
2 foot square packing case (that once imported 
bulk dried tealeaves from Ceylon or India) a 
broom handle and a length of twine. The bass 
tones were good but the accuracy of the notes 
was approximate to start with. I painted Subs' tea-
chest bass and my "coffin" guitar black and white; 
we all wore white shirts and black jeans to match. 
In case you are wondering, I didn't have a 
nickname, until 42 years later. 
 

 
Members of Harlescott T.W.G. ‘Putting On The 

Style’ with their teenage skiffle group guests. 

(1957) Ozzie playing ‘The Coffin’. 

 
 
Although Lonnie, God bless him, started the skiffle 
craze with 'Rock Island Line', The Vipers Skiffle 
Group were our champions. They were more like 
us ordinary folk and we could aspire to do what 
they did, whereas Lonnie was a star, and an 
exceptionally dynamic singer (and still is at 70 
years of age); he also had musicians in his group, 
which didn't seem quite fair. We sang in unison or 
call and response field hollers like The Vipers. On 
hire-purchase from our local music shop I bought 
a proper guitar, which cost me £7 10s/6d 
(£7.52½p). Mum made me a guitar carrying case 
out of green, waxed canvas and on Sunday after 
dinner I set off on my bike for our practice room in 
the grounds of Pimley Manor. I was in high spirits 
and eager for the lads to see my new guitar, so 
when I fell off on top of it turning a gritty right hand 
corner I just couldn't look inside the case until I 
reached the practice room. Dread turned to relief 
when I found that it was intact apart from its flat 
top had been pushed just inside the curved waist. 
Tough stuff is plywood! I eased the top out by 
pulling up at the round hole, re-tuned it and played 
along with the others. 
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One hot sunny Sunday we were practising with 
the windows open when a distraught man from 
one of the flats over at the manor came across 
shouting, "Stop all this jungle music!" After he'd 
disappeared back to the manor, we were 
delighted with his response, as if it had been an 
accolade. 
 
Ozzie borrowed the "coffin" until he bought his 
mail order guitar (plywood as well), which I think 
he paid 12 guineas for (£12 12s/0d = £12.60p). 
For very local gigs we went on bikes, even Subs 
with one hand on the handle-bars and the other 
on his tea-chest bass, which was moving up and 
down at pedal speed on one akimbo knee. For 
village hall bookings, we went by bus, but the 
conductor had to open the rear door to get the 
bass in and out. Typical payment was 7s/6d (35p) 
between the five of us. Our payment from the 
Shrewsbury Empire Cinema for playing at the start 
of the Saturday morning children's matinee was to 
see the programme plus two free tickets each for 
the "flicks" later in the week. There wasn't much 
room on the stage between the screen and the 
edge of the stage and, therefore, we had to sidle 
on in the order we wanted to be seen from the 
audience. Those kids were very, very responsive 
and would throw sweets (this was pre-Beatles 
days) but we hadn't room to bend over to pick 
them up! 
 
 

 
Children’s film matinee at the Empire Cinema on 

Saturday morning. Mike Dowley joining in at the 

back – he was the only one from his skiffle group 

that turned up! Ozzie has his new mail order guitar 

and Mac is using a brush on the washboard. 

 
 
We went through some changes becoming The 
Fireflies Skiffle Group, then, as we became more 
proficient and turned to Rock’n’Roll, re-named 
ourselves The Crestas (after the Vauxhall Cresta 
car of the time) - but that's another story... 
 
These were the beginnings of my active musical 
life and similar beginnings for many who would, a 
decade later, dominate the world with British pop 
music.  
 

Article accompanying the Harlescott T.W.G. 
photo 

Although the weather was absolutely shocking there was a 
bumper attendance at the meeting, presided over by Mrs. D. 
Martin. 
 
During the evening – while the dancers had a ‘breather’ – the 
company were entertained by ‘The Riders’ a Harlescott skiffle 
group. ‘The Riders’ – David Osliffe, Michael Deakin, Ralph 
Edwards and Clive Summers – told me that they thought the 
Guild members (at least on mum amongst them) were a very 
good and appreciative audience. Among their repertoire was 
‘It Takes A Worried Man To Sing A Worried Song’ and ‘Putting 
On The Style’. 
 
The lads, all fifteen year olds, take their music very seriously 
and have frequent practices in a little room at Pimley – David 
and Ralph on guitars, Clive on the tea chest double bass and 
Michael performing on a washboard with thimble-covered 
fingers. 
 

Cutting from “Granadiers Corner” 
Hello Granadiers, I am pleased you all enjoyed my surprise 
last Saturday and what a surprise it turned out to be! From the 
nature of your applause there is no doubt that you would be 
happy to have a skiffle group every Saturday morning. I think 
everyone, including myself, enjoyed the performance of The 
Riders Skiffle Group last week, especially when they ended up 
with some of your favourite songs. The group wish me to pass 
on their sincere thanks for the way you received them. They 
hope to be back with us again in a few weeks time and I know 
it will not be too soon for most of us. 

 

 
                   

 

New to 'Tales From The 

Woods' – The Funkster 
 
Hello Kats and Kittens, I don’t know if this will be 
the first of many columns for 'Tales From The 
Woods' or just a one off but, hey, who cares - just 
live for the moment I say. Wasn’t the Linda Gail 
Lewis show down at The Half Moon a cracking gig 
- all those young folk enjoying themselves?  
 

 
Linda Gail Lewis tinkling her ivories 

 
Those Rimshots boys (and gal) were really 
something. I’m not sure Hank would’ve approved 
of their treatment of 'Ramblin’ Man’ (you know, the 
split tempo bit) but you gotta take chances and it 
worked. I never thought that Janis Joplin’s 
‘Mercedes Benz’ would have afforded itself a 
rockabilly arrangement but after a curry and ten 
pints of Fosters anything sounds good to this old 
Sutton boy.  
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A few birthdays to celebrate: 
Ole Killer, Jerry Lee is 66 on September 29

th
. A 

certain Charles Hardin Holley would also have 
been 66 this year (7th.September). Hank Williams 
would’ve been 78 (born 17

th
 September). Others 

who share September (or would've done) include 
Ray Charles, Gene Autry (Autry was born 29th 
September 1907). The Singing Brakeman, Jimmie 
Rodgers would've been 104 on the 8th 
September. One Harold Lloyd Jenkins was born 
on September 2nd 1933 - doesn’t it make you 
wonder? Others who were born in September 
include Hank Thompson and Jimmie Davies - just 
thought you’d like to know folks.  
 
There are a number of re-issues worthy of your 
precious pounds (soon to be Euros?) how about 

Louis Jordan and His Tympany Five a 5 CD 
box on JSP. Containing his entire (released) U.S. 
Decca recording from 1938 through to 1950, it 
features 131 tracks and over 6 hours of music. 
Each CD features liner notes about the particular 
period it covers 
CD 1; 1938-1940 - 29 tracks  
CD 2; 1941-1944 - 27 tracks 
CD 3; 1944-1946 - 27 tracks 
CD 4; 1947-1949 and finally  
CD 5; 1949-1950 - 23 tracks. 
 
 
Each disc covers personnel and recording dates 
for each track. The CD notes were written by 
Louisa Hufstader (a name I’m not familiar with). 
Jordan went on to record for Decca until 1953. In 
case you were wondering why it ends in 1950 
instead of 1953, copyright laws govern the release 
on recordings (at present) to 50 years. It means 
you won’t get ‘shit on from a great height’ from the 
owners of the material - MCA. 
 
 
Now I don’t know about you fellow rockers but I 
like a good read. There are a couple of books that 

deserve a flick through. Les Paul, An American 

Legend by Mary Alice Shaughnessy (William 
Morrow) traces Les Paul’s career from an early 
age through to his recordings with Mary Ford and 
beyond. It also tells how, during their marriage, 
she wanted to stay at home while he wanted to go 
on the road. (They were divorced in December 
1964). Mary Ford died aged 53 in 1977. Plenty of 
photos, many dating back to the ‘50s with others 
being more recent. A remarkable story. I picked it 
up in Soho during one of my visits to the area 
earlier this year for the princely sum of £4.99.  
 
 

The other Long Distance Information (Chuck 

Berry’s Recorded Legacy) - By Fred Rothwell 
(published just a couple of months back) traces 
Mr. Berry’s recording career with Chess through to 
Mercury, back to Chess and Atco. Some 
interesting snippets of info come to the surface. 
Very humorous at times - probably better to dip 

into but a worthwhile purchase at £18,99, 
published by Music Mentor Books in York.  
 

Also just in Ol’ Slaphead’s Back (My Life As a 

Spoilt Tory) -William Hague. (Published by Ffion 
Books) to be serialised in next month’s Hello 
magazine.  
 
 

A new Jerry Lee CD Never Too Old To 

Rock’n’Roll (JLL 002) is a collection of rare 
goodies by our pumpin’ piano friend, many never 
on CD before. There are two widely different 
versions of ‘Never Too Old To Rock’n’Roll' with 
Ronnie McDowell - one is an album cut while the 
faster recording appeared on U.S. 45. 'It Was The 
Whiskey Talkin’ first appeared on the soundtrack 

album of Dick Tracy in a fast Rock’n’Roll form 
while a slower ‘Western Swing’ arrangement 

appeared on Lewis’s Young Blood set back in 
‘95. It's the former version included here. In the 
‘80s Jerry appeared on a special tribute show 
hosted by Dick 'I did not accept payola’ Clark 
(sure Dicky we believe you... thousands wouldn’t). 
Among the guests were Jerry’s idol Gene Autry 
(cue ‘Mexicali Rose’), Little Richard, Keith 
Richard, Mick Fleetwood and country songstress 
Emmylou Harris. Jerry and Keith romp through 
Chuck B’s (or was it Mel B’s?) 'Little Queenie’. Mr. 
Penniman shows his Gospel leanings on ‘I’ll Fly 
Away’. Tops though, is a fine rendition of ‘Crazy 
Arms’ with Ms. Harris.  
 
 
Another tried and tested favourite is Steve 
Foster’s (so that’s who they named the beer 
after!) 'Old Black Joe’ - this particular cut seems to 
have escaped re-issue as it appears minus the 
overdubbed chorus on the original Sun/London 
issues. It seems quite odd listening to tracks like 
this when you’re so used to the original. 
 
 

Another rare album is/was The Four Legends a 
musical get together with country legends Webb 
Pierce, Mel Tillis, Faron Young and Mr. Jerry Lee 
Lewis. I’m reliably informed that an original copy 
will now set you back around £50. You get three 
songs from that collection - the religious ‘Softly 
And Tenderly’ (where Webb adds harmony) while 
the remaining three join Jerry for ‘Honky Tonk 
Song’ and another of Webb’s country hits 
‘Memory Number One’ is soloed by Jerry himself. 
 
 

There are three Live At Gilleys recordings – 
‘Room Full Of Roses’ (taken at a brisker tempo 
than the 70’s Mercury studio recording). 
‘Rock’n'Roll Money’ again recorded in the 80s, but 
not issued at the time appears in a live setting and 
Chuck's ‘Sweet Little Sixteen’. More U.S. 45 
versions of ‘Get Out Your Big Roll Daddy', 'Honky 
Tonk Stuff’ and a new string arrangement added 
to ‘I’m So Lonesome I Could Cry’.  
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Closing the CD is a fine rocking take on ‘Honky 
Tonkin’ with Kenny Lovelace which can only be 
found on Mr. Kenny’s solo album. Jerry and Ken 
are in fine form with some great solos from Lewis. 
Two bonus tribute songs ‘Lookin’ For The Killer 
Man’ by Kevin Gordon and a geezer who calls 
himself Larry Gene Frye with ‘This One’s For The 
Killer’. Nothing at all is known about these gents 
but it all adds up to a 50 odd minute collection. 
Open it up and there are explanatory liner notes. 
You can get it from Barrie at the Fan Club for a 
tenner - 16 Milton Road, Wimbledon, London 
SW19. 
 
Well Kats and Kittens, that’s about it for now - if 
you’re ever in East Cheam and fancy a decent 
pint come to The Hand and Racket just across the 
way front my abode at 23 Railway Cuttings. The 
management and bar staff will be very pleased to 
serve you. If you want food my mate Fred has a 
pie stall in the high street (whelks and jellied eels 
are a must). Grizzelda will be pleased to meet 
you.  
 
Lastly a joke: - 
Why doesn't Michael Barrymore have any 
ashtrays in his house? 
Answer: - He puts his fags out in the pool. 
 
This is copyright and may not be reprinted without 
the express permission of the Editor or the price 
of a bottle of Sainsbury Hock (current rate-£1.94).  
As I take my leave of you remember this;-I’d 
rather have a bottle in front of me than a frontal 
lobotomy, 

The Funkster 
 

                   
 
 

 

 
Milt Gabler, Herbie Hill, Lou Blum, and Jack Crystal 
 
'Tales From The Woods' raises a glass and says 
“Farewell” to record producer Milt Gabler who died 
recently aged 90. If he did nothing else of noted 
musical worth during his long lifetime other than 
be the producer of Billie Holiday (greatest moment 

‘Strange Fruit’). That alone would be a cause 
celebre in this esteemed periodical but, of course, 
as most of you will no doubt know, our man was 
there at the birth of Rock'n'Roll in the control room 
for Bill Haley and His Comets’ finest moments. 

 
Milt Gabler was born in Harlem on the 20

th
 May 

1911. Around 1926 Milt began working in his 
father’s Manhattan radio shop across the road 
from the Commodore Hotel. Within a short time 
he was stocking jazz records in the store, 
eventually becoming the top jazz retailer in New 
York City. Branching out further still, in 1938 he 
set up the Commodore label and some of the 
greatest names in jazz recorded for Milt’s label 
including the aforementioned Billie Holiday along 
with Hot Lips Page, Bud Freeman, Lester Young, 
Earl Hines, Coleman Hawkins, Fats Waller and 
many more.  
 
Signed to Decca as an A and R man in 1941, he 
oversaw recordings by the wonderful Sister 
Rosetta Tharpe. He was there for many of Louis 
Jordan’s greatest jump blues sides, utilising much 
of what he did with Louis Jordan for the father of 
Rock'n'Roll, Bill Haley, during the 1950s. Jazz, 
rhythm’n’blues, gospel and Rock'n'Roll - this was 
Milt Gabler’s pedigree for virtually a century. The 
world of roots music has lost yet another true 
champion. 
 
 

                   
 

 by Tony Papard 

 
There has been a lot of controversy in the States 
recently over the Confederate or Rebel flag, with 
attempts to remove the emblem from the State 
flag of Mississippi and to stop the flag flying on 
official buildings throughout the South. In Europe 
and elsewhere the flag of the Confederacy is 
mainly associated with the musical heritage of the 
Southern States. It is to be seen at Rock’n’Roll, 
rockabilly and country music venues throughout 
the world. This is because it is the only symbol 
which identifies that heritage-rich geographical 
area of the United States which gave birth to jazz, 
the blues, rhythm and blues, soul, Rock’n’Roll, 
rockabilly, and country music in its various forms.  
 
No other area of the world has such a rich musical 
heritage, certainly not any other part of the United 
States. Even Chicago Blues was performed by 
black musicians who had moved North from the 
Delta. Therefore to adopt the Stars and Stripes as 
the symbol of the southern musical heritage would 
not be at all appropriate, you might as well use the 
blue and gold EU flag to represent the British 
cultural heritage. 
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Which brings us neatly to the Union Flag or Union 
Jack. Everything derogatory which is said about 
the Confederate flag also applies to the Union 
Jack. Both flags have a racist past and both are 
used today as symbols of racism by extreme right-
wing political groups. The Union Flag flew over the 
worst excesses of racist colonialism, and has 
been adopted by the National Front, British 
National Party and other racist groups - does that 
mean the Union Jack should be consigned to the 
dustbin of history? 
 
 
The American Civil War was a long time ago, 
even further back in history than the British 
Empire, which was only dismantled in the middle 
of the last century. The War Between The States 
was essentially about the right of States to secede 
from the Union rather than about the abolition of 
slavery. If the EU eventually becomes a sort of 
United States of Europe, we will still retain our 
national or state flags like the Union Jack to 
represent our cultural heritage. Similarly in the 
USA, the people of the Southern States need a 
symbol to identify their heritage.  
 
 
Many black people voted in 
the recent referendum to 
KEEP the Confederate 
symbol in the State flag of 
Mississippi, and this should 
be a lesson to over-zealous 
liberals. The Confederate flag should be seen as 
a symbol of both the black and white heritage of 
the Southern States. The repression of the blacks 
is part of this heritage, but so is the blues and 
other Southern black music which speaks of this 
suffering. Similarly country music speaks of the 
suffering of poor whites in this deprived area of 
the USA. Much of the South was devastated by 
Yankee Union troops in the Civil War, and the 
whole area was until recent times very poor and 
backward. Today cities like Dallas and Atlanta 
have really forged ahead and put the South on the 
map, but does that mean Southerners should 
deny their history, their heritage and hide their 
identity behind the anonymity of the Stars and 
Stripes?  
 
 
If the Confederate flag's racist history means it 
should never be flown again, then the same is 
true of the Union Jack. But the meanings of 
symbols change, and today many black people 
from the former colonies identify with the Union 
Flag and are proud to be British, the same as 
many Southerners, black and white, identify with 
the Confederate flag. These symbols should be 
seen in a positive light as representing 
overcoming slavery, colonialism and racism and 
moving towards a multi-ethnic community. 
Nowhere is this epitomized more than in the 

Southern States where white and black music was 
first fused together to create Rock’n’Roll, the 
Southern musical form which more than anything 
else helped to break down the barriers of 
segregation. Southerners can rightly be proud of 
using their music to break down racial barriers, 
and to many people throughout the world the 
Confederate flag is indeed a Rebel flag. It 
represents the rebellious Rock’n’Roll music, which 
the Ku Klux Klan and other right-wing 
segregationists tried so hard to ban and destroy 
because it threatened segregation.  
 
 
To me the Rebel flag represents Jerry Lee Lewis, 
Carl Perkins, Elvis Presley, Little Richard, Chuck 
Berry, Fats Domino and all the other Southern 
artists, black and white, who first smashed down 
the barriers between blacks and whites in the 
1950s. Let's be proud to wave the Rebel flag as 
representative of the multi-ethnic heritage of the 
Southern States, whose people, black and white, 
have seen so much suffering and progress over 
the last 100 years or so.  
 
 
If Slavery was the low point of the Southern 
heritage, the fusion of blues and country 
pioneered by Jimmy Rodgers, Hank Williams and 
others was undoubtedly the high point. To me and 
many others the Confederate flag is a positive 
symbol of the multicultural legacy the Southern 
States have given the world.  

 
 
 

C.D. REVIEWS 

 
 

Mike Sanchez - 100 club – July 14
th

 2001 
Forgive me, dear reader, if this review seems a bit 
vague and disjointed but the show of which I’m 
about to write took place on a night designated for 
my 43

rd
 birthday celebrations and, with 

considerable help from my friends Bud Weiser 
and Stella Artois I ermm… celebrated and ended 
up vague and disjointed myself. Don’t blame me - 
blame the remarkable Mike Sanchez and his band 
for being so… well, bloody brilliant at London’s 
swinging and fabled ‘100 Club’ in the centre of 
Oxford Street on the evening of July 14

th
. I began 

jotting down song titles at the start of the first set 
but, once “I done got rhythm’n’blues, I threw my 
crutches down” as a certain rockabilly legend 
used to say.  
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With a line-up of the superlative and criminally 
underrated Andy Silvester on guitar, Al Nichols on 
tenor sax, Nick Lunt on baritone sax, Al Gare on 
devastating double bass and driving drummer 
Mark Morgan, Sanchez’s unit boasts some pretty 
mighty muscle. So for two hours (in the form of 
two one-hour sets) a fair sized audience were 
treated to some real hot rockin’ party music with 
the highly talented pianist, singer and guitarist as 
your host, dressed conservatively in a bright red 
zoot suit.  
 
The first set opened with three real mortar shells 
‘Driftin’, ‘Undecided Fool’ and ‘Tell Me Who’ then, 
just when you wish he’d let you pause for breath, 
he hits you with Brook Benton’s ‘Hurtin’ Inside’. 
Sod the notebook, I thought - just dance! ‘Hurtin’ 
Inside’ was one of a number of songs Mike 

performed from his new CD Blue Boy, reviewed 
elsewhere in these pages. Using this and Mike’s 

last CD Just Can’t Afford It as reference points, 
I’ll try and piece together what songs were played 
after this point. ‘3 Months, 3 Weeks, 3 Days’, a 

Sanchez composition, is a highlight of the Just 

Can’t Afford It CD and our hero chalked up 
another fine version. Mike then strapped on the 
Strat and it was time for a little Sun rockabilly in 
the form of Hayden Thompson/Junior Parker’s 
‘Love My Baby’ afterwards raising the temperature 
a little higher as we heard a new song from the 
new CD, another original composition, entitled 
‘Fast Train’ which positively ROCKED! I tell you 
readers, this is the only way to travel.  
 

 
 
Other songs performed from the Blue Boy CD 
were Ruth Brown’s ‘I Wanna Do More’, Young 
Jessie’s ‘Well Baby’ and ‘Someday (When I’m 
Gone From You)’ - in which Mike did more with 
this song than Bobby Vee ever could - plus 
storming versions of the Killer’s ‘It’ll Be Me’ and 
Big Danny Oliver’s ‘Sapphire’ which certainly 

made this scribe get off his ample tush and 
boogie (as a close friend will confirm). From the 
Big Town Playboy days we heard ‘Deep In The 
Heart Of Texas’, a Geraint Watkins song which 
has been recorded by Dave Edmunds, ‘Big Fat 
Mama’ (complete with a little audience 
participation) and the standard show closer Slim 
Harpe’s ‘Shake Your Hips’. For an encore, Mike 
and the boys gave an appreciative nod to the late 
Tommy Ridgeley with an all out assault on ‘Jam 
Up’.  
 
Job done! Happy audience; happy birthday boy! I 
can only conclude this account by citing Mike 
Sanchez as the finest, most exciting, most 
entertaining artist in British rhythm and blues 
today. He replicates rhythm and blues and 
rockabilly styles with nothing less than 100% 
authenticity and his work rate is phenomenal (he 
seems to sweat buckets every performance!). His 
next visit to the ‘100 Club’ will be on Saturday 
September 22

nd
 – see you there, sober or not! 

 
 

Mike Sanchez – Blue Boy – (MJS MS 003) 

 
As promised last month, here’s a look at Mike 
Sanchez’s new CD. Like the previous collection 

Just Can’t Afford It, it’s released on his own label 
and, unlike the previous collection, it’s exclusively 
rhythm’n’blues, some rockin’, some slow, but all 
with that distinctive Sanchez stamp. The only 
original composition in the set, ‘Fast Train’ is a 
hard driving up tempo opus that powers along, 
with bassist Al Gare and guitarist Andy Sylvester 
in particular shovelling on the coal. Mike’s road 
band (Gare, Sylvester, tenor saxist Al Nicholls and 
drummer Mark Morgan) are heard to great effect 
throughout the album and harp blower Ricky Cool 
(the original frontman of the Big Town Playboys) 
guests on the down-home ‘Everyday, Everynight’ 
as does trumpeter Dave Priseman on a fine 
version of Smiley L’s ‘Shame, Shame, Shame’. 
Popularised (if that’s the right word to use) by 
Bobby Vee, ‘Someday’ bounces along splendidly 
as does a take on Brook Benton’s ‘Hurtin’ Inside’. 
Billy Myles’ ‘Tell Me Who’ is a good jiver for those 
who like to jive (I dunno – I can’t jive!)   
 
The title track was first known to me through a 
version by Jim Reeves and the slow shuffle 
utilised on Gentleman Jim’s cut has been 
replaced by a steady, loose beat on Mike’s. Good 
guitar from Andy S. More blues sounds abound 
with Little Walter’s ‘Come Back Baby’, Slim 
Harpo’s ‘Strange Love’, the excellent ‘I Miss You 
So’ and Young Jessie’s ‘Well Baby’. The Sanchez 
vocal chords are given a thorough workout on Big 
Danny Oliver’s ‘Sapphire’. ‘Love My Baby’ is a 
song beloved of all Sun worshippers and Mike’s 
version combines the vocal phrasing of Junior 
Parker’s original with the musical approach of 
Hayden Thompson’s rockabilly cover. The Ruth 
Brown songbook is plundered for ‘I Wanna Do 



18 

More’ and a brisk run through Tarheel Slim’s 
‘Wildcat Tamer’ concludes a fine set. Or does it? 
Prospective buyers take note: there is an extra, 
unlisted track at the end of the CD, a nice version 
of Charlie Rich’s ‘Rebound’. Available from P.O. 
Box 143, Kidderminster, Worcs. DV10 1YU. 
 
 

It’s Everly Time/A Date With The Everly 

Brothers – Warner Brothers – 47869-2 

 
For some years now, fans of the Everly Brothers 
have been hoping for a fully comprehensive re-
issue programme of their Warner Brothers 
material (there was a 2 CD overview released in 
1993 but this only skimmed the surface) and now 
it seems that Warner’s have finally extracted their 
digits. Plans have been made to release all the 
Everly’s albums for Warner’s as 2 on 1 packages, 
with extra bonus songs relating to the time period. 
As the brothers originally signed a ten-year 
contract, it can safely be assumed that if, like me, 
you are a fan of Kentucky’s finest, then your wallet 
is in for a battering over the next year or two.  
 
Anyway, the first two CDs have just appeared - I’ll 

look at the third and fourth albums Instant Party 

and Both Sides Of An Evening in the next 'Tales 
From The Woods' but lets start, naturally, at the 
beginning. After two highly successful years with 
Archie Bleyer’s Cadence label, in which the 
brothers went from hillbilly hopefuls to 
international stars with a number of hit records 
under their belts, Don and Phil signed with the 
Warner Brothers label in November 1959 for an 
undisclosed (but not inconsiderable) sum. Once 
they closed out the Cadence contract with ‘When 
Will I Be Loved’, cut at RCA Victor’s Studio B in 
Nashville in February 1960, they reconvened a 
month later at the same studio with the same 
producer (Wesley Rose), same exclusive writers 
(Felice & Boudleaux Bryant) and more or less the 
same musicians (the superb talents of Hank 
Garland, Bob Moore and Buddy Harman) to 
commence recording for Warner’s.  
 

It’s Everly Time was born out of the March 
sessions and the album yielded one hit single, 
written by Don, entitled ‘So Sad’. The Bryants 
contributed some excellent new songs in 
‘Sleepless Nights’, ‘You Thrill Me’ and ‘Some 
Sweet Day’. ‘Oh True Love’ (which was first 
attempted at a Cadence session but remained 
unissued until 1985) and ‘Nashville Blues’, again 
written by the Bryants, are particular favourites of 
yours truly. Boudleaux himself penned the rocker 
‘Just In Case’. Dave Rich’s ‘Carol Jane’ is another 
sprightly ditty, while the pop rocker ‘That’s What 
You Do To Me’ was written and composed by 
post-Holly Cricket Earl Sinks and Buddy’s former 
collaborator Bob Montgomery. The Fats Domino 
songbook is visited for ‘I Want You To Know’ and 
the Everly’s give a nice, easy paced rendering of 
Dino’s ‘Memories Are Made Of This’, finally getting 

all low-down and bluesy with Brother Ray’s ‘What 

Kind Of Girl Are You’. So that’s the Everly Time 

album, a great start. The follow up album A Date 

With The Everlys keeps up the high standard. 
Ten songs come from sessions held in July, again 
with the same set up as the first album, while the 
remaining two, ‘Cathy’s Clown’ and ‘Always It’s 
You’ from the March session, were paired as a 
single and hit number one in the charts (‘Cathy’s 
Clown’ is apparently about an ex-girlfriend of 
Don’s, obviously the brothers wrote it). ‘Always It’s 
You’ was written by the Bryants as were the 
bouncy ‘So How Come’, ‘Donna, Donna’ and ‘A 
Change Of Heart’. Boudleaux Bryant himself 
wrote ‘Love Hurts’ which subsequently became 
something of a standard, indeed the Everly’s cut it 
twice for the Brothers Warner but the 1960 model 
is preferred by most.  
 
The Everly’s contribute three songs in terms of 
composing credits, these are the up tempo ‘Sigh, 
Cry, Almost Die’, the ballad ‘That’s Just Too Much’ 
and (written by Phil himself) the rocker ‘Made To 
Love’. Up and coming songwriter Mel Tillis 
contributes the excellent ‘Stick With Me Baby’, a 
great favourite of mine, and the boys admirably 
cover  Little Richard and Jimmy Reed with ‘Lucille’ 
and ‘Baby What You Want Me To Do’ 
respectively. And so to the bonus songs – we get 
the single version and an earlier attempt never 
before issued of ‘Temptation’, also the classic No. 
1 double sider ‘Walk Right Back/Ebony Eyes’ 
(from the pens of Sonny Curtis and John D. 
Loudermilk respectively). Then there’s an early 
version of ‘Stick With Me Baby’ that mysteriously 

appeared on the Perfect Harmony set in 1990, 
plus two songs that eventually appeared on the 

New Album in 1977, ‘Silent Treatment’ and ‘Why 
Not’. So, a good start to the Warner Brothers era, 
but a change was gonna come…  
 
 

Ricky/Ricky Nelson – Imperial/Capitol 72435 – 

3244927 

 
For some time Ricky Nelson CD releases were 
few and far between. Things took an upward leap 
when the Ace label managed to obtain a licence to 
issue material recorded for Decca between 1963 
and 1968 and a series of ‘2 albums on 1 CD’ 
releases resulted in 1997 and 1998. At the same 
time the Beat Goes On label weighed in with 
compilations of MCA material covering the 1969-
75 period when Rick was fronting the Stone 
Canyon Band. Then there was a straight ‘2 on 1’ 
of the first two Imperial albums. Last year EMI 

issued the four CD box set Legacy which 
contained a general overview of Rick’s career 
from the Verve/Imperial days through to 
Decca/MCA, on to Epic and Capitol, ending with 
the Silver Eagle/MCA recording ‘You Know What I 
Mean’ from ’85. Plus there was a smattering of 
unissued tracks and alternate takes as well.  
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Now EMI have issued two CDs covering the first 
four albums with most of the unreleased tracks 

from the Imperial days included in Legacy as a 
bonus, the first two of which are the subject of this 
review. On these albums Ozzie Nelson (Rick’s 
father) seemed to have a say on the choice of 
songs and it’s on songs such as ‘I’m Confessin’, 
‘True Love’, ‘Unchained Melody’ and ‘I’ll Walk 
Alone’ that he sounds uninspired, although his 
treatment of ‘Someday’ was very good – good 
enough to achieve a top ten placing in the U.K. 
chart. High spots of the first album for me are his 
versions of Carl’s ‘Boppin’ The Blues’ and ‘Your 
True Love’ with some good picking from Joe 
Maphis.  
 
Credit must go to Ricky for utilising Eddie 
Cochran’s arrangement of ‘Am I Blue’ rather than 
the one Ozzie probably had in mind. Ricky covers 
the Strikes on ‘Baby I’m Sorry’ and ‘If You Can’t 
Rock Me’ and does well. Regarding the bonus 
songs connected with the first album, ‘Bebop 
Baby’ and ‘Have I Told You Lately‘ are the 
stronger single versions and the faster take of ‘If 
You Can’t Rock Me’ first appeared on the 

Legendary Masters set of 1990. On the first 
album Ricky sounds a bit tentative but there’s an 
increased confidence on the second. James 
Burton goes from rhythm to lead guitar on this 
album and on songs such as Bobby Lee 
Trammell’s ‘Shirley Lee’, Little Walter’s ‘My Babe’ 
and ‘There Goes My Baby’ he positively sparkles. 
There’s a nod to Elvis with ‘Good Rockin’ Tonight’, 
to the Fat Man with ‘I’m In Love Again’ and there’s 
a tip of the hat to Sun Records with ‘Down The 
Line’ and ‘I’m Feelin’ Sorry’, the latter best known 
by Jerry Lee.  
 
The bonus songs in connection with the second 
album are mega classics in the Nelson canon; it’s 
worth buying this CD for ‘Stood Up’, ‘ My Bucket’s 
Got A Hole In It’ and ‘Believe What You Say’ and 
‘Waitin’ In School’ which were offered to Ricky by 
Johnny and Dorsey Burnette and Ricky sure did 
‘em justice. Comprehensive notes and rare pics 
adorn the booklet. So, a good start then, but there 
was better to come with the third and fourth 
albums… 
 

                   
 

My top twenty 
This month Darren Vidler a.k.a. Dazzy Y-Fronts 
 
Twenty Flight Rock Eddie Cochran 

Drinkin’ Wine Spo-Dee-O-Dee Jerry Lee Lewis 

Mystery Train Elvis Presley 

Honky Tonk Hardwood Floor Johnny Horton 

Sag, Drag And Fall Sid King & the Five Strings 

Race With The Devil Gene Vincent & the Bluecaps 

Everybody’s Movin’ Glen Glenn 

Rocket 88 Jackie Bronston 

Dimples John Lee Hooker 

Feelin’ Good Little Junior Parker & Blue Flames 

Down The Road Apiece Amos Milburn 

I Can’t Be Satisfied Muddy Waters 

All The Time Sleepy La Beef 

Save It Pig Robbins 

Mess Around Ray Charles 

Mama He Treats Your Daughter Mean Ruth Brown 

Hound Dog Big Mama Thornton 

Flying Saucer Rock'n'Roll Billy Lee Riley 

Ain’t Got A Thing Sonny Burgess 

I Got A Hole In My Pocket Little Jimmy Dickens 
 

 
 

                   
 
 

Motorhead - a fan's view 
by John Scutt 

 
As the lights go down a tall, dark figure walks 
across the stage to the microphone. With a bass 
guitar slung across his shoulder and a can of 
Special Brew in his hand he wails down the 
microphone "Hello boys and girls. We are 
Motorhead and we're gonna kick your ass!" This 
gravelly voiced figure is no other than Lemmy - 
the front man of (in my opinion) the world's best 
and fastest heavy metal band. I have so far seen 
this band over thirty times between 1979 and 
2000 and have not been disappointed once. From 
the first song to the last, a Motorhead gig is sheer 
power and leaves you on a high for some while 
afterwards. The first time I saw them was at 
Crawley Leisure Centre, and I then followed them 
all over the place.  
 
 

 
 
 
Two of the best gigs I have been to were one at 
the old Marquee Club in Wardour Street, Soho 
and the other was Monsters of Rock at Castle 
Donington where they appeared with the likes of 
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Warlock, Bad News, The Scorpions, Def Leppard 
and, the god father of heavy metal himself, Ozzy 
Osbourne. The first album I heard was 'Overkill' 
and I think that is one of the best albums they 
have produced. The other thing I like about a 
Motorhead gig is the different type of music fans 
that go, from punks and skinheads to Hell's 
Angels (but no Mods). Funny that.  
 
Another thing that impresses me about this band 
is that every line-up has been good. From the first 
to the present line-up of Lemmy (bass Guitar & 
vocals), Phil Campbell (guitars), and Mikkey Dee 
(drums) this band rocks. With that I would like to 
thank Messrs Kilmister, Campbell, Dee, Taylor, 
Clark, Wurzel, Robertson and Gill (I think that 
covers most of the past members) for a really 
great band and keep on rocking. 
 

                   
 

At the time of going to press we heard of the sad 
passing of yet another soul great - Betty Everett. 
Soulboy has already mentioned in his wonderful 
‘Soul Kitchen’ that a tribute will appear but, sadly, 
time has not allowed it to appear this month.  Next 

month, 'Tales From The Woods' will be paying 
tribute to this great lady of soul. 

 

                   
 

Errata and other matters 
 
Happy Pappy writes; 

The Atherius Society were anxious I write 

and point out that two lines were missing 

from my article on aliens in the 

excellent current issue of TFTW. Perhaps 

you could correct this in your ERRATA 

column.  

 

Somehow during the printing process, the first two 

lines on page 19 were omitted. The entire 

paragraph is reproduced below – sorry Mr Papard. 
 

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-
the-bomb 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 the worldwide government 
conspiracy of silence. 

 

Happy continues - The Atherius Society is 

most anxious that your readers should 

realize that the Master Jesus, the Master 

Buddha and the Master Hare Krishna are 

all watching over them from Venusian 

flying saucers. They also take strong 

exception to the anti-alien tenor of my 

article, and they assure me the aliens 

only have our best interests at heart. 

They DID try to eliminate Mrs Thatcher's 

maternal grandmother before Mrs T could 

wreak havoc, but unfortunately the 

Thatcher family has cloned itself so many 

times it has proved impossible. In actual 

fact 23 different clones of Margaret 

Thatcher were PM - as soon as one was 

eliminated another took its place. The 

same happened with Nixon, Reagan and 

George W. 

 

Now I have this letter for Dr Dale from a 

friend of mine: 

 

Dear Dr Dale, 

 

Ever since I was abducted by a UFO as a 

teenager and invited to have sex with a 

beautiful blonde alien woman in order to 

improve the stock of the human race, I 

have become obsessed with sexual 

encounters with beautiful aliens of both 

sexes. My wife doesn't suspect anything 

because they beam me up while she's 

asleep and put me back a second before I 

left using their time distorter. 

 

But now I have a major problem. I have 

succumbed to alien clap, which has 

resulted in my willy glowing green in the 

dark and whenever it is aroused it emits 

a red laser beam. My wife is now 

wondering why I haven't taken my pyjama 

bottoms off in bed for two weeks, and 

this is seriously affecting our sex life. 

The alien clap clinic is unfortunately 

overwhelmed - it was recently privatised 

and I have to wait six months for 

treatment. My wife will definitely be 

suspicious by then, and if I don't shag 

another alien cutie by next month I don't 

know what I'll do. I'm afraid I may be 

responsible for some of this so-called 

'foot and mouth' as I have been getting 

very intimate with the local sheep in my 

frustration. Trouble is they get scared 

of my glowing green willy, and when the 

red laser beam appears they panic! Two 

shepherds and a sheepdog were trampled in 

a stampede on the Brecon Beacons last 

week due to my problem. Can you help 

doctor?  

 

Yours, Desperate Dan of the Brecon 

Beacons 

 

                   
 

 
Linda Gail Lewis enjoys her copy of 'Tales From 

The Woods' – the police were later called to remove 

the stalker peering over her right shoulder 
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Dr Dale’s Casebook 
(The good Dr Dale is currently sojourning at 

Gleneagles, nine iron in hand, but he will return to 
answer some of the questions posed in this issue) 

 

 
 

                   
 

The next gang meet up will be Friday 28
th
 

September, at the Princess Louise, 

Holborn, from 18:30 hours onwards. Depart 
for a meal at approx. 20:10.  Hope to see as 
many of you as possible 

 
Nice to see Bernie taking centre stage in the above pic – 

she still remains the best pillion rider I’ve ever known – H 

 

                   
 

The 'Tales From The Woods' editorial 

board wishes to express a very happy 66
th

 

birthday on September 29
th

 to 

Jerry Lee Lewis 
On behalf of my fellow travellers (so 

expertly organised by Ken Major) thank 

you, Jerry Lee, for your hospitality and 

kindness on the day we visited your home 

at Nesbit, Mississippi back in 1996.  

Thank you for a great day.  Keep rockin’. 

 

                   
 

Letters to the Editor 
Keith, 
 
Dickie Tapp has sent me a copy of TFTW #8. It's 
the nearest thing I've seen to the still-missed and 
much-lamented 'Sailor's Delight'! Good to see old 
rockers such as Howard, Wilkinson, Joliffe and 
Carroll gainfully employed. 

Hope to see you at Utrecht! 
Very best, 
John Broven, New York 
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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 

“Why, thank you”, she simpered before sucking on the cigarette, thus replacing some of the ash so recently 
collected. “This is you I presume?” she asked, at the same time dropping the small white card onto the green 
blotter at the centre of the brown Victorian desk.  
 
The man once more swung his feet to the floor and leaned forward to pick up the card. In bold print across 
the top of the card were emblazoned the words “Keith Woods - Private Investigator”. Underneath his 
telephone number, in smaller print, were listed his additional vocations “Editor, DJ, Entrepreneur, Kool Kat, 
Friend to the Friendless, Gig-meister, Love of the Loveless, Part-Time Signaller”. Beneath this, in even 
smaller print, was more writing that was totally unintelligible as the print was far too small. One of the 
shadows scurried over from the corner of the room, took a quick glance at the card, found it was unable to 
decipher this tiny print and scurried back to the corner. Tick. Tock. It had stopped raining.  
 
“Yeah man, that’s me. How can I help you?” Keith asked, returning the card to the waiting hand of the beauty 
in black. The woman replaced the card in her bag and pulled out a small silk handkerchief. She tried, 
unsuccessfully, to stifle a sob as she dabbed at the corner of her eye with the silk square.  
 
“It’s my husband. I fear for his life. You’ve got to help me” she sobbed. Keith once more grasped the ashtray 
and passed it across the desk. The tearful wife removed the cigarette from the holder, leaned forward to stub 
it out in the ashtray and placed the holder in her bag, retaining her grip on the damp silk handkerchief.  
 
“My name is Loretta Divine” she continued. “Well, that is my stage name and I’d rather use that at the 
moment than my real name”.  
 
“You may use any name you desire” responded the great Woods, feeling desire licking at the edge of his 
loins as his eyes fell on the deep, voluptuous cleavage exposed as Loretta had leaned forward to extinguish 
her cigarette. “Your cigarette isn’t quite out” he remarked, causing her to lean forward again to crush the butt 
once more. She then leaned back in her seat, crossing her legs slowly from right to left. Keith watched them 
cross provocatively from left to right and, due to the shortness of the tight black dress, he was then forced to 
cross his (whether from right to left or vice versa is unimportant at this stage).  
 
“My husband, can we call him DD?” she enquired.  
 
“Whatever” squeaked Keith.  
 
“My husband has been dealing with some very unsavoury characters of late. He is a professional man and is 
very well respected in his chosen field. However, one of his so-called friends has involved him with some 
stupid venture and he has recently been receiving lots of mail. He won’t let me read any of this and he is 
looking permanently worried. I think drugs or tapioca may be involved. What can I do?”  
 
“Hmmmm” murmured Keith. He pondered this for a few moments before rising from his chair in an imposing 
manner. He drew open the drawer he had previously opened and grasped the 45 in his right hand, its 
blackness glinting in the light from the desk lamp. He strode over to a corner of the room (bang, bang, bang, 
bang) to a machine in the corner. He flicked a few switches, placed the 45 on top of the machine and 
returned to his chair. The 45 spun up to speed and the strains of ‘Ooh Poo Pah Doo’ echoed from the hi-fi 
speakers. On the right of his desk (his right, her left) was a state of the art, cutting edge, Packard Bell PC. 
With a flick of his imposing finger, he pressed the ‘on’ button and waited. Tick. Tock. Tick. Tock, splat!. 
Bloody rain. A couple of minutes later he muttered “Must get someone to show me how to plug this damn 
thing in”, before turning to face Loretta. She sat there querulously, eye makeup slightly smudged from her 
earlier sobbing stint. While Keith was at the hi-fi, the silk handkerchief must have been returned to the 
handbag, as her hands were now empty.  
 
“Leave it with me,” he said. “Give me a ring at the end of the week and I’ll let you know how I get on.”  
 
“Oh thank you,” she trembled.  
 
“You understand my rates and the method of payment?” he asked. “They’re written on the bottom of my 
card”. 

(to be continued… possibly)  


