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Imposing is as Imposing does
reproduced it in a blue mottled effect which
completely ruined the impact. Why?? The other
prime example was the blues compilation LP
‘Walking By Myself’, where Pye substituted a
picture of a guy walking through the streets of
Soho for the Bronstein Chess artwork which
featured someone in a similar pose in the back
streets of Chicago. Again, one wonders why?

The Rooster Crowed Over
Burgess Hill
PYE AND A PINT
In December’s issue Cardew, Blues Boy Jr. wrote
about the magnificent Howlin’ Wolf Rockin’ Chair
LP and mentioned how this had never seen a UK
Pye International R & B series release. Over a pint
recently, Cardew and I again remarked on just
how good the sound was on those Pye LPs, and
we decided I should return to the subject for this
series.

Perhaps I could add that whilst I’ve seen a copy of
the Chess issue of ‘Walking By Myself’, I don’t
own it myself. It seems to be the hardest to find of
all the Chess blues compilations. ‘The Blues’
Volumes One to Five often turn up but not
‘Walking’ - the only one missing from my
collection. I last saw it listed about three years ago
but was outbid despite putting in a high offer.
Does anyone know why this one is so ‘difficult’?
Better still, does anyone have a copy for sale?!

In his December ramblings, Cardew gave one
specific example where the Pye LP had better
sound than the Chess original – this being the
Little Walter ‘Best Of’ release (another
tremendous LP). However, this then led us to
consider the Pye album covers. Whilst Pye did an
exemplary job with their pressings (unlike Chess
who used some pretty ‘cheap & nasty’ plants like
Plastic Products in Memphis – another story!), the
UK company did not always cover themselves in
glory with their album sleeves. Whilst Pye
generally used the Chess artwork, their printing
always seems a bit wishy-washy when compared
with the US originals, and once or twice Pye
managed to totally ‘destroy’ the cover. Perhaps
the worst offender was the aforementioned Little
Walter LP where they took Don Bronstein’s
stunning photo on the Chess issue (pictured) and

Well, back to Pye: over our pint, Cardew brought
along a copy of a letter he’d received from Guy
Stevens back in 1964 on the subject of the Pye
International R & B series. Cardew had written to
Guy and I think one paragraph of Steven’s reply is
worth repeating almost in full. It shows the
passionate intensity prevalent during those
halcyon Brit. R & B years, and goes like this:
“Incidentally, I don’t know whether you
know this character (Derrick) Stewart–
Baxter who writes for Jazz Journal, but
he has written some pretty nasty things
recently about Pye Records and their
releases, also about John Lee Hooker
and Jimmy Reed. These comments
have been brought to the attention of
both E.M.I. and Pye, so if he continues
to be so narrow-minded he may find he
won’t have any records being sent to be
able to criticise. As you can imagine, it is
a hard job to get Pye to release anything
that is not Chuck or Bo, and they have
released so far The Blues, Vol 1, and
the Howlin’ Wolf EP, with extreme
reluctance. Scheduled for release for
release April 28th are The Blues Vol 2,
(a) Sonny Boy Williamson LP, (a) Bo
Diddley LP, (a) Chuck Berry LP (with
four new tracks), and two EPs called R
& B Showcase Vols 1 & 2.”
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(Guy then lists the ‘Showcase’ EP tracks and
continues)
“These
tracks
seem
the
most
commercial ones available to release, in
which case you’d be dead right that
there is little chance of the rarer Chess
blues recordings being reissued at this
time. Pye are only interested (and rightly
so) in selling as many copies of their
records as possible, and they have very
little interest in the minority group of
blues fans, which always seems to
annoy this character Stewart-Baxter and
holier-than-thou journalists like him.
What annoys me further is that they
usually use Rock’n’Roll as the target for
their contempt, without realising that
without Rock’n’Roll many of today’s
blues and R & B releases would not
exist. I hope that this attitude does not
find it’s way into ‘Blues Unlimited’ as it
would, for me anyway, ruin a highly
interesting magazine.”
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Wednesday 15th

The White Hart
1 Cambridge Heath Road
on the Corner of Mile End Road
(Nearest Tube Whitechapel)

Subject to confirmation


Friday 17th

The Air Balloon
598 Mile End Road, North End
(Near Intercontinental Port Entrance)
Portsmouth, Hants.

Well said Guy!! We miss you (and pipe smoking,
cricket-loving DSB, too, even though he obviously
hated any ‘commercial’ blues records). By the
way, Guy’s letter was on the headed paper of The
Chuck Berry Appreciation Society – Guy was then
‘President’ - and Cardew and I are pretty certain
that the Chuck LP referred to in his letter was ‘The
Latest & The Greatest’. More about Pye Records
and Guy Stevens in future columns.



Saturday 18th

The Windsor Castle
The Walks, East Finchley, London N2



Sunday 19th

Blues Boy









Carshalton Ex-Servicemens Club
West Street, Carshalton, Surrey



th

Wednesday 29th

The next gang meet up will be on Friday 24
May, at the Shakespear, Holborn, which is
situated 100 metres from Holborn Tube
Station along Kinsgway. Be there from 18:30
hours onwards. Depart for a meal at approx.
20:15. Hope to see as many of you as
possible.

The Paxton
Corner of Gipsy Hill & Gipsy Road
SE London
(Nearest BR Gipsy Hill)



Friday 31st

The Holy Cross Club
Dean Lane, Bedminster, Bristol

June 2002
Saturday 1st

Station Hotel
The Avenue, South Nutfield, Surrey



Monday 3rd

Prince of Wales







High Street, Strood, Kent
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Cotswolds, the Daily Mail, from going totally over
the top with a 4 page exclusive written by Paul
Johnson. No doubt many of you will remember
this extreme right wing loony-tune from the 1980s
who, along with the maverick Tory M.P., the late
Alan Clarke, and the recently disgraced historian,
David Irving, belonged to an elite group who were
always granted a sympathetic ear from the
Screaming Handbag. During the course of this
embarrassingly fawning piece, Johnson stated
that the late Princess possessed a unique musical
gift. In fact, so great was her musical talent, had it
not been for her dedication to royal duty, she
could have been a concert pianist. Well, that’s
odd, because as a guest several years ago on
BBC Radio 4’s ‘Desert Island Discs’ she told her
audience that, despite being flattered to appear on
the show, she possessed no musical interest
whatsoever, other than tapping her foot to the
marching bands of the Queen’s Guards.

Clair Peters Says

“HOLD THE THIRD PAGE”
Back in issue 4 (April 2001) you may recall 'Tales
From The Woods' expressed concern that
th
Princess Alice was nearing her 100 birthday
without a word of recognition from either
Buckingham Palace or the guardians of our
democracy, the national press. As reported at the
time, the 'Tales From The Woods' editorial board
contacted Buck House and we were treated to a
terse “No comment” from the official at the other
end of the line although we were informed a short
while later ‘off the record’ that the Princess had
not been feeling quite herself for some
considerable while. This, roughly translated,
means that the unfortunate HRH has been locked
away in a corner of Clarence House for in excess
of twenty years in a state of total non compos
mentis.











The 'Tales From The Woods' editorial board is
outraged yet again by the subservience of New
Labour – it has managed to excel itself. At the
height of the recent crisis, when the Israeli military
made incursions onto Palestinian land, the BBC
were not only barred from filming on the orders of
the Israeli government but were actually fired on
by tanks. If the army actually firing on unarmed
civilians representing a world respected media
organisation is not outrage enough, the deafening
silence of the British government, in particular the
Foreign Secretary Jack ‘The Kack’ Straw, is
indeed positively obscene. What a sad, pathetic,
spineless creature this figure cuts, sadly though,
typical of many unfortunate, vain souls. And not
just in government - you find them in all walks of
life, industry, commerce – people who, simply by
being in the right place at the right time, saying the
right things to the right people, find themselves
propelled to positions of power, responsibility and
authority, way beyond their intellectual capabilities.

Grudgingly, Buck House was forced to
acknowledge publicly that the grand lady had
reached an even grander age. A whole year has
passed since we first ran this exclusive and
Princess Margaret and the Queen Mother have
both now gone to the palace in the sky. Does this
mean that Princess Alice will now be allowed to
slip quietly away now that she is no longer needed
for spare parts?







Jack ‘The Kack’ Straw is, of course, not alone in
the Westminster corridors of power. Home
Secretary David Blunkett, hell-bent as he is on
forcing the ideology of ID cards on the populace,
when replying to an objection raised in Parliament,
he categorically stated, and I quote “I don’t care
about airy-fairy civil liberties”. Well Mr Blunkett,
being the dogmatic, sanctimonious nonentity that
you are, you would not but we here at the 'Tales
From The Woods' editorial board do care, very
much.

Queen Elizabeth’s wayward sister, Princess
Margaret’s death certainly caused a nationwide
outburst of indifference, didn’t it folks? A few days
after her passing, a 'Tales From The Woods'
roving eye was out and about in Kensington
Gardens and was somewhat startled to discover
just four or five bouquets of flowers against the
railings of Kensington Palace. It has been
suggested that the media were so taken aback by
the lack of interest they had to dramatically cut
back on the amount of prepared newsprint,
television coverage etc.

Surely the time has come for another 'Tales From
The Woods' civil disobedience demonstration
proving to Blunkett and Straw that some people
do care about so-called “airy-fairy civil liberties”

Still, that did not stop the mouthpiece of the
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and the institution of the BBC. Join me outside the
gates of the Houses of Parliament to await their
departure in their chauffeur driven limousines to
throw ourselves onto the bonnets holding our
'Tales From The Woods' proudly in our right
hands whilst pummelling our left fists and both
feet on the windscreen, at the same time
screaming our protest with the full force of our
lungs. Give me a ring. Let me know when you are
ready.







would prove beyond the wildest dreams of the
BBC. It was an orgy of double-entendres and
camp patois, mostly in the guise of Julian and
Sandy, the chorus boys played by Williams and
Paddick. The show ran for 66 episodes spaced
out over three years, ending only with the tragic
and sudden death of Kenneth Horne in 1969.
As the sixties gave way to the seventies, the
writing partnership continued on television’s
“Marty Feldman Comedy Machine”, although that
would come to an abrupt end with Feldman’s
departure for Hollywood. Took himself also landed
a plum job as a comedy adviser for the BBC. His
tenure would prove lucrative, being instrumental in
bringing the Monty Python team onto the
television screen as well as Barry Humphries in
his Dame Edna Everage persona, before
accepting the invitation of a job in the United
States to join a 15 strong team writing for the
hugely successful (on both sides of the Atlantic)
“Rowan
and
Martin’s
Laugh-In”.
Alas,
homesickness would force him back to England
where, virtually immediately, he landed on his
feet, penning the scripts for the long running sitcom “On The Buses”.



'Tales
From
The
Woods' raises a glass
and says farewell to
Barry Took who died
recently aged 73.
th

Born 19 June 1928 at
Muswell Hill in North
London, receiving his
education at a minor
public school before
wartime
evacuation
forced him to Wisbech, Cambridgeshire for the
remainder of his school life. Life in the rural fens
did not appeal to Barry; so much so that on his
final day at school he cycled out of the gates and
didn’t stop until he reached his parents’ home on
London. He worked as a general dogsbody at a
Tin-Pan Alley publisher before landing himself a
job which really excited him - as a cinema
projectionist at The Gaumont, Wood Green.

Barry would soon feel it was time to take his
career in a different direction, writing and
presenting adult literacy programmes for the BBC.
The same period would see him accepting a
position on BBC Radio 4’s “The News Quiz” which
ran for over 17 years and, if that was not enough,
he also presented “Points of View” which
preceded the Nine O’clock News on television. He
also found time to write seven books - six
histories of theatrical comedy and the seventh
being his autobiography. Certainly sadly ironic,
last month 'Tales From The Woods' had to say
goodbye to the creator of the Goons, Spike
Milligan, and this month the man who created
“Round the Horne” - a double blow for the glory
days of radio comedy.

His fascination with the cinema was matched only
by his love of Music Hall which drove him, with
much trepidation, to tread the boards. His
confidence growing as time passed, he decided to
try his luck on steam radio – Carroll Levi’s
Discoveries would put him on the (eventual) road
to success. He worked in variety with Shirley
Bassey, followed by a long run on the West End
stage with a revue called “For Amusement Only”.
The same period would find Barry meeting the
man who would become his long time writing
partner – comedian/writer Marty Feldman.









Raise a glass also to jazz
musician / comedian / actor
Dudley Moore who died on
th
March 27 2002 aged 66 from
complications of progressive
supranuclear palsy.

The writing partnership was given a healthy boost
at a chance meeting with BBC Radio “Goon
Show” producer, Dennis Main-Wilson. Soon, the
pair were commissioned to write scripts for highly
successful television comedies “The Army Game”
and its spin-off “Bootsie and Snudge”.

th

Born 19
April 1935 in
Dagenham, Essex, a defect at birth meant that his
feet were turned inwards. from just two weeks old,
a series of operations began with only partial
success as his left leg remained two inches
shorter than his right. However, he was also born
with a natural gift – proficient on both piano and
organ and singing in a church choir by the time he

Although their greatest triumph was still to come
and amazingly, being the 1960s, it was not on
television but on radio. “Round the Horne” starring
Kenneth Horne, Kenneth Williams and Hugh
Paddick amongst others would, for the first time in
over a decade, produce listening figures that
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was just eight years old. He won a scholarship to
the London Guildhall school of Music, studying
musical theory and composition. In 1954, at the
age of 19, he moved on to a music scholarship at
Oxford, playing the organ at the cathedral as well
as making a name for himself locally as a jazz
musician. After graduation he joined the Vic Lewis
Jazz Band, touring both Europe and the United
States. as the final months of the fifties fell into
the early years of the sixties Dudley was to be
seen working with the Johnny Dankworth Band,
forming the Dudley Moore Trio, writing music for
two plays which ran at London’s Royal Court
Theatre and appearing at the Edinburgh arts
festival alongside Jonathan Miller, Alan Bennett
and Peter Cook.

Belatedly we also say farewell
to guitar wizard Grady Martin
rd
who died on the 3 December
2001 aged 72. He had been in
poor health for a number of
years,
succumbing
to
congestive heart failure.
th

Born 17 January 1929 in
Marshall County, Tennessee into an impoverished
farming family, it’s hard to know which came first
– learning to walk or picking up the guitar. Which
ever it was, by the age of 15 he turned
professional, working at a Nashville radio station,
on TV shows, the Grand Ole Opry and the Ozark
Jubilee as well as playing on literally hundreds of
studio recordings from Hank Williams and Elvis
Presley through to Bing Crosby. He belonged to
an elite team of Nashville studio musicians which
included Chet Atkins, Hank Garland, Floyd
Cramer and Buddy Harmen.

“Beyond The Fringe” had proved so successful
after a tryout at the Edinburgh festival that it was
given a trial run at London’s Fortune Theatre in
May 1961. Upon completion of its run, Dudley
along with Peter Cook took the show to Broadway.
The satirical comedy of “Beyond The Fringe” took
a logical step forward when transferred to
television with the working title of “Not Only But
Also” which first hit the small screen in 1965,
followed by a second series in ’66 with a third in
1970. The show’s highlights were, of course, the
Pete and Dud sketches, the pair playing
proletarian philosophers in cloth caps and dirty
raincoats. Their television fame led them to make
five feature films, possibly the best known being
“Bedazzled” in 1967.

His distinctively fluid playing can be heard on Roy
Orbison’s ‘Pretty Woman’, Marty Robbins’ ‘El
Paso’, Johnny Horton’s ‘Honky Tonk Man’ and
‘Battle Of New Orleans’ and some of the finest
rockabilly ever cut with the Johnny Burnette
Rock'n'Roll Trio. The list is endless - the cats
Grady worked sessions with reads like a “Who’s
Who” of country and Rock'n'Roll - Buddy Holly,
Janis Martin, Lefty Frizell, Merle Haggard, Red
Foley, Conway Twitty.
Grady also signed to Decca as a solo artist in his
own right through the 1950s until the mid-sixties
where, by all accounts, he cut around 170 titles.
1978 would see him joining Jerry Reed’s band
before becoming a part of Willie Nelson’s outfit
with whom he would stay for fourteen years until ill
health forced him off the road. Grady was
th
honoured at the Ryman Auditorium on April 5
2000 - although far too ill to attend the tribute
concert, the names that were there to pay
homage included his old boss Willie Nelson,
guitar pickers John Fogerty and Duane Eddy and
country stars Vince Gill and Marty Stuart. A giant
of Americana has passed.

The pair revived the “Beyond The Fringe” format
with a new revue which opened at the Cambridge
Theatre in London in 1972 and once again they
took the show to Broadway. The Cook and Moore
partnership finally split up after their 1977 movie
“The Hound Of The Baskervilles” bombed in
spectacular fashion. Dudley settled in Los
Angeles, appearing in several films including “Foul
Play” with Goldie Hawn in 1978, “10” with Bo
Derek the following year and, in the humble
opinion of the 'Tales From The Woods' editorial
board, his greatest triumph “Arthur” in 1980 with
the great theatrical legend Sir John Gielgud as his
co-star. He went on to make nine more films,
sadly, for the most part instantly forgettable.

Keith Woods

Failure on the big screen meant he returned to his
first love, jazz, in which failure could not be
possible. He also presented a classical music
series on British television partnered by Sir
George Solti. Married numerous times, he lived a
rich, diverse life. His last public appearance was
to receive a CBE for services to the entertainment
industry at Buckingham Palace in November
2001.















SOUL KITCHEN
Welcome to our latest raid on
the soul pantry. I have been
asked many times, even by
Rock’n’Rollers who want to
share the light, how do you get
to hear these soul treasures I have reviewed and
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written about in TFTW. Time permitting I shall get
a tape together to coincide with Soul Kitchen’s first
birthday. Yes, nearly one year old. For now let’s
get down to the business of soul.

over to the secular side of things, initially making a
good living as a New York session singer during
the sixties, backing diverse artists such as Aretha
Franklin, Jerry Butler, Dusty Springfield, Frank
Sinatra, and a Doris favourite, Jackie Wilson. She
was also working as a background vocalist at New
York’s famed Apollo Theatre, working with
practically every soul star ever to have appeared
there.

CLICKS AND FLUFF: VINYL
SPOTLIGHT
DORIS DUKE 'I DON'T CARE
ANYMORE'
(Jerry Williams/Gary US
Bonds/Maurice Gimbel) Canyon
Records.

Eventually the time came when Doris, languishing
in the anonymity of session work, was no longer
happy just making vocals for others, she started
working as a solo artist. She did spend a couple of
years working with Motown's office in New York,
basically working in the office in the hope that she
could get into the music side of things. She did
make some demos for the company but that was
about all. Around this time she was managed by
the legendary Donald Height, he of 'Talk Of The
Grapevine' and '365 Days' fame. Doris finally
released her debut recording in 1967 'Running
Away From Loneliness' on the small New York
based Hy-Monty label, under her married name
Doris Willingham, a sad tale of woe, as were the
sales. Doris got involved working with Pretty
Purdie, a well sought after drummer around these
times, which results in her next release 'You Can't
Do That'/'Lost Again' being the first release in both
America and Britain on the Jay Boy label.

Opens with a solo guitar, before Doris
gets down to Soul Kitchen’s latest
suicidal offering. A vocal performance full of
feeling. Produced by Jerry 'Swamp Dogg'
Williams, so it has his stamp all over the track. A
real powerhouse of a song and performance.
I came into the city from the deep south, when the mills
shut down.
I married a man who treated me, like he bought me by
the pound.
Packed my bags and left, with just twenty dollars in my
purse.
Took a lot of jobs, went from bad to worse.
Now my money’s gone, I'm lying here on this lumpy
bed,
Now I don't know if I'm better off alive or dead.
Hotel room, West side, East side, men knocking at my
door.
Hotel room, West side, East side, and I don't care
anymore.

During the late sixties she spent some time as
lead back up singer to Nina Simone, touring
Europe as well as constantly touring across the
USA. After leaving Nina's entourage a friend of
Jerry (Swamp Dogg) Williams Jnr, Troy Davis,
brought Doris to Jerry's attention, this being 1971,
resulting in a new management deal. Doris
Willingham became Doris Duke, and her biggest
hit, 'To The Other Woman (I'm The Other
Woman)’/'I Don't Care Anymore' Canyon 28, was
a smash, both R&B and pop. A true soul doublesided gem. In 'To The Other Woman’, Doris sings
about the hurt of being caught in a love triangle,
"to the other woman, I'M the other woman", in this
case, the other woman is his wife, she's no
number two, but deep down she realises that one
day...."I know that one day, I'll be just the other
woman", deep soul perfection. B-side see above.
'Feet Start Walking' was the follow up which also
sold well. A typical tale, Doris turning up at her
man’s house, you can guess, he’s entertaining
another woman, so feet start walking.

Then I met a guy smooth as silk, in a midtown bar.
He told me with my good looks, I'd go very far.
I didn't know what he meant,
I thought he was heaven sent.
Until I found out his sweet talking,
Added up to street walking.
That was the part that finally broke my heart.
I'm lying here on this lumpy bed,
I don't know if I'm better off alive or dead.
Hotel room, West side, East side, men knocking at my
door.
Hotel room, West side, East side, and I don't care
anymore.
Don't care anymore, Money’s all gone.
Don't care anymore, men knocking at my door,
faces look the same...

DORIS DUKE
The album containing these gems, covering
similar ground, is I'M A LOSER, Canyon 7704
which, as with much of Jerry Williams’ work is a
concept album, this being a woman's perspective
of sadness, jealousy, anger, heartbreak, and
nasty men. Twelve searing adult ballads. The
album is regarded as one of the all time deep soul
collections by many, and quite rightly so, it's a

Doris Curry was born in 1945, in the small town of
Sandersville, Georgia. Doris was involved in
music from a very early age, having begun in
gospel music with such outfits as the Raspberry
Singers, (which also featured Chuck Jackson), the
Evangelistic Gospel Singers, the Davis Singers
and the Caravans. From gospel, Doris moved
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devastating piece of work, littered with painful,
tortuous, deep soul gems. This was issued in the
UK by Contempo 101, who imported the album,
as they did, and sold them at UK prices with a
Contempo sticker over them. How times have
changed. Also released on Mojo. 'She Didn't
Know (She Kept On Talking)’, written by Jerry
Williams and Gary U S Bonds was supposed to
have been the follow up single, but somehow De
De Warwick pipped her to the post with this gem
and had the smash on Atlantic Records.

Records, which is quite feasible as she was
reported to be doing the Gospel Circuit. Doris
Duke is a legend in her own time. Like so many
she failed to reap the rewards her talent so richly
deserved.
Many thanks to David Carroll for dragging himself
through the gutter and soul underground
(Piccadilly, sometimes the Metropolitan) to finally
put to rest an LP’s contents that have been
bugging me for years. Who are the real singers on
DORIS DUKE and FRIENDS on Manhattan
records 5033, sub titled Funky Fox, Sister Doris
Duke, released in 1980. Even the writing credits
are all listed as unknown. Obviously one of the
friends is Tyrone Davis, but I have always been
mystified by the other artists on the album.
Apparently they are un-issued Sack Records
sides and feature Mamie Galore and Bobby Jean
Bland, being the female attendees. So our Doris is
not even on the album. Having said that, it's a
bloody fine deep soul collection, so if you ever see
it lying around a bargain bin, buy.

Doris continued working out on the road, mainly in
the south, where 'To The Other Woman' was a
particularly big hit, until she got a call asking her to
do another album with Jerry Williams. Wary of her
previous experiences with Jerry, lack of royalties
etc, she takes a chance and A LEGEND IN HER
OWN TIME was born, 1972, Mankind 200.
Released in the UK on Mojo 2916 006. Although
not as strong as I'M A LOSER, it certainly rates as
a top soul album. With some real great country
style ballads, 'Bad Water', a brilliant remake of 'By
The Time I Get To Phoenix', a bleating vocal
display on 'It Sure Was Fun', stand out track to me
is a return to the other woman theme 'If She's
Your Wife (Who Am I)' a typical Jerry Williams
love triangle tale, this time the other woman gets
to do the washing, have the babies etc, "I work
two jobs, to help you keep your home and mine"
etc, achingly brilliant.

THE DOOLEY SILVERSPOON STORY
During the life of record buying, every so often an
artist pops into your “must have everything” list.
1976 was my Dooley Silverspoon year, during
which he released some cracking material. Dooley
Witherspoon (make mine a pint Rodney) was born
in North Carolina on 31st October 1949.

She next moved to Mainstream Records for a
funky 'Business Deal'/'Nobody To Have It But You'
5543. After her short stay with Mainstream,
(apparently there are some more recordings for
the label that never saw the light of day) Doris
came to London in 1974, laying down tracks for
Contempo, resulting in the album, WOMAN.
'Woman Of The Ghetto' parts 1&2 from the album
was released in the states on Sam Records 500.
The old Marlena Shaw number is given the Doris
treatment, although a bit lush with all the strings,
she gets into the lyric with such force from inside,
building to a climactic finish. Nice one. A flurry of
singles followed, 'Grasshopper', (written by our
man from last month Bunny Sigler)/'Please Come
Back' Contempo 2037. 'A Little Bit Of Loving'/Hey
Lady' Contempo 2047. A far cry from her Jerry
Williams creations, an attempt to imitate the Philly
sound. Bit corny. 'Your Best Friend'/'Full Time
Woman' Contempo 2064, a re-issue of a track
from the I'M A LOSER album. Containing a
definitive forlorn rap, stamping her foot, "Is that all
I mean to you, your best friend?", sincerely
moving. B-side is a plodding country flavoured
ballad.

His early singing experience was, like so many of
the great soul singers, singing gospel music in
local churches. During his early teens he takes up
root in New York, which he came to call home.
1972 he makes first appearance on record, alas it
was a non starter, for the small independent label,
Red Ruby, 'It's Got To Be Now Or Never', under
the name of Little Dooley, produced by Philly's
Bobby Martin. Red Ruby also released another
Northern soul flavoured dancer 'Memories' in
1972. He went on to release several more forty
fives for a variety of labels over the next few
years, including North Bay, Baylor and KoKo. He
had hooked up with Johnny Baylor under whom
he released a superb deep ballad, 'I Love You' on
Baylor records, also a stomper in 1975 'You Better
Be Ready’, KoKo, which was a huge hit on the
northern scene. His best from this period must be
his incredible wailer on KoKo 102, 'Just Like A
Child', yes another deep soul masterpiece, wailing
as though his life depended on it. Luther Ingram
along with Johnny Baylor co produced these
minutes of dynamite.

Our Doris also seems to have released a couple
more mysterious albums possibly Gospel, B.C
Columbia/CBS and FLIGHT TIME Sandra

It was then that Dooley met his manager, Sonny
Casella. Sonny suggested he dropped the Little.
Re-christened Dooley Silverspoon, he had his first
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chart success on the newly formed Cotton
Records, 'Bump Me Baby' parts 1&2, the record
owes a lot to George McCrae’s 'Rock Your Baby'.
Bumping was very big around this time, and many
other releases hit with the same groove. 'Rock
The Boat' by Hues Corporation comes to mind.
Dooley Silverspoon was the mainstay of the UK
Seville Label, having one album, seven solo
singles, and two with Jeanne Burton, all of them
written and produced by Sonny Casella, under the
influence of S.O.N.N.Y (Sound of new New York).
Just listen to the intro, a Joe Tex type rap, to 'As
Long As You Know (Who You Are)’, "I'm gonna
preach to you this morning" and you'll see why I
was Dooley-fied. Vocally he varies his style yet
always retains that natural roughness, that makes
it hard not to be captured by his presence. He
attacks his material with an armoury of gospel
techniques, whoops and squeals.

Sound Stage 7, between 1966 to 1972. During
that time achieving 16 pop chart entries and 15
R&B. ‘Misty Blue’ aside, they are all correctly
sequenced tracing his chart history. Joe has
sometimes fallen short on the material he sings,
i.e. 'Little Green Apples’; fortunately this has been
left to the birds. Joe's muffled, deep throaty voice
wraps itself around a lyric with more feeling than
most; listen to 'Teenager’s Prayer', a tender
soulful ballad to see what I mean. The CD is
littered with plenty of gems, and several classics.
'The Chokin Kind', his biggest hit during this
period; 'You Keep Me Hanging On', and the
original version of 'Misty Blue' which Dorothy
Moore took to the top some three years later, to
name but three.
Renowned for his superb stylish handling of
ballads, one of my all time favourites 'San
Francisco Is A Lonely Town' is a good example of
this. He also comes good on bleaters like 'It's
Hard To Get Along', the mid-tempo 'Standing In
The Safety Zone', his compulsive treatment of
'Message From Maria', are gems. Not a duff track
anywhere, an almost essential purchase. After
Sound Stage 7 Joe switched to Spring Records,
where the hits kept coming, but perhaps forsaking
the soul element of his work becoming more
commercial, then the disco floors saw our Joe,
where he did have some of his biggest hits,
although they were pretty dire affairs I thought.

'Let Me Be The No 1 (In Your Life)’, made it into
the UK top 50. Big brass opening, aids the catchy
pulsating rhythm, which pushes higher, then
higher still, sax threading in and out of the vocals,
with his joyous whoops, quite breathtaking. On
'Believe In Me' our Dooley's sounding not unlike
Sam Cooke as he attacks the lyrics with such
emotion. 'Game Players', its pounding rhythm was
typical on the Northern Soul play list, superb
bouncer. 'Right Under Your Nose' a brilliant soul
ballad, he really hollers, shouts and screams on
this one. 'American Music' is a joyous, creative,
happy, chugging dancer. 'Building My World
Around You' is a wonderful mid-tempo shuffling
ballad. Finally one of my favourites of many,
'Closer To Losing You', a long atmospheric
instrumental intro, before it settles into catchy
compulsive melodic item. Then he was gone, so
close to breaking through, but just wasn't to be.
Last known release to me was 'Mr Deluxe' Seville
1027 1977.

RATING (out of 5) Four and a third Soulboys


WACKY WORDS
I'm like a wounded bird, hungry for the sky.
Willie Hobbs 'Till I Get It Right' SS7
Soulboy’s getting very excited with the thought of
seeing Maurice Williams & The Zodiacs at
Hemsby in a few weeks time. I don't suppose he
will perform any of his great sixties soul releases
from his Deesu Record period, 'Don't You Ever
Leave Me', 'Being Without You, and a glorious
remake of Ben E King's, 'What Can A Man Do'.
Can’t see these going down well with the
rockabillys.

CD OF THE MONTH
(Well sort of)
JOE SIMON MONUMENT OF SOUL RPM/Shout 222
Well Joe's been sitting in the wings for a few
months now awaiting his chance for the most
prestigious award in the soul world, Soulboy's CD
of the month spot. What can you say about Joe
Simon that hasn't already been said, he’s simply
one of the true greats of country southern soul
music, deeply rooted in country, but instead of the
saddle, chose to record some of the finest
country-soul. Although the selection here has
been released many times over, this excellent
collection, and timely reissue, cannot be
overlooked, as it represents twenty six of his finest
moments for the Monument R&B subsidiary label,

Soul/R&B released in
the UK, held up due to
lack of time. It will be
back. Oh no. So until
next time remember to
keep on keeping on.

SOULBOY
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Forgets - Stop The World | Preacher Smith & The
Deacons - Roogie Doogie - Eat Your Heart Out |
Rosco Gordon & The Red Tops - Bop It - Chicken In
The Rough | The Belew Twins – Lonesome - Love
Me Baby | The 5 Stars - Molly Molly - Your Love Is
All I Need - Hey Juanita

Letter to the Editor (1)

A Sigler Sighting
Enjoyed Soulboy’s enthusiastic story on Bunny
Sigler in TFTW #16. Clearly a devoted fan,
Soulboy opens and concludes his piece by asking
‘whatever happened to Bunny?’

Dave Travis and Goofin’
Records have come up
with a good idea here; a
CD that features all the
songs from a film that, in
acting terms, plumbs the
depths of mediocrity but,
and this is generally true
of
fifties Rock'n'Roll
movies, the music was
usually well up to
scratch. “Rock Baby,
Rock
It”
was
the
brainchild of music (and
wrestling)
promoter
J.G.Tiger (real name
Jack Goldman) and, due
to the extremely limited budget (probably no more
than three dollars!) local kids and wrestlers were
utilised instead of professional actors; local
Rock'n'Roll acts were also on hand to provide
musical interludes. So, fans of Johnny Carroll and
special guest Rosco Gordon will rejoice in the fact
that the performances of their songs differ from
the recordings made for Decca and Sun
respectively. As best as is known, Carroll did not
make professional recordings of ‘Rockin'
Maybelle’ or ‘Sugar Baby’ during which, in the film,
the delightful local personality/friend of the stars
Kay Wheeler struts her sexy stuff. Seems to me
that these recordings would have been cut on the
soundstage in Dallas – anyone confirm?

Well, Peter Gibbon of Ace Records and myself,
with our ladies, spotted the man at an excellent
revue, ‘Let The Good Times Roll,’ at New York’s
Rainbow Room on August 30, 1996. Sigler’s costars were soul divas Maxine Brown and Vivian
Reed. Sorry, Bunny, good though you were, the
high point of the evening was Maxine with her
soul-drenched hit, ‘All In My Mind’.
But the production was so entertaining, full of
classy singing and dancing, that we totally lost
track of the wine being consumed, so much so
that the final check was in excess of $600!! At
least the show and dinner were included and the
exchange rate was more favourable then.
A memorable moment came when my wife
Shelley returned from the ladies room to tell us
she had met a very nice person there. Did we
know a Mrs. Huff?!
I see from the latest issue of ‘Discoveries’ that
John A. Jackson (the Alan Freed biographer) has
a book on Gamble & Huff scheduled for next year:
‘A House Afire: Kenny Gamble, Leon Huff, Thom
Bell and the Sound of Philadelphia’ (Oxford
University Press). Looks to be an indispensable
read. The book will almost certainly bring Soulboy
fully up-to-date on Sigler. Then our dedicated
scribe will be able to listen to Bunny’s records and
let the good times roll - without any more frets!

According to Vesa Haaja’s affectionate booklet
note the whole production was filmed in a Dallas
hotel lobby over the course of a week in 1956. Of
the other acts on show here little is known (to me)
of Don Coates & The Bon-Aires (who, visually,
seem to remind me of the Four Coins from the
film “Jamboree”), Preacher Smith & The Deacons
and The 5 Stars, whose three songs I always
found enjoyable. More familiar to me are The
Belew Twins (Benny and Bobby) who were regular
and popular performers on the “Big D Jamboree”.
Check out their versions of ‘Red Cadillac And A
Black Moustache’, ‘Black Slacks’, ‘Hot Dog Buddy
Buddy’ and even ‘Rockin’ Bones’ on the
Rollercoaster CD of live “Big D Jamboree” radio
material. Congrats to Dave T for doing such a fine
job on the sound mastering on this, an interesting
microcosm of Dallas Rock'n'Roll; laugh at the
standard of acting in the film but thrill (generally)
to the music on this CD.

John Broven









C.D. REVIEWS

Rock Baby, Rock It! – Original Soundtrack - Various Artistes – (Goofin’ GRCD6111)
The Cell Block 7 - Hot Rock - The Saint Song |
Johnny Carroll & The Hot Rocks - Sugar Baby Rockin' Maybelle - Crazy Crazy Lovin' - Wild Wild
Women | Don Coates & The Bon-Aires - Love Never
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were one of Flip’s earliest signings (perhaps the
first) and they are heard on two cuts from ’55,
‘Heaven In My Arms’, an attractive ballad and the
Cadillacs inspired up-tempo ‘Mighty Joe’. The
Lockettes, a young girl group brought to Flip by
Richard Berry, issued one single in 1958, the
slowie ‘You Don't Want Me’ and what Billboard
Magazine used to call a ‘rockarumba’, ‘Puddin'
Pie’. The Dukes included among their number exRobin Bobby Nunn and ex-Coaster Leon Hughes
and a 1959 release housed the ballad ‘Looking
For You’ and the truly outstanding ‘Groceries, Sir’,
very Coasters based and, for me, the cream of
this particular crop.

Flip Doo Wop Volume 2 - Various Artistes –
(Ace CDCHD 838)
Why Don't You Answer / I Do Believe - Maharajahs |
My Dear / Do You Love Me - Cyclones | You're The
Girl / I'll Never Ever Love Again / Somewhere
There's A Rainbow - Richard Berry & The Pharaohs |
Arrow Of Love / Teenage Promise - Trudy Williams &
The Six Teens | Heaven In My Arms / Mighty Joe Donald Woods & The Vel-Aires | Puddin' Pie / You
Don't Want Me - Lockettes | Looking For You /
Groceries, Sir - Dukes | Tell Me Darling / Hey Pretty
Girl / ‘Cause You're Mine Alone - Arthur Lee Maye |•
Where You Been So Long - Rainiers | Since You've
Been Gone / Do Not Forget - Dreamers | Deposit
Your Love (In The Bank Of My Heart) - Richard
Owens & The Ivy Leaguers

A sequel to the highly
successful Volume One,
this 22 track pack contains
some pretty tuff stuff. Not
to be confused with the
Memphis label of the
same name, this Flip was
founded
by
recording
engineer Max Feirtag in
1955, who set about recording an array of Los
Angeles rhythm’n’blues talent. The label’s demise
was complete by the mid-sixties but, during its
existence, there were many fine releases. The
late Richard Berry, who authorised many of the
songs on this CD, was one of the leading lights in
R&B on the West Coast and was more, much
more, than just the guy who wrote and first
recorded ‘Louie, Louie’ (indeed, it’s his menacing
bass voice that illuminates the Robins’ ‘Riot In Cell
Block #9’ and it is he who answers to young Etta
James’ plea to ‘Roll With Me Henry’). Along with
the Pharaohs, Berry is heard on three songs;
‘You're The Girl’ which dates from 1958 is a ballad
very much in the style of Jesse Belvin whose
vocal phrasing Richard replicates perfectly. Also in
slow tempo are both sides of a 1960 single
‘Somewhere There's A Rainbow’ / ‘I'll Never Ever
Love Again’ with a strong Berry vocal on the
former. The team also recorded ‘My Dear’ / ‘Do
You Love Me’ (the latter a good rocker with some
neat guitar work) in 1957 and these were released
on a Flip single as by the Cyclones. Both sides of
the Maharajahs’ 1958 debut single ‘Why Don't
You Answer’ / ‘I Do Believe’ are included here with
‘Answer’ being a busy rocker while ‘Believe’ puts
me in mind of Little Anthony and the Imperials.

Bunter and Berry – Hemsby 1993
Featured at the upcoming Rhythm Riot in
November, Arthur Lee Maye (with the Crowns)
recorded some peerless sides for Specialty, such
as ‘Ooh Rooba Lee’, prior to climbing aboard the
good ship Flip. We hear both sides of his one Flip
outing from ’57 ‘Hey Pretty Girl/’Cause You're
Mine Alone’ (the latter is virtually ‘I Almost Lost My
Mind’ with alternative lyrics) and are treated to the
never-before-issued ‘Tell Me Darling’. Also
previously unreleased is ‘Where You Been So
Long’ by the Rainiers, about whom next to nowt is
known. Booklet note writer Gordon Skadberg
theorises that it’s Berry and the Pharaohs under a
pseudonym. The song itself is relaxed, with a nice
bluesy feel. The Dreamers first worked under
Richard Berry’s tutelage and gradually turned into
the Blossoms who, in the mid-sixties, worked
regularly on the ABC TV show “Shindig”,
produced by Jack Good in the sixties. The
Dreamers’ one release for Flip, ‘Since You've
Been Gone/Do Not Forget’, from 1957 are
pleasant ballads in the style of the Chantels.
Finally, Richard Owens & The Ivy Leaguers offer
another ‘rockarumba’ with ‘Deposit Your Love’
also from ’57. So, all in all, an enjoyable CD and
one well worth checking out.

Queens Of King (The King Girl Groups) –
Various Artistes - Ace CDCHD 830

Trudy Williams & The Six Teens are, of course,
best known for their Flip hit of 1956 ‘A Casual
Look’ (issued over here on London) and this
collection bears the B-side ‘Teenage Promise’,
plus a mid-tempo item from the following year,
‘Arrow Of Love’. Don Woods & The Vel-Aires

Your Candy Kisses / Won't Someone Tell Me Why Faith Taylor & The Sweet Teens | You Are The One /
Lonely Cabin - Hamilton Sisters | Tell Me / I Want To
Be Loved (Only By You) / My Dream - Sharmettes |
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Jewels, they were part of the James Brown revue
for a time during the mid-sixties and they released
one single apiece on Federal and King. One side
of the Federal disc, a smooth revival of Gene and
Eunice’s ‘This Is My Story’, cut in 1966, concludes
this tribute to the Queens of King. Incidentally, one
quarter of the Jewels was Martha Harwin who, as
Martha High, is now a regular fixture in the
Godfather of Soul’s live stage show and has been
for some years. An interesting and enjoyable CD.

Ooo Sometimes / Wonderful One / Don't Cry My
Soldier Boy / Special Delivery - Shondells | Let Me
Be Free - Juanita Nixon | School Letter / Johnny
Johnny - Charmettes | My Dearest / Are You
Satisfied (With Your Love) / Looking For A Lover Bobbettes | My New Love - Lynn Davis | One Honest
Love / Partners For Life - Ruth Carroll & The Hamilton
Sisters | Call On Me - Beverly Ann Gibson | My Candy
Man - Alice Rozier | Leave Us Alone - Vonns | This Is
My Story - Jewels

This CD trains the
spotlight on some of the
generally lesser known
female
singers
and
groups who recorded for
the King label and its
subsidiaries. As the time
period spans 1956 to
1966, the later songs
are of a more soulful
nature. But, to start, Faith Taylor & The Sweet
Teens came from Chicago and their solitary
Federal release from 1958 ‘Your Candy Kisses /
Won't Someone Tell Me Why’ sounds so much
like Frankie Lyman and the Teenagers, which
perhaps isn’t surprising as lead singer Faith was
just nine years old at the time. The Hamilton
Sisters’ one single on King, issued in ’56,
combined two ballads, ‘You Are The One’ and
‘Lonely Cabin’, both well sung. The sisters
accompany Ruth Carroll on her ’56 release ‘One
Honest Love’ and ‘Partners For Life’, which was
something of a popular tune with King artistes,
Hank Ballard and Boyd Bennett having recorded
versions around the same time.

Chuck Is Back! – Chuck Daines –
(Charleyphone 001)
Git It | Straight Skirt | The Night Is So Lonely | Jew’s
Harp Rock (Instrumental) | Rockin’ The Spoons
(Instrumental) | Everybody Knee Tremble | Sugaree
(duet with Dennis Lotus) | Oh Little Bun | Blue Moon
(with The Jive Five) | Drinkin’ Wine | Baby Let’s Play
House (with Craig Douglas) | Well (with The Olympics)
| Wock’n’Woll Wuby (with Jonathan Ross) | Let’s Be
Friends (with Crazy Cavan) | Bunberg Boogie |
Shovel It In Yer Diary Blues (Instrumental)

Make no mistake; this is a remarkable new CD
from a man who has recently re-emerged into the
limelight after years in the wilderness. This 15tracker was conceived in just one major recording
session (one song from this session, a version of
Huelyn Duvall’s ‘Little Boy Blue’ remains
unreleased). Brigadier Brian Bunberg was a
manager who had it all; wealth, power, vision,
haemorrhoids. Chuck Daines was one of the
biggest Rock'n'Roll stars this country had
produced with a huge string of hits from 1959 to
1962. One, a 1962 chart topping million seller,
was banned by the BBC for making references to
“knee-trembling” (Daines insists that the “kneetremble” was a dance and, in fact, offered the
song to Chubby Checker who declined).

The Sharmettes hailed from Los Angeles and had
a couple of singles issued on King in 1962; three
songs are included on this collection; ‘Tell Me’, ‘I
Want To Be Loved’ and the ballad with a beat, ‘My
Dream’. From Pomona, California, the Shondells
are featured on no less than four songs, all of a
high quality. Of these, I especially liked the quite
soulful ‘Don't Cry My Soldier Boy’ with lead singer
Shirlee Brooks contributing a strong vocal. Juanita
Nixon offers a Laverne Baker pastiche in ‘Let Me
Be Free’ (released for the first time anywhere)
while Beverly Ann Gibson has a sound not unlike
Carla Thomas on her 1959 waxing ‘Call On Me’.
By 1961 The Bobbettes found themselves on King
and the wonderful Heather Dixon and co sound
just great on ‘My Dearest’, ‘Are You Satisfied’ and
‘Looking For A Lover’, the last of which has a
slight hint of the ‘Mr Lee’ rhythm about it.

Then, following the infamous scandal, Daines
went to ground for a long time, until Brigadier
Bunberg offered his services. Daines cut his first
sides in a long, long time and this is the result.
The natural sequel to the aforementioned track,
‘Everybody Knee Tremble’, is a red hot, steaming
rocker, played by equally steaming musicians.
Chuck pays a worthy tribute to Graham Fenton
(as Bunberg puts it in his curious booklet notes)
with versions of ‘Git It’ and ‘The Night Is So
Lonely’. As for ‘Jew’s Harp Rock’ and ‘Rockin’ The
Spoons’, well these tracks sure put the ‘mental’ in
‘instrumental’! Jack Scott’s ‘Oh Little Bun’ is retitled in honour of Daines’ manager, nice touch,
while ‘Bunberg Boogie’ and Gene Summers’
‘Straight Skirt’ rock along powerfully. The duets
are, to say the least, interesting; the best are
those with the Olympics and the Jive Five, but
Chuck singing Elvis with Crazy Cavan and certain

Not much info in the booklet notes (again by the
excellent Gordon Skadberg) regarding the
Charmettes but their two songs, which formed the
1959 single, ‘School Letter’ and ‘Johnny Johnny’,
are pleasant teen fare. There are decent offerings
by Alice Rozier and by the Vonns; as for the
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other ones, don’t quite seem to come off so well.
So that’s the album; is it good enough o knock the
likes of Robbie Williams and Britney Spears off
the top of the charts? Time will tell.

myself, especially those with a profound
lyric.
Ciao for now,
B.B.Bunberg
P.S. Oh yeah, the album referred to in
March’s T.F.T.W. – ‘Live at the Standard
of England’ – will be released very shortly.
Watch this space!



Bunter meets Chuck at the launch of the new CD













New Country Round Up



PART TWO

Letter to the Editor (2)

Before Shania Twain went completely pop, I
picked up a CD of hers on one of my US trips
entitled 'The Woman In Me' (US number is
Mercury 314-522 886-2). It includes the feminist
anthem 'Any Man Of Mine', plus 'Whose Bed
Have Your Boots Been Under?', 'I'm Outta Here'
and unfortunately only a very short version of her
great song 'God Bless The Child'. The full version
catalogues the suffering of children all over the
world due to war, parental abuse, etc. I felt
cheated when I found this album just contains a
1'30" excerpt from this track (I should have
studied the running times listed on the back I
guess!)

Dear Keith and T.F.T.W. staff,
Fraternal greetings from Bunberg Manor
and many thanks to your reviewer Bunter
for providing ‘Chuck Is Back’ with a
reasonably sympathetic review. It was
thoughtful of you to send me a preproduction copy to view. My boy is
currently holidaying in Gran Canaria,
staying at his plush villa, taking a wellearned rest.

He may be smarmy and as New Country as you
can get, but I must admit to being a great fan of
Vince Gill and have his CD 'Souvenirs' (MCA 111
394/2 MCD 1139.) This CD contains his catchy hit
'Don't Let Our Love Start Slippin' Away', but my
favourite track is the slow ballad 'Look At Us'
about true and lasting love. Ironically, Vince's
marriage later broke down and he and his wife
separated, but this is still one of Country Music's
greatest ever love songs in my humble opinion.
This album also contains a duet with Dolly Parton
on her self-penned classic 'I Will Always Love
You'.

Mind you, he informs me on a postcard
which has just plopped onto my doormat
that, and I quote, “I have appeared at several
karaoke evenings at Seamus O’Shamrock’s
bar as second billing to The Abba
Memories”. This is very worrying –
bootleggers beware! I would fervently hope
that, while performing, he has sung at least
one song from the new album, plus a quick
chorus of ‘Danny Boy’ to please the
Spaniards.

I also admit to owning a Randy Travis CD, 'The
Best Of Randy Travis' (Warner Bros 9548-334612). Apart from being one of the most sexy and
physically attractive male singers in Country
Music, along with Dwight Yoakam, I happen to
think he is also a great singer, though his folksy
voice is an acquired taste. One of my favourites
from this album is 'On The Other Hand' (hook: 'is
a golden band reminding me of someone who
wouldn't understand') with a great traditional piano
backing, unusual in New Country. Other favourite
tracks are '1982' ('postman send a letter with a
special kind of stamp' - all about wishing one

Anyway, thanks again for the review.
However, in expressing his feelings about
the tracks, your rotund reporter failed to
mention the excellent instrumental ‘Shove
It In Yer Diary Blues’. I’m sure this is
purely an oversight, but I’ll just say that I’m
positive your readership will enjoy this
moody piece. I love a good instrumental
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could go back in time and correct mistakes one's
made), his big hit 'Forever And Ever, Amen',
'Good Intentions' (paving the way to you-knowwhere), and 'Diggin' Up Bones'.

I can also recommend some great tracks by other
New Country artists, most dating back a few
years. Such as Mark Chestnut's 'Going Through
The Big D' (Divorce not Dallas), 'Third Rate
Romance' by Sammy Kershaw, 'Bobbie Anne
Mason' by Ricky Treveno, 'Mama, He's Crazy' and
other songs by The Judds, 'Do Ya?' by Katy Oslin,
'We Dared The Lightning' by The Bellamy
Brothers, and 'Cowboy Lovin' Night' by Tanya
Tucker. Leanne Rimes has recorded a great,
traditional version of Hank Williams' 'You Win
Again'. I don't care much for Garth Brooks' music,
but his 'Friends In Low Places' is an exception.
Nor do I much care for Reba McIntyre's style (I
saw her show once with Lee Wilkinson) but
following Country's tradition that no subject is
taboo, she tackles AIDS/HIV with a good song
entitled 'She Thinks His Name Was John' about a
woman wondering about the man who infected
her. Rock band The Eagles put down a very good
Country track in 'The Girl From Yesterday' which
was often played on Country 1035 a few years
back, and there are lots of other great songs I
recorded from the radio without ever knowing who
the singers were (most annoying when the DJs
just play the tracks without saying who they are
by). Can anyone help with information on who
recorded the following songs (could be New
Country or more traditional artists): the great,
haunting 'Lost In the Fifties Tonight', 'I'd Trade All
My Tomorrows (For A Single Yesterday)', and a
song called 'I Tell it Like It Used To Be'? Also I'm
still trying to track down a song called 'Second
Thoughts' 'Do I have second thoughts? Every
second, every minute, every week of every year'.
Without the name of the artist it is almost
impossible - had it on tape but lost it. (Responses
via the pages of T.F.T.W. would be welcome – H)

Speaking of Dwight
Yoakam, I have one
old vinyl album of his
I picked up secondhand
somewhere,
'Hillbilly
Deluxe'
(Reprise
25567-1)
but unfortunately it
probably pre-dates
his great tracks like
'Guitars,
Cadillacs
and Hillbilly Music'
(also often played at
Hemsby/rockabilly
venues) and another good hit of his called
'Nothing'. Despite often being lumped with the
New Country brigade, Dwight's nasal voice is very
traditionally Country Hank Williams style, and this
collection is typical, but without any really
outstanding tracks in my opinion. Still, he does
look kinda cute on the cover in his denim jeans
and cowboy outfit, though not as good as when I
saw him on TV in leather jeans. Well, if you can
get turned on by Dolly Parton's boobs, why
shouldn't I have my fantasies?
Can't leave New Country without mentioning Mary
Chapin Carpenter. I have a cassette of hers,
'Shooting Straight In The Dark' (Colombia 0 7464
46077 4) and it contains two really great tracks,
'Right Now' and the Cajun-flavoured 'Down At The
Twist And Shout'.
I also like Mary's 'I Feel Lucky' which I have on a
compilation CD, entitled rather off-puttingly 'The
Ultimate Line Dancing Album' (Global RADCC58
also previously released as RADCD/MC41). Apart
from Mary's hit, it contains a wealth of good New
Country including The Woolpackers' 'Hillbilly
Rock, Hillbilly Roll', Brooks and Dunn's ‘Boot
Scootin' Boogie', Billy Ray Cyrus' 'Achy Breaky
Heart', (Aaaaaagh! – H) Alan Jackson's
'Chattahoochee', Dolly Parton's 'Romeo', Dwight
Yoakam's 'Honky Tonk Man', The Tractors' 'My
Baby Likes To Rock It' (with its reference to The
'Killer on the radio'), Pam Tillis (Mel's daughter)
singing the novelty Country number 'Cleopatra,
Queen of Denial' (Denial/The Nile - corny innit?
But a very catchy number), John Anderson's
'Money In The Bank', George Strait's 'Adalaida'
and a host of tracks by other artists - 21 in all. A
great buy if you can find it. (Incidentally, Pam Tillis
also did a great version of the old 1960s hit
'Everytime You Walk In The Room', and a good
duet with Vince Gill on 'My Kind Of Woman, My
Kind Of Man'.)

Well, that's about it for now. Let's just hope the
pendulum swings back to more traditional styles in
Country Music, and then I might start listening to
Country 1035 and buying CDs again.

Tony “Redneck” Papard









My Day: June 12th, 2001
What – No Nashville? Worldwide Webb
By Robbie Fulks Part 3
After the remaining songs are tracked I corner the
pedal man Weldon Myrick for a little while and
quiz him on his life in country music and his early
years in the business. Weldon, who looks to be in
his early sixties, was an A-list steel man from the
mid-1960s through the 1970s and played in the
Opry house band for something like 20 years. Like
many other hot young instrumentalists in the
Eisenhower years, he came to Nashville
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impulsively, dragging a burgeoning family and a
famished bank account. It’s news to me that he
turned to the instrument whose history he was to
help shape after achieving modest success as a
singer-guitarist-bandleader. Remembering that he
played in the movie “Nashville,” which is on my
brain because I’m in the middle of learning songs
from it for a gig next week, I ask him, “What were
those sessions like?” He squints over my head for
a second. “Loose,” he says dryly. The word that
paints a thousand pictures.

These girls and their personal trainers, and their
pitch correctors, and their publicity flacks, and
their lame-ass excuses for voices. They’ve taken
this great thing of dignity and beauty, country
music, and turned it into a pile of shit. I’m not even
really a country singer, so I probably shouldn’t
care. And I won’t care, in two years’ time, when
these stuck-up, cosmetically enhanced one-hit
bitches are doin’ infomercials and playin’ offa
flatbeds in Walmart parking lots – I’ll laugh in their
cracked little faces. Jo Dee Messina. You know
what she really looks like? They must spend more
time on her make-up than the Incredible Hulk.
And people look at that and think it’s country,
when country’s got nothin’ to do with it. Country
may be a lot of things, but it sure ain’t Music Row.
Real country’s like…like ethnic music.”

Finally it’s sing-for-keeps time, and it goes almost
as smoothly as the scratch singing. This time Joy
and I take separate passes and correct for pitch
and other variables. Gail wants me to sing fullthroated as on previous takes, and it takes me a
while to find that voice. In a half-hour we have
what is to my ears a technically improved
simulacrum of the party we were having when the
feeling was fresh. But it still sounds pretty good.
My fears of meddlesome techno-tinkering go
unreified, and the whole-step interval goes
undetected, or at least unremarked. A tiny slice of
satisfactory music now exists where none did
before: a good day’s work.

After dinner they drop me off at the Exit/In. It’s
Tuesday, the night that Billy Block sets up his
weekly hustle at the Elliston Place nightclub. Billy
supposedly presents and promotes music that is
alternative to Nashville, which, since Nashville is
nothing, gives him just about all of music to
choose from. Tonight our theme is Texas. The
turnout is unmerciful, with a serious line out the
front door and down the sidewalk. Normally that
much would send me fleeing, but I walk around to
the back door, as I’m curious to see who in
particular is behind this boffo b.o. There’s Dale
Watson again, and Lee Roy Parnell. But the b.o.
boy seems to be one Pat Green.

Joy and I take our leave, offering the BR549 guys,
who are getting ready for their brush with digital
immortality, a breezy parting sentiment: “Don’t
disgrace the legacy, guys!” They glower mutely at
me. Giddy and hungry, we stop on the way to
dinner at Joy’s house where she grabs a spleef,
changes out of her studio best, mollifies her
animals, and collects her boyfriend Tim, an
easygoing drummer and handyman who speaks
rarely. There’s not much in the way of adequate
restaurants in Nashville. We presently arrive at
Bosco’s on 21st Street near Belcourt. Tim
disappears into his menu. Joy scans hers
sceptically, saying that it has changed, and that
there’s not much she can order, and that that’s
probably for the best anyway.
“Oh, you look fine,” I tell her. “Don’t worry. Have
something, for God’s sake.”

I don’t need to stay around here and see the Pat
Act. I’ve read his press. It’s hard to escape it. You
can hardly pass a newsstand without gagging
from the thick odour of righteous offence that his
biological existence has bestirred in respectable
places. Pat Green is a disgrace to the legacy of
Texas music. He is not fit to bottomfeed in the
waters where Guy Clark and Townes Van Zandt
swam. Pat Green is a fratboy turd in the
punchbowl of Lone Star poetry. A dumbed-down
Jerry Jeff Walker would have been unthinkable,
until Pat Green. Pat Green – “Pat Green” for
God’s sake! – has taken a thing of gossamer
beauty and visceral delight and chopped it into
mass-market suckerbait. He stinks worse than
peanut butter stirred into pancake syrup. But not
content with being merely vulgar, Pat Green is
wildly popular. He is stomping up and down retail
charts and trampling precious daisies – tinier,
worthier musical voices – underfoot. He’s the
Borders Bookstore of country music. Well, maybe
that’s outside the bounds of decency, but he is a
very, very bad man. Hmm. Maybe I’ll stay after all.

“No, I’ve got to lose a little. I know it. I have so
many girlfriends who think it’s all plotting out this,
marking down this, counting those…Robbie, I
know how to lose weight. It’s real easy. Shut your
fat fuckin’ mouth is how. And I can do it too, I just
gotta stop eating all these cookies and potato
chips.”
“Ha ha,” I laugh. “But really. You sang great today.
Go on and eat.”
“Well, it was fun, and I appreciate you asking me
to do it.”
“Not at all, you were brilliant and inspiring. Plus
Martina was unavailable to me.”

As he walks out to start his 5-song set I’m
hemmed in, against the men’s room door off the
left side of the stage, by a roiling mass of
hyperstimulated stem cells. I strain to see the
reviled vulgarian. He looks about as common as

“Yeah, right. Martina. I’ll kick her ass in any key.
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pig tracks: pudgy, baseball cap, sweaty and a little
tired around the eyes. The band kicks into the first
song. “Kicks into” is the phrase that comes to
mind because this is the sort of presentation
where you wouldn’t be too surprised to see the
bassist start doing pseudo-spontaneous air-karate
moves on the keyboardist, carried away in the joy
of it all. “Fake Fun,” my friend John Sieger calls it.
If there were a language called Texas Songwriter
and you were fluent in it but not English, this is
what you would hear at a Pat Green show:

night after night, you lay yourself before an
endless, asinine parade of drivelling half-wit fans,
excelled in their native loathsomeness only by the
crooked promoters, managerial slime, hired
muscle, simpering ultramontanists, magazine
writers, and miscellaneous nocturnal fauna that
surround you constantly in your offstage hours,
and soon the world begins to take on a dismal
cast indeed. In fairness, though, it must be
stipulated that going around the country as a
stripper or a second-rate BTO act is not the best
way to meet interesting people while preserving
your idealism.

“Dah dah dah dah dah dah PARTY dah dah
CORONA dah dah dah dah SAN ANTONIO dum
dum dum de dum MY BOAT doo doo doo doo
doo doo MEXICANS dee dee BROKE DOWN
OLE TRUCK blah WIND blah BIRD blah DRUNK
blah SUN blah ROAD blah ROAD blah THE
ROAD blah THE RODEO dum de dum de dum de
dum CAN’T CHANGE A THING toot toot strum
strum MAKIN’ LOVE ON MOMMA’S BED drum
splat chord ke-ching STORIES THE OLD MAN
TOLD ME dum dum dum dum FIDDLE dee dee
SUMBITCH doo doo HUNGOVER screech SHE’S
LOVED AND LOST A HUNDRED TIMES dah dah
dah MISSION HOUSE dah dah dah dah
COLORADO RIVER dah de dum LEE ROY
PARNELL, PERSONAL FRIEND OF MINE.”
Karate chop!

I walk out of the club, back into the misty
neverland of Nashville 2001, an imaginary city of
down-home ethnics and prisoners of a 30-year-old
Weltanschauung. I’m headed to another bar, to
puzzle it over. I can understand the flight from the
new, but I can’t figure out why so many people in
this town are stuck 30 years back when they could
be stuck in a much richer, more stimulating era.
Fifty years ago in this town the tablets were being
carved, by Hank Williams and Webb Pierce and
Hank Snow and dozens of others, each with his
(except for Kitty Wells and Jean Shepard, they
were all men) own Broken Bow and his own drunk
or absent daddy. Twenty years later along came a
motley pack of hick Byrons and Baby Boom
stoners like Gram Parsons, Kris Kristofferson,
John Hartford, Willie Nelson, and Mickey
Newbury. To most observers at the time this influx
of young performers and writers looked set on
fundamentally and permanently changing the art
of the common people. They were going to storm
the stage, usurp the irrelevant oldsters, rejuvenate
the show, and save the soul of America’s music,
like Barbara Harris at the end of “Nashville” after
Ronee Blakley got shot. But from today’s vantage
point we can see that beyond the grad-school
gloss that the 1970s enfants terribles put on the
old stories, mostly they were just trying to hit
marks set a generation previous, and mostly they
failed, not because they were that bad (though
they did exude an unwholesome overconfidence)
but because THOSE HALF-CRAZY OLDSCHOOL
TABLET-CARVING
COUSIN
FUCKERS WERE SO UNGODLY GOOD. Here
we are now at two removes from this last great
generation, and our hip young twangbards are
glossing the gloss. How could it be otherwise? We
new countrarians of 2001 look back at the
midcentury giants and are appreciative but not
emulous. Our models today are the second-best
from thirty years ago because all can do is to sing
the songs of our own planet, and anymore Broken
Bow may as well be Mars.

Musically it’s like Bachman Turner Overdrive and
E Street Band and all that. Songs in a big hurry to
get from the guitar hook to the rabble-rousing
chorus. Arrangements eager to show off a few
cute little stops and syncopated accents.
Personally I don’t see what the big problem with
Pat Green is. It’s dumb and imitative, but how
does that distinguish it from 80% of everything
else out there moving 100,000+ units? From all I
can tell from listening to six songs, Pat Green’s
music does not constitute a unique or noteworthy
outrage. It’s not a criminal offence to go around
playing what strikes a smart-ass listener as
county-fair beer tent music. Music is not for smartasses. Look at everybody dancing and singing
along, these swoony college girls and their
lantern-jawed swains. They are alive in the
moment and happy. Who could complain?
Pat Green probably could. His moves and
expressions
have
an
aspect
of
dull
mechanization; he is at a clear distance from this
particular night and these particular people. This
newcomer seems miraculously to have reached
the plateau toward which other men, like Robert
Earl Keen, strive for years and years, that special
state of mind where the people who are the
craziest for you start to disgust you, so much that
you can’t even tactfully conceal it for a set’s
length. Oh well, it happens. Every different kind of
professional entertainer is ultimately the same
kind: a stripper. You rev up the fake fun machine

The End



15







ROCK’N’ROLL

trade (he died of cancer last year – won’t forget
you, old buddy!), offered to give his services free
(unknown to his employers!) to produce for us a
properly printed offset litho magazine and I
decided to call it “Not Fade Away”, for obvious
reasons. (Or were they obvious? I lost count of
the number of people who asked us why we called
our mag after a Rolling Stones record, not
apparently knowing that the song was written and
recorded by Buddy Holly.)

THERE’S NOWT SO QUEER AS FOLK!

By Neil Foster (Part Five)
In October 1971 we launched the first issue of
“THE ROCK”, our own Rock’n’Roll magazine, and
very badly produced it was but you’ve got to start
somewhere. We were lucky enough to have it
reviewed in “Record Mirror” and the publicity soon
produced a steady stream of mail, which led to
more sales and more members joining us. (It was
called “The Rock”, by the way, with the emphasis
on “The”, because I/we resented the term “Rock”
applied to post-1950’s music; today, of course,
“Rock”/”Rock’n’Roll”/”Rock and Roll” mean
anything that the user wants the words to mean.)

The cover price of the first issue was only 10p!
The main problem with the early issues was
finding enough material to put in them but I was
lucky enough to meet some good, well-informed
writers (Dave Hunter, a Rockabilly specialist, and
Jim Newcombe, a Vincent fan, who had also seen
Buddy Holly and other greats live) so the
magazine gradually increased in size. From the
beginning I always included some humorous bits
satirising the Rock’n’Roll scene and there was
always some clot who believed every word of
them!
By the mid-70’s “Not Fade Away” had become so
large that Brian Martin could no longer set it up by
the back door, as it were, so we had to go through
the front door: that is when the problems started!
The magazine was now costing serious money to
produce but we were selling well, I was in a very
well-paid job, mail was flowing in from all over the
world, sometimes as much as 50/100 letters a
week; we could even contemplate putting out
books as well (“Something Else”, an Eddie
Cochran book, which did not lose money and “I
Remember Gene Vincent” by Alan Vince, which
lost piles!)

"The Rock" issue 1, October 1971

I think it was the same year that we had a strange
interview with a “Daily Mirror” reporter. I told him
that in the 50’s lots of people considered
Rock’n’Roll to be ephemeral and he looked
puzzled. “What’s that word you just used?” he
asked. “The word beginning with “f”?” Well, I
suppose if you are a “Daily Mirror” reporter,
“ephemeral” does begin with “f”, dunnit, eh?

Then in 1979 came the reckoning. I was made
redundant from the Royal Liverpool Hospital job
and just before that we put out no. 16 of “Not
Fade Away”. 4,000 copies were printed, the most
we ever produced, and I had now negotiated a
deal with W.H.Smith & Son to take 500 copies, in
an attempt to “go national”. The snag was that
the company demanded 50% of the cover price
(and if this sounds rapacious, remember that the
smallest publication they usually dealt with had a
20,000 circulation so they were doing us a favour,
not the other way around.)

We were soon exchanging mags and
advertisements with newsletters and duplicated
magazines produced by the fan clubs of the time
and this was a cheap and effective way of
advertising ourselves. In those days, believe it or
not, I didn’t even have a telephone! I was glad,
therefore, of the help of Dave Crosby, who had
been one of the first people to respond to our ad
in the “Liverpool Echo”. Dave was a DJ/collector,
with over 4,000 records in his home; not all were
Rock’n’Roll, of course, but he had lots of London
American singles and a disco (and transport) so
without his help we could never have put on
record hops/film shows etc.

I had never bothered about such unimportant
matters as costing, cash-flow and accountancy so
it was with a sickening jolt one day, that as I was
idly working out some figures on a piece of paper I
realized that no. 16(@ 60p a copy (print cost:
£2,234) was seriously under-priced and that even
if we were able to sell every copy at full price
(impossible!) we would still sustain a heavy loss.

This situation lasted until the summer of 1972
when various disputes between us brought the
magazine to an end. However, in March 1973,
one of our members, Brian Martin, a typesetter by

Furthermore, the recession had just started (you
remember that?); the worst for decades and it
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was soon apparent that I would have to move to
London to find work.
I had formed a firm
friendship (too much alliteration, there…) with
Hank Taylor, ex-editor of “Rock’n’Roll Collector”
and he offered to put me up at his house in
Leyton, E10, until I found a job and a place of my
own.

exhortations.
Sadly, none of it worked. Not enough members
renewed their subscriptions and not enough new
subscribers were recruited. Soon the printer was
screaming for his money and my boss was
screaming for my blood. Then he told me that he
would have to claw back my forthcoming pay-rise
and the yearly bonus to pay the print bill. I came
out of his office feeling quite relieved. I had lost a
lot of money but at least I had not lost my job.
Then I realized that I had lost much more than
that. Ten years of my life and £20,000 of my own
money had just gone down the pan, with little to
show for it. I could not help feeling extremely
bitter and humiliated and I felt that I had been
badly let down by Rock’n’Roll fans. Over twenty
years later, I can look back dispassionately. After
all, why should anyone believe that “Not Fade
Away”, after a gap of over a year, had any future
at all? It was my fault for not being business-like
and organized from day one but just trusting to
luck and improvisation.

Hank Taylor in London, about 1979

That took ten weeks, proving that the recession
had hit London, too. When I did move into a bedsitter off Lea Bridge Road, I still had not solved
the problem of how to put out the next magazine,
as no. 16 was not paid for. However, I used this
issue to secure me a job as Marketing Manager
for a small electronics publishing firm in
Clerkenwell – to my relief they didn’t ring the
printers in Liverpool – they would have told him
that I still owed £2,000 on it!

In retrospect, it was what I had gained from ten
years in the Rock’n’Roll business that mattered:
my knowledge of the music had increased
dramatically; I had learned about all sorts of other
music, too, Western Swing, Cajun, Zydeco, Doowop, Swamp Pop, Acapella – the list went on and
on.
I had drunk oceans of Guinness, met
thousands of curious and interesting people,
crammed more incidents into ten years than I had
in the previous twenty and, best of all, had made
at least half a dozen wonderful friends, who, I am
glad to say, remain my friends today, over thirty
years later. (One is TFTW’s esteemed contributor,
Shaky Lee).

I knew that if I could not put out no. 17 of “Not
Fade Away”, that would be the end. To my
surprise, my new boss suggested that one of his
contacts print the magazine and that is what
happened.

I soon came to realise that the demise of the
VRRAS and “Not Fade Away” might have been
well timed. The Rock’n’Roll scene in the early
80’s had taken a sharp nose-dive.
The
“Rockabilly Rebels” had been bad enough but the
“Psychobillies” who followed them, were ten times
worse. Also, what was equally depressing: a new
wave of pig-ignorant young berks were busy
playing Pat Boone’s “Rock’n’Roll” without irony;
celebrating Tommy Steele as a great British
rocker and, worst of all, jiving to the music of that
great Rock’n’Roller, Victor Silvester!

NFA 17. 1981(last issue)

I still have a nightmarish memory of a bakingly hot
(85 degrees) summer night in the stuffy bed-sit. I
had opened the window, closed the curtains and
stripped naked in an effort to cool down. Sweat
ran in rivers off my body and dripped on to the
sheaves of galley proofs that I struggled to
proofread. I had taken two weeks holiday and
used the time to rush all over London to distribute
no. 17, the “make-or-break” issue. I had also
posted lots of handouts to VRRAS branches,
other Rock’n’Roll clubs etc, explaining the
financial problems and what I was trying to do –
“Backs to the wall”, “Fight them on the beaches”,
“It’s Now or Never”, “Remember the Alamo”

It was time for an old fogey like me to retire, so I
did and lived happily ever after!
THE END
(Well Neil, we’re glad to have you in our fold and
your efforts are appreciated by all at 'Tales From
The Woods' – your opening remarks seem to ring
a bell somewhere, by the way – H)


17







MY LIFE WITH MUSIC

Tommy Dorsey’s ‘Sunny Side Of The Street’
whilst on the dodgems at the fair and, being the
ship’s S.R.E. Operator (Sound Reproduction
Equipment) playing whatever records we could
get hold of. We spent a year in South Africa on
one ship and were able to pick up a great radio
station from Mozambique. It was in English and
played all the latest discs so I was able to build up
my record collection. Once, whilst visiting
Glasgow, I went to an arcade which had a 78
r.p.m. jukebox that was playing Frankie Laine’s
‘Jezebel’, one of my favourites.

By Rockin’ Ronnie Cowles

In the early fifties you started to hear Frankie
Laine, Guy Mitchell, Johnnie Ray, Rosemary
Clooney and Jo Stafford, so I went from big bands
to the vocalists. These singers came over from
the States and often appeared at the London
Palladium where I managed to visit a couple of
shows. Like today, with your rap, garage and
house we had be-bop, Rock'n'Roll and
rhythm’n’blues. Then we had ste-reo! I can
remember in the fifties, when I lived ashore, the
BBC was carrying out stereo radio tests. You had
one channel coming out of the radio and the other
side coming out of the TV, which was transmitted
on a Saturday morning.

Hi. I have been around for almost 70 years but it
wasn’t until last year that I first met the editor of
'Tales From The Woods' when John Howard took
me to see and hear a group of bands organised
by Keith. There he was – great smile and great
hat. The next time we met up was when six of us
visited the New Orleans Jazz Festival, a trip
organised to perfection by Ken Major. I’m a great
fan of the States but I’d never, ever been to a
festival. All those crowds - I’ve never been in such
large crowds but the atmosphere was electric with
everyone, young and old alike, getting on so well. I
enjoyed all the great music and had a chance to
see some of my idols after all these years. Fats
Domino, Ramsey Lewis, Wilson Pickett – it was
an experience I shall never forget.

Moving from the fifties into the sixties, we could
now see and buy 45s and LPs in stereo, which
was all new and exciting. During my time in the
Navy, whilst visiting Nova Scotia, a guy came
back from ashore and handed me a Coral 45. It
was Buddy Holly’s ‘That’ll Be The Day’ which he
had just bought. Then another shipmate
introduced me to Sinatra’s “Songs For Swinging
Lovers”. One LP amongst many I liked was a
present – Quincy Jones’ “Soul Bossa Nova”. Who
would believe that, 40 years later, it would be in
the charts? I have been very privileged to have
listened to some great music over these years.

Music has been my main interest all my life. My
father brought me up on his 78s, mainly British
dance bands of the thirties; Jack Hylton, Carrol
Gibbons, Jack Payne and Nat Gonella. He even
had an original 78 of Glen Miller’s ‘Moonlight
Serenade’. Once I had some pocket money I
started my own record collection. First came
Spike Jones and His City Slickers but, by the
forties, it was the American big bands like Tommy
Dorsey, Woody Herman, Harry James and Gene
Krupa. I drove my mother wild by playing Woody
Herman’s ‘Caldonia’ and Lionel Hampton’s ‘Hey
Bar Baree Bob’. Indeed, I played my 78 copy of
Harry James’ ‘Flight Of The Bumble Bee’ so much
that the centre fell out! In those days, recorded
music on the steam radio was in short supply plus
there was a strike in the States with the big bands.

I left the R.N. in 1962, had a couple of jobs and
then went to work for a Ford main dealer as
assistant parts manager. Even then I used to put
my records on my tape recorder so we could have
music to stock take by. (I can remember before
tape recorders they had wire recorders.) After five
years I moved up to the accounts department,
eventually becoming the company’s financial
manager for the last fifteen years, which allowed
me to buy even more records. In the eighties I
was introduced to the wonder of CDs and when I
eventually retired in 1997, by that time I had my
collection of 78s, 45s, LPs, tapes and CDs.
Modern technology arrived so I could recreate my
whole life – the movies I watched as a kid were
now on video, my numerous visits to the States
even allowed me to get copies of some of those
Saturday morning serials I loved so much which
are now available on DVD plus as an added
bonus a lot of record companies have transferred

When I was 15 and old enough, I joined the Royal
Navy where I stayed for the next 15 years. In the
early days we had radio programmes like “Family
Favourites” at Sunday lunch time and, if you could
get good reception, Radio Luxembourg’s “Top
Twenty” but my favourite was Jack Jackson’s
“Record Roundup”. He was great and when I was
on leave I had to be home every Saturday night in
time to hear Jack (which didn’t do much for my
love life!)
Among my musical milestones were hearing

18

their thirties and forties 78s onto CD (minus the
scratches). Who would believe that this could all
happen in my lifetime? I am a very lucky chap.
Prior to my retirement my boss took us for an
evening out on the Thames for a meal, drinks and
a disco that consisted of a rather large, middleaged man playing CDs on two portable players
stuck together. That set me thinking so I went to
my local disco supplier and he provided me with
all the equipment to start me up as a mobile D.J. I
asked my local pub if I could play records once a
week to get some practice. Originally, I wanted to
play music of the ‘50s and ‘60s around the local
retirement homes but things took off. I had a
regular Friday night slot in the pub and, in the last
st
th
five years, I’ve played at 21 to 90 birthday
parties, weddings, anniversaries and I’ve loved
every minute of it and I’m still buying records.
Yes, I’ve had a great life listening to music over
six decades and now have the privilege of sharing
it with some nice people as well as acquiring the
nickname of Rockin’ Ronnie.









SHAKY LEE'S
MAY MEMOIRS
Thirty years ago Jerry Lee Lewis was touring with
the Memphis Beats, who consisted of leader
Kenny Lovelace alternating between guitar and
fiddle, Charlie Owen on steel guitar, Bill Strom
(organ), Herman 'Hawk' Hawkins (bass), Buddy
Church (guitar), and drummer Jo-Jo Tate. The
early show at Manchester's Free Trade Hall may
not have been one of the Killer's most notable
efforts, but it was more than adequate and
featured his current single ‘Chantilly Lace/Think
About It Darlin' which had just dropped out of
Billboard's top fifty and was to enter the UK charts
only a few days later. Lewis also rocked up ‘Me
And Bobby McGee’, which had been in the US hit
parade a few months earlier and narrowly missed
out over here.

I initially witnessed the Gretsch guitar sound of
th
Duane Eddy first hand on 11 May 1968 when the
titan of twang appeared in my home town of
Nelson. He barely spoke a word during his
performance, preferring to let his guitar do the
talking on trademark instrumentals such as ‘Rebel
Rouser’, ‘Shazam’ and ‘Peter Gunn’. A couple of
chicks billed as the Go-Jo Girls did the vocalizing
on ‘(Dance With The) Guitar Man’, Apparently they
were "Decca recording stars" - so how come
nobody has ever heard of them? Anyway, Duane
went down a storm in front of the enthusiastic
audience and sent this rockin' teenager merrily
rollin' home.
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BEGINNINGS

On Sunday 1 May 1977 Chuck Berry turned in a
fine performance at Batley Variety Club, and was
in such good spirits that he sat happily chatting
and signing autographs before the first house
really got under way. In the meantime Flying
Saucers had started the show with ‘Alabama
Shake’ and ‘Rocky Road Blues’ in their set. Chuck
opened up with ‘School Days’, slipped in Nat 'King'
Cole's ‘Ramblin' Rose’, and also included ‘Too
Much Monkey Business’, ‘You Never Can Tell’
and ‘No Money Down’ in a most enjoyable display
at the North's top cabaret establishment.

Renaming the group “The Fireflies” was fairly
short-lived because Rock’n’Roll was squeezing
out our skiffle numbers. We also wanted to name
ourselves after a car like some of the American
groups did. Their cars had names like: Cadillac,
Zodiac, Impala; we had: Austin Eight, Hillman
Imp, Ford Prefect and such-like, so we became
“The Crestas”. Timing of personnel changes
between The Fireflies and The Crestas is
somewhat hazy. Mac left the grammar school and
us to become a coalman, but I think Clive (Subs)
was still with us when Bernard ‘Lewy’ Lewis first
joined us as a vocalist/guitarist alongside Ozzie.

Amongst May's rockin' birthday cats are:
1st Buick 59 - Vernon Green [Medallions] (1937)
- died 24/12/00
2nd Rumble - Link Wray (1935)
3rd Channie On Chon - James Brown (1928)
7th Whistle Bait - Larry Collins (1942)
8th Stop Breakin' Down Blues - Robert Johnson
(1911) - died 16/8/38
th
8
Stood Up - Ricky Nelson (1940) - died
31/12/85
th
8
Shirley - John Fred (1941)
th
9
Rock Around With Ollie Vee - Sonny Curtis
(1937)
th
10 Guitar Boogie Shuffle - Bert Weedon (1921)
th
10 Slow Down - Larry Williams (1935) - died
2/1/80,
th
10 Rock'n'Roll Is Here To Stay - Danny Rapp
(1941) - died 5/4/83
th
12 Lover Please - Billy Swan (1942)
th
13 Come on Let's Go - Ritchie Valens (1941) died 3/2/59
th
14 Bullmoose - Bobby Darin (1934) - died
20/12/73
th
14 Fabulous - Charlie Gracie (1936)
th
18 Honey Hush - Big Joe Turner (1911) - died
23/11/85
rd
23 Rip It Up - Robert 'Bumps' Blackwell (1918) died 3/85
rd
23 Baby Let's Play House - Arthur Gunter (1926)
- died 16/3/76
th
25 Take Your Time - Norman Petty (1927) - died
15/8/84
th
28 We Wanna Boogie - Sonny Burgess (1931)
th
28 Travellin' Band - John Fogerty (1945)
st
31 Shaking The Blues - Donny Young [Johnny
Paycheck] (1941)

I sang lead with the Crestas… but only once. The
song was ‘I’m Left, You’re Right, She’s Gone’, as
sung by Elvis. The band said I could sing it at the
next booking, which was a dance held at the
Liberal Club, Belmont in Shrewsbury. Fine, except
that we wouldn’t be having a practice until after
the dance, so, Lewy and I got together for a few
run throughs at his house on Saturday afternoon.
Lewy was a bit of a film buff and was half
watching T.V. whilst we were practicing, but I was
undaunted. The song has seven vocal sections
and there would be no guitar breaks because the
others wouldn’t know it well enough.
Part way through our set that evening I stepped
up to the microphone and launched into my debut
public performance. The mic’ stand was not
cantilevered, therefore, I needed to be close to be
heard, but every time I moved in the guitar
bumped against the stand. Concentrating on the
song I was ill at ease because I could not
understand why it was happening. What I did not
realise was that I moved and swung about as I
played. Somehow I managed to get through all
those verses then cast a look over my shoulder at
the others to let them know I was done and they
just grinned back. I nodded to them meaning “stop
now“ and they nodded back letting me know it was
going okay. Finally, I just stopped and gradually
they each realised I had finished and came to a
staggered halt. I felt so embarrassed that for
years after, I broke into a dead sweat every time I
heard Elvis’ recording of the song.

Let's go boppin' to Matt Lucas with Thomas
LaVelle and the Wayne Hopkins Combo at the
New Circle Club, 175 Elmers End Road,
th
Beckenham on Sunday 26 May. Scotty Moore at
the Tennessee Club on Golden Jubilee Bank
rd
Holiday Monday, 3 June.
Crazy Legs Wilkinson







Another anecdote about “moving" occurred about
a year later (1958) when I started work as an
engineering apprentice. It was the custom at
Christmas to get the new lads to do ‘a turn’ on the
inspection table, which is where I was
unceremoniously shoved to entertain the older
guys. I performed an acapella version of ‘Move It’
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evoking one of them to query, “Are you a singer or
a dancer?” “Neither”, I replied. I must admit I was
quietly “chuffed” at his comment, and years later I
did both.

causing pandemonium backstage! I wonder if the
audience expected to see the Genie of the Lamp
appear from the smoke. If he had materialized he
would have been in the wrong panto. After that
spectacular finale my financial dictations meant
me sharing Ozzie’s amp.

However, back to 1957, Clive was fed up carting
his tea chest bass about, so when he left school
to become an electrician, he jacked in the group.
Meanwhile, Ozzie, Lewy and I went on to full-time
technical college for a year.

Next instalment; Part 4 “Twang & Bang” – we
gain a lead guitarist and a drummer.









ME AND JERRY LEE
After standing on my CD rack neglected for a
while, I once again put on the soundtrack of the
'Great Balls of Fire' movie today after a particularly
gruesome day at work. It sure cheered me up,
and reminded me of the time I first discovered
Jerry Lee some 13 years ago.
As we really got to rockin’ we needed instruments
with more drive. Ozzie and I bought electrified
acoustic guitars. While I think on, my brother Des,
who made the “coffin” guitar, built a couple of solid
guitars, the shapes of which, preceded the guitar
manufacturers by a year or two. He just knocked
them up out of odds and ends of wood our Dad
had kept from previous D-I-Y projects. Dad said
he wasted his skill on inferior materials and should
get the right woods for the job, but as I told you in
Part One of my recollections, Des was always
impatient to get on with whatever venture he’d set
himself.

It was the heady days of 1989. The likes of Rick
Astley and Jason Donovan were ruling the
airwaves. As much as I liked Stock, Aitken and
Waterman's output (at the tender age of 13,
perhaps I could be forgiven), nothing could
prepare me for what I saw on the 'Chart Show'
that year.
After the usual syrupy pop acts, a clip of 'Great
Balls of Fire' suddenly exploded onto the screen.
There was Dennis Quaid pumping the piano next
to a half-deranged looking Jerry Lee, with clips
interspersed from the new movie. I couldn't help
thinking - this is wild! I'd heard of Jerry Lee Lewis
before, but hadn't expected he was still around, let
alone still rocking like he was. A caption came up,
listing Jerry's main hits as ‘Whole Lotta Shakin'
Goin' On and ‘What'd I Say’. I had to hear them
all! From then on, I was hooked.

I don’t recall whether Lewy was still with us when
we electrified and I’ve long since forgotten what
makes of guitar we got. Mine was a second-hand
dance band style acoustic with electric pick-ups.
My deal included an amplifier, I say amplifier;
actually, it was a converted radio! It didn’t have
much “poke“ but it was okay until we did a spot
during a scene change for the pantomime at the
local school. To minimise time restraints, the
director asked us to leave our amps behind the
curtains so that the stagehands could scoot them
into the wings as soon as we finished our set.
Included in our set was our only instrumental
number ‘Cervaza’, as recorded by Boots Brown.
We complied with the director’s request but turned
our amps up full to compensate for any sound lost
in the fabric of the curtains.

The movie of Jerry's early life certainly served to
bring him to the attention of young people like
myself. And though the film has been much vilified
(not least by the great man himself), I think there
was one aspect of Dennis Quaid's performance
which he got right in the context of an otherwise
admittedly 'goofy' performance: he captured the
essence of Jerry's bravado and general “fuck-you”
attitude. How dare anyone tell him what to do or
judge his behaviour? As a teenager brought up by
a very strict father, this was music to my ears.

We were well received even though we sounded
muffled; then, as we were anticipating a few steps
back and into the wings, a great cloud of black
acrid smelling smoke billowed out from between
the parting curtains and enveloped us. My
radio/amp had overheated and was melting the
insulation on the transformer and resisters, thus,

The now near-legendary edition of the Arena
programme in 1989 captured the essence of this
aspect of Jerry which so appealed to me. We
were treated to new interviews with the Killer
reminiscing, preaching and whatever else he
cared to do, such as insulting members of the
production team. (“Shut up son, I'm talking!”) The
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programme began with a voiceover of Jerry
saying, in a characteristically matter-of-fact way, “I
am what I am - Jerry Lee 'fucked up' Lewis, and if
you don't like that, you can kiss my ass, boy!”
I very rarely buy CDs at all nowadays, certainly not
by British groups covering old American
standards. But I did make an exception a few
weeks ago when The Avengers were supporting
Linda Gail Lewis at the Half Moon, Putney. Their
CD, 'She Walks Right In' (Ray Records 101) is so
good I thought I'd do a short review. Tony
Wilkinson also has this CD and praises it.

But of course, underneath all the bravado, there
was the music. As I came to find out, not only did
Jerry Lee play pulverising Rock’n’Roll, he could
(as he would no doubt be the first to point out)
sure play some pretty country tunes too. After
hearing a few bars on the Arena programme of
what I now know to be the 1956 recording of 'I'm
Throwing Rice', I launched a virtual quest to find a
record containing the song. I didn't even know
what the song was called, only that I was totally
hooked by the general feel of the music, the
sound of that voice and that piano.

There are 15 tracks, mostly covers, but Cliff
Edmonds’ vocals are just amazing, and the band
is excellent. Cliff's soulful voice is put to great
effect in numbers like 'Lucille' and 'Can't Believe
You Wanna Leave'. I guess Cliff and Mike
Sanchez are the nearest thing we've got to Little
Richard, and they’re both spot on, adding their
own original touches. However, Cliff's vocal range
is tremendous - you can hardly believe the same
guy who sings the above two numbers also
provides the vocal on Julie London's 'Cry Me A
River' - close your eyes and it could almost be
Julie singing. Truly amazing.

Now, at 26, I'm as big a fan as ever and look
forward to attending the Convention in Memphis in
September. Like many others I suspect, I would
like to see the Killer record a new album.
Personally, I would love to see him do an album of
old-time blues numbers. I feel this is something
he's not done enough of. Jerry has probably lost
his faith in the whole recording process after all
the overdubbing on the 'Young Blood' album.
However that may be, let's just be thankful that
this living legend is still with us and still playing live
to his fans. Thank you for the music, Killer!

It is hard to single out tracks, as 10 out of the 15
are excellent. I must admit I found the two original
numbers penned by band members ('200lb of
Hard Time' and 'I'm Feelin' Down') a bit weak, and
Cliff is such an outstanding singer that the three

Kristof Fabry
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numbers where guitarists Dave Briggs and Pete
Mathison take lead vocal, 'Let It Rock', 'Boogie
Woogie Country Girl' and 'Rock'n'Roll Dance' just
don't match up to the excellence of the cover
versions where Cliff is singing.

Now, without further ado a couple of gig reviews.
th
SUPERNATURALS @ the Borderline 27 March
02.
This was a Gig that I had been asked if I wanted
to go to a while back, but due to work
commitments I couldn’t say yes or no, so, I cleanly
forgot all about it. Until that is, the night before!

These are all tremendous, from bluesy numbers
like 'Since I Met You Baby', the beautiful 'My
Prayer' to rockin' ditties like the title song and
'Fannie Brown Got Married'. Definitely buy this CD
as a slice of pure homegrown talent. Other tracks
are: 'You Got Me Reelin' 'n' Rockin', 'Rollin' River
Blues' and 'Real Gone Lover'.
Tony Papard







I overheard some friends discussing the
forthcoming gig and it all came flooding back to
me. As it happens, I had arranged to meet up with
another friend of mine in town that night. So with
some careful planning we all met up in the same
bar before the show was to start. I managed to
convince my friend that she should come along
and purchased some tickets on the door!



Well it’s been about three years since I last saw
them; that being at the Guildford festival. At that
point in their career they had had a few hits,
probably the most famous being ‘Smile’, this
having been recently revived in adverts for a
certain bank. They went down a storm then. I
wondered what they would go down like tonight?!
Well, two albums down the road, and a third about
to be released in May, finds them to have matured
well. Admittedly the Borderline’s stage doesn’t
give them much room to run around on, unlike
Guildford, but they seem contented and perform
both new and old stuff. Tracks like ‘I Wasn’t Built
To Get Up At This Time’, and ‘Smile’, haven’t
dated at all. ‘Lazy Lover’, another oldie, goes
down very well with fans, as did the ‘Submarine
Song’. The guitar driven pop sound, similar to
Supergrass, although not as punchy, still appears
to be their main style. However a mellower
acoustic feel was seen for some tracks and that
complemented the racy tracks.

Above is a modest abode situated in North
London in the suburb of Tottenham. Why is it
featured in the pages of 'Tales From The
Woods' you may ask. Well, the powers that
be on Haringey Council have recently seen fit
to make this a listed structure and the reason
is reproduced underneath.

The newer material came across very well and
held the audience’s attention for the 1-hour and
ten that they were on stage. Saying that, I cannot
remember any of the new track titles but that is
not unusual for me. After a 5-minute break they
came back on for a three-song encore including,
‘The Day Before Yesterday’s Man’. I have a
feeling that this was a warm up date for a full tour.
The album comes out in May I think, but as of yet
I don’t know what its title will be. Look out for them
on the gig list in the coming months. It will be
interesting to see what size venues they expect to
play in.

The Blue Plaque in all its glory.









As a footnote to this. The Borderline often has
clubs on after the band has finished, and that
quite often is the reason for the early finish. This
night was no exception, but it’s often worth staying
around to see what sort of music will be played.
The club on Wednesday nights appears to be a

Marffa's Muffins
First up, Marffas Muffins apologises for giving the
incorrect web address for Pimp. The correct one
is as follows. http://www.pimp-hq.co.uk/
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break-dancing club. With a bit of old–skool rap
playing, although a lot of stuff I didn’t recognise
was also played, the stage resembled an eighties
inner city club. Swan diving, spinning on hands,
even their heads at times! It was an impressive
sight to see. Back spins, lots of different moves,
all quite entertaining and the vibe was good as
well! I understand that anybody can have a go.
Just go up and join in. Although tempted, and fully
prepared to make a complete arse of myself, I felt
that, as I was having trouble walking straight, I
should leave the head spinning to them and go
home to my own spinning bedroom!

people who turned up at the Albert hall gig buy
one, then he may well make an impact in the
charts and get his beloved second hit! A dream
maybe, but he has booked the London Palladium
th
for the 6 October 2002, which happens to be the
day that the national chart is announced!
So after this explanation he performed ‘House Of
The Rising Sun’ with the usual heckling.
Attila then recounted the very funny tale of a trip
to Australia and his definition of hell. A rap/poem
about Eminem and his [Attila’s’] distaste for him
and all that he stands for comes next entitled F &
F!
Next up an interesting version of Bachman
Turner Overdrive’s ‘You Ain’t Seen Nothing Yet’.
Sung by Otway in his own style, and translated
into German by Attila, this had to be one of the
funniest moments of the evening. Now, I realise
that this should have no humour in it at all, but my
sides were splitting afterwards. It has to be heard
to be appreciated! After that it was Attila again,
this time performing a song called ‘Scum Ball
Pinochet’. About General Pinochet and Marc
Bolan and the juxtaposition of their lives, with a
major T Rex feel running right through the middle
of it, this song is really rather clever. A song about
crusties, ‘Doggy On A String’, follows in the style
of ‘Puppet On A String’. Another funny and
cleverly thought up song.

John Otway and Attila the Stock Broker @ The
th
Verge 28 March.
Well, the day after the Supernaturals gig at the
Borderline I was out again, this time in Camden at
the Verge for something completely different! An
evening of performance poetry and madcap
entertainment from two of the most talented
people on the circuit. For those of you who are
unfamiliar with the names, then an explanation is
required.
John Otway is billed as the world’s most
successful failure. After his hit, ‘Cor Baby That’s
Really Free’, 25 years ago, Otway has been
touring the country constantly. His show normally
consists of him and another person on guitar
playing some self penned numbers and a
selection of adapted covers. Quite a comedian on
stage, Otway’s performances have always been
interesting to say the least!

Next up, a bit more poetry. Iron men of Rap, is
performed to the beat of the Black Sabbath song,
spoken word by Attila and the beat kept by
Otway with various drum effects placed in his
trousers, this is another hilarious double act. A
serious song from Otway about lost love
precedes the grand finale! The Rock opera written
and performed by the pair of them, Cheryl! Well
the last 15 minutes of it anyway. Picture the
scene!

Attila on the other hand is a poet and musician,
fronting his band Barnstormer, a punk band with
classical influences. Powerful poetry about life
observations,
experiences,
coupled
with
anecdotes from his travels, and some tunes
played on his mandola.
Tonight is a collaboration; a mixed bag of poems,
songs, anecdotes and opera, not forgetting
valuable input from the audience. Otway
explained his plan for chart domination. As it’s his
th
50 Birthday this year and members of his fan
club usually give him a present, they thought that
it would be really good to give him the ultimate
present. Another hit! How, I hear you ask? Well,
the answer is quite ingenious.

Otway performs the song ‘Cheryl’s Coming
Home’, whilst Attila plays the part of Cheryl in a
mock up train carriage complete with blond wig!
After a while Attila metamorphoses into a parka
clad train spotter to perform his piece, ‘Boys In
The Hood’, featuring the platform two live crew!
You need to see it to fully grasp it, but believe me
when I say that it is very funny. Otway; pleading
for a message to be passed on to his love, Attila
ranting about cups of tea and engine numbers.

When Otway performs ‘House Of The Rising
Sun’, he always gets people heckling him, so it
was decided to invite as many people to come
and heckle him in Abbey Road studios as possible
and record them. At the last count he had 900
people registered to attend. His theory is that if all
the people in his fan club buy a copy and their
friends buy a copy to hear them, and the 4500

And so ended a thoroughly madcap evening of
entertainment. You can see them individually or
together; they are always performing somewhere.
Look out for them.
Recommended!
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http://www.whitestripes.com/
Joey Ramone. Don’t worry about me.

ALBUM REVIEWS.
The White Stripes.

Question. Did Joey Ramone know he was going
to die when he recorded this?

Jack and Meg White are The White Stripes. A
two-piece, that sound a lot bigger, admittedly they
do have people guesting on some tracks,
otherwise they play all instruments. They are also
a lot bigger here, than over there. There, meaning
their native USA.

Well, with an album title of Don’t Worry About Me
and songs like ‘Stop Thinking About It’, ‘Searching
For Something’, ‘I Get Knocked Down’ and a
cover of Louis Armstrong’s ‘Wonderful World’,
my bet is an emphatic yes. However, quite what
track 3, ‘Mr Punchy’ is all about god only knows.
Helen Love and Captain Sensible guest on this.

D=Stijl is an album of remarkable quality. An
album with a sixties, retro feel to it. Saying that, it
does also sound as if they have listened to a lot of
Led Zeppelin in their time. ‘Hello Operator’ has a
wicked piece of harmonica on it; very reminiscent
of Zeppelin, as is ‘I’m Bound To Pack It Up’, with
its violin and simple guitar. The really raw,
stripped down sound is very addictive. I think
that’s because it gives me a feeling that you are in
the room with them, live, in the flesh so to speak.
Blues based, with plenty of slide guitar, I think that
this would appeal to many people.

If you like the Ramones then you will like this. It
has Ramones written all over it. That said it has
its own style, it’s not as aggressive. Production is
as slick as a barrel of crude. ‘Wonderful World’ is
a fantastic version. It has worked really well,
speeded up and rockier although not too much.
An excellent cover of the Stooges ‘1969’ is
included too. Eleven tracks in 34 minutes and not
one of them starts with a 1-2-3-4, which of course
was the way all Ramones songs started, this is
something else that sets the album apart. I must
say that although I like this, I prefer the stuff he
did with the band.
http://www.joeyramone.com/
6 out of 10.

‘Lets Build A Home’ is a charging guitar song.
Simple lyrics, but to the point. ‘Why Can’t You Be
Nicer To Me?’ has a Hendrix feel to it, a definite
foxy lady riff all the way through it. The last track,
‘Your Southern Can Is Mine’, is nice little acoustic
number written by Blind Willie McTell, to whom
the album is dedicated.

Roots Manuva. Run come save me.
If there is only one Rap album you buy this year
then this has to be it!

The above album is a re-release; the current
offering from Jack and Meg comes as White
Blood Cells. In a similar vein as D=Stijl, this album
harnesses the blues with the sixties retro feel. The
second track in, ‘Hotel Yorba’, is a jaunty number
with a real country feel, it bounces along at a good
tempo. ‘Fell In Love With A Girl’ is like a
Ramones/Buzzcocks fusion, really fast and
exciting. A twist in styles appears on ‘The Union
Forever’ (love, not the RMT), a fine bit of picking
on the guitar is supplemented by some spoken
word half way through. This track really sounds
like it has a Pixies influence.

Rodney Smith’s second album is a plethora of
musical sounds. Samples, strings, woodwind,
different vocal styles, they are all there. South
Londoner Smith really lets his roots flood out. It’s
not just in his accent, with the West Indian/South
London dialect; it’s also in the subject matter. The
last track, ‘Dreamy Days’, is a marvel. A story of
London life and relationships. He sings the word
laughter as larfter. ‘Witness’, is another heavily
South London infused track, with the most
amazing rhymes. ‘Join The Dots’ has a heavy
cello rift running all the way through it with more
than a liberal dose of flute, clarinet and muted
trumpet. It’s funky with a swampy feel to it. Good
guest vocalist Chali 2na too.

‘We’re Going To Be Friends’ reminds of a Paul
McCartney number, it has such a simple music
backing but wonderful lyrics. ‘I Think I Smell A
Rat’ comes back with the Pixies vibe again, really
simple guitar picking but in a Shadows style,
mixed with lots of crashing cymbals, a real
chanter of a song. ‘This Protector’, with its piano
and David Bowie vocals is the last track on the
album. An album of diverse, and absorbing
sounds.
Both
albums
come
thoroughly
recommended. 8/10 for the first and 9/10 for the
second.

‘Kicking the Cack’ starts like a song in the style of
the club singer from Shooting Stars, you know,
complete gibberish. The strange thing is it works
well and sounds good. ‘Dub Styles’ has a circus
organ sound on it, it’s weird! ‘Stone The Crows’,
sounds like Outkast. It talks about getting pissed
and stoned oh, and falling over. ‘Sinny Sin Sins’.
Well, is this Moby? About religion in the black
community, complete with the preacher shouting
out in the background. Questioning the role it

If you want to find out more about them then go
to:
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plays in peoples lives. It makes a nice change
from singing about drive bys and drug deals. ‘The
Highest Grade’ is all about legalisation of dope, it
has a fantastic piss take of Craig David’s ‘7
Days’. It’s funny and cleverly thought out.

from her. Still, he has been with her since 1984 so
it’s his longest relationship with a wife (he was
with Myra for 12 years from 1958 to 1970). Things
have been brewing for the last couple of years in
the Lewis household with some rather strange
stories coming out of Memphis. Jerry has now
succumbed to the attractions of a blonde,
Swedish lass whose initials are U. J. and lives in
Maidenhead. “Jerry is my great ball of fire” –
meanwhile, Sven and Nancy have declined to
comment.

There is not one track that sounds like another on
this offering. Yeah sure, there are a couple of iffy
ones, but there are on most albums. At the very
least I would expect to see them on Jools
Holland by the end of the year. I think that this
album is a fresh and exciting offering, and may
even get nominated for an award.
http://www.rootsmanuva.net/
8 out of 10.

On the re-issue front, all seems quiet (not
including all the Sun product). Carl Perkins’ ‘Ol’
Blue Suede’s Back’ is available at a few pence
under £6, depending where you buy. It features
the narration by Carl between the tracks that was
missing from the original 1978 release. How much
is a vinyl copy WITH the narration? I believe only
DJ pressings exist. All I need now is a CD rerelease of Carl’s only LP for U.S. Dot.

Up and coming gigs:
3 May Astoria = Goo Goo Dolls.
4 May Brixton Academy = The Hives, Sweden’s
answer to the retro rock revival.
10/11 Forum Kentish Town = Black Rebel
Motorcycle club.
11 May Astoria = Alien Ant Farm.
17 May Forum Kentish Town = Mr Scruff.
21/22 May Brixton Academy = Neil Young.
25 May Donnington Park = The Ozzfest! Tool,
Slayer and more.
25 May Astoria = Spunge. One of the best ska
punk bands on the circuit.
27/28 May RAH = Jewel, she’s back for some
more. Will she save your soul?
29 May Forum Kentish Town = A. Promoting the
new album.

For those of us who love all things sixties, check
out the new Mike Sarne album ‘Come Outside
With…’. For you younguns out there, Sarne had a
big hit with a song entitled ‘Come Outside’, where
he was trying to impress a girl. The girl would
reply, “What for?” and the voice in question
belonged to a young Wendy Richard, nowadays in
Eastenders as Pauline Fowler. (Bloody crying
shame about Little Mo. She’s innocent) (Anybody
know what he’s talking about? – H)
Well folks, I’m now going to settle down with a
nice bottle of red and a chicken vindaloo. I’ve
chilled out today with the likes of Oscar Peterson,
Carl Perkins and Chris Farlow, all goodies from
my favourite store in Oxford Street – I’m arranging
to have my wages paid directly into HMV. Anyone
who claims that “there’s nothing to buy” is talking
bullocks. How’s this – ‘Ol’ Blue Suede’s Back’ –
Carl Perkins £5.99, ‘Play’ – David Ball (American
country singer, third album) £2.99, ‘Out Of Time
Immediate Anthology’ – Chris Farlow £2.99 (2 CD
set), and ‘Plays Harold Arlen/Plays The Harold
Arlen Songbook’ – Oscar Peterson £6.99 (2 LPs
on one CD).

That’s all for now folks.
Till the next time.
MM









The Funkster
I guess most of you good folk will be heading to
Hemsby for a rocking good time. I’m not keen on
all those people squeezed together, watching all
those acts, but someone once said “Sex is great
between two people… if you can get between the
th
RIGHT two people!” I note that the 50
Anniversary of Sun Records is being marked by a
new (internet only?) 8 CD box set on Sanctuary
with sleeve notes by Stuart Coleman. I see that
Charly have issued their own 3 CD set and
Snapper have issued ‘The Essential’ 2 CD set.
The market is flooded with product. When will you
be able to get a freebie with a box of cornflakes?
It can’t be too long.

Would you Adam and Eve it, Scotty Moore’s
rd
playing the Tennessee Club on Monday 3 June.
Get your ass down there if you can (donkey
parking is to the left of the entrance – H). I’m on
vacation to Wales that day, you know. Bah,
humbug! Come over again soon Scotty.
Remember, no music, no life.

Cuttin’ Some Toons

th

A round up of who’s been recording in May
st
1 May 1958 Moon Mullican (for U.S. Decca)
four songs including ‘Moon’s
Rock’ and ‘Pipeliner Blues’. John

According to The Sun newspaper, on April 25
Jerry Lee Lewis is divorcing his sixth wife Kerrie
but they will still live and work together. God, if you
divorce the trouble and strife you want to get away
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rd

Mayell (for U.K. Decca) – ‘Broken
Wings’ and ‘Sonny Boy Blow’.
th
4 May 1956 Gene Vincent (for Capitol) ‘BeBop-A-Lula’.
th
5 May 1952 Merrill Moore (first recording
session for U.S. Capitol) ‘Big Bug
Boogie’.
th
7 May 1961 Otis Redding (for Stax) ‘My
Lover’s Prayer’.
th
8 May 1974 Bob Luman (for Columbia/Epic)
recording new single ‘The Closest
Thing To Heaven’/’Let Me Make
The Bright Lights Shine For You’.
th
10 May 1952 Dr Feelgood [Willie Perryman] (for
RCA) four songs including ‘Sales
Tax Boogie’ and ‘She Walks Right
In’.
th
12 May 1965 Jerry Lee Lewis (for Smash in
New York) seven songs including
‘This Must Be The Place’,
‘Wedding Bells’, ‘Big Boss Man’
and ‘Rockin’ Pneumonia And The
Boogie Woogie Flu’.
th
15 May 1957 Chuck
Berry
(for
Chess)
‘Rock'n'Roll Music’.
th
16 May 1956 Webb Pierce (for Decca) three
songs including a first attempt at
‘Teenage Boogie’. The issued
version dates from August 1956.
th
18 May 1971 Elvis Presley (for RCA) a gospel
session
including
‘Amazing
Grace’.
st
21 May 1955 Chuck
Berry
(for
Chess)
‘Maybelline’.
st
21 May 1961 Brenda Lee (for .S. Decca)
‘Talkin’ ‘Bout You’, ‘Dum Dum’
and ‘Speak To Me Pretty’.
rd
23 May 1955 Smiley Lewis (for Imperial) ‘I Hear
You Knockin’ and ‘Bumptity
Bump’.
th
24 May 1961 Carl Perkins (for Columbia) ’Any
Way The Wind Blows’ and ‘The
Unhappy
Girls’
plus
an
unreleased version of ‘Turn
Around’.
th
25 May 1956 Fats Domino (for Imperial) ‘Ida
Jane’ and ‘When My Dreamboat
Comes Home’.
25/26 May 1959 Charlie Rich and Jerry Lee Lewis
(for Sun) ‘Am I To Be The One’
and ‘Sail Away’.
May 1965
Ramsey Lewis (for Chess) ‘The In
Crowd’ and ‘Since I Fell For You’.

Singer Dave Dudley – Spencer,
Wisconsin. Dudley recorded the
truck drivers’ anthem ‘Six Days
On The Road’. He recorded for
U.S. Mercury and released some
great albums – ‘The Pool Shark’,
‘George And The North Woods’,
‘One More Mile’ and ‘The Original
Travelling Man’. (It’s about time
Bear Family did a box set on the
guy).
th
4 May 1902 Al
Dexter
(Poindexter)
–
Jacksonville, Texas. Recorded
the celebrated ‘Pistol Packin’
Mama’.
th
4 May 1945 Stella Parton (sister of Dolly) –
Sevier County, Texas. The sixth
of twelve children, she recorded
for a number of small labels but
had two fine albums on Elektra in
‘77/’78, ‘Country Sweet’ and
‘Stella
Parton’.
She
never
matched the success of sister
Dolly.
th
5 May 1942 Virginia Wynette Pugh – Itwamba
County, Mississippi. Born on her
grandfather’s farm, she was
better known as Tammy Wynette
and who can forget her classic
‘Stand By Your Man’?
th
7 May 1942 Lorrie (Lawrencine Mary) CollinsTahlequah, Oklahoma. Formed
the Collins Kids with brother Larry.
th
8 May 1940 Eric Hilliard Nelson- Los Angeles,
California. Better known, of
course, as Rick(y) Nelson. What
more need be said about this fine
gent?
th
9 May 1914 Hank (Clarence Eugene) Snow –
Liverpool, Nova Scotia, Canada.
Became one of country music’s
giants. Perhaps his best known hit
was ‘I’m Movin’ On’. Signed a
recording contract with RCAVictor in 1936 although it wasn’t
until 1949 that any of his records
were released in the U.S. He had
been extremely successful in his
native Canada. He stayed with
RCA until 1979 and was rather
annoyed that they wouldn’t keep
him on for the full 50 years.
th
12 May 1942 Billy Swan – Cape Giradeau,
Missouri. Wrote ‘Lover Please’ for
Clyde McPhatter. In 1974 he hit
pay dirt with the wonderful ‘I Can
Help’.
th
14 May 1936 Charlie Gracie – Philadelphia.
Recorded for Cameo-Parkway
with ‘Butterfly’, ‘Wanderin’ Eyes’
etc. He’s still recording and
3 May 1928

Born and Bred
st

1 May 1929
st

1 May 1945
nd

2 May 1948

Sonny James – Hackleburg,
Alabama.
Rita
Coolidge
–
Nashville,
Tennessee.
Songwriter
Larry
Gatlin
–
Seminole, Texas.
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th

15 May 1918

th

19 May 1940

th

24 May 1941

th

26 May 1933

th

26 May 1949

touring. Power to your elbow,
Charlie m’boy.
Eddy Arnold – Henderson,
Tennessee. Stacked up a series
of best sellers for RCA in the
forties through to the seventies.
Songwriter Mickey Newbury –
Houston, Texas. One of his first
biggies was for Kenny Rogers
and the First edition ‘Just
Dropped In To See What
Condition My Condition Was In’. I
think he must have been on
something with lyrics like “I
tripped on a cloud and fell eight
miles high”) Elvis recorded his
‘American Trilogy’ while Jerry Lee
had a giant country hit with ‘She
Even Woke Me Up To Say
Goodbye’.
Robert Allen Zimmerman –
Duluth, Minnesota. A change of
name to Bob and dropping the
Zimmerman to Dylan. What can
you say about his Bob-ness? Still
delighting (or annoying) record
buyers everywhere. I still think
‘Nashville Skyline’ is a beaut
album.
The Singing Brakeman, Jimmie
Rodgers, dies in New York of
tuberculosis, which he’d suffered
from for a good number of years.
Only two days earlier he’d
recorded his final sessions for
Victor.
Hank
Williams
Junior
–
Shreveport, Louisiana. The early
part of his career was literally a
clone of his late father. Live
appearances would see him
performing
much
of
Hank
Senior’s classics. He even
recorded many of the Senior
Williams’ songs but, after an
accident in August 1975 when he
fell from a mountain, cracking his
head open, he stepped out of the
shadows, steering away from his
dad’s songs. Some of his albums
veered towards heavy metal and
rock. His own son, Hank 3, is
making a name for himself and
has dabbled with booze and
drugs. Will he burn himself out
like his granddaddy?

Marty Wilde and The
Wildcats
Ashcroft Theatre
Croydon
th
Friday 15 March

Fairfield Hall’s smaller, more intimate and
certainly in my opinion, more atmospheric
companion, played host to a legend of British
Rock'n'Roll. First generation acts like Marty Wilde
are indeed thin on the ground. Amongst the
handful that are still active only he and Joe Brown
can do a long, nationwide tour and still safely be
assured of placing bums on seats.
The Wildcats opened the first half, consisting of
lead guitar, rhythm (doubling up on second lead)
an obviously multi talented bass guitarist (who,
during the course of the evening, also proved
proficient on sax, clarinet and flute), with sterling
support from keyboards and drummer throughout
the entire evening. Although none of the band
date back to his early days (Marty has now been
treading the boards for 45 years) all these guys
have been with him for many years.
The rhythm guitarist kicked the proceedings off,
taking vocals on Gene Vincent’s ‘Wildcat’ which,
no doubt, they use as their theme tune. In all
honesty there were few weak spots during the
evening but this indeed was the weakest. “Twee”
is the only way to describe it. Imagine if the Black
Leather Rebel had lived, retired to England to
open a florist’s in the Cotswolds, then this might
be how he would sound as he limped around his
shop, singing quietly to himself as he clipped and
arranged his display.
Next up, and far better, the lead guitarist stepped
up to the mike to pay homage to the late Johnny
Kydd with ‘Shakin;’ All Over’. The keyboardist
followed with a healthy workout on ‘Nut Rocker’
before giving credit to the acts who have toured
with Wilde and Brown on the near endless ‘Solid
Gold’ tours, Eden Kane and John Leyton
respectively with ‘Boys Cry’ and ‘Johnny
Remember Me’. ‘Night Of A Thousand Eyes’ and
’Sealed With A Kiss’ were tackled by the bass
man, who then swapped his bass for clarinet for a
workout on ‘Stranger On The Shore’ before the
lead guitarist rocked out their set with convincing
panache on Frankie Ford’s ‘Sea Cruise’, Eddie
Cochran’s ‘Something Else’ and Jerry Lee Lewis’
‘Great Balls Of Fire’. Ironically, the latter heralded
the tardy arrival of long time 'Tales From The
Woods' contributor Tony Papard, delayed enroute, courtesy of Connex South Central.

The Funkster
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returning to ‘Born To Rock'n'Roll’ for
his final number, by which time
much of the audience were on their
feet. The sound was, for the most
part, near perfect. The old boy will
be on tour around the U.K. at the
time of writing so if he is anywhere
near you, go and check him out.
We here at the 'Tales From The
Woods' editorial board believe
Marty Wilde deserves far more
credit than he gets - at 63 he is still
fit and healthy so support him while
we’ve still got the opportunity.

Looking like an old Rock'n'Roller
should, resplendent in a two-tone,
black and white suit, acoustic guitar
slung around his shoulders, the
gangly figure of Marty Wilde took
centre stage after a brief intermission.
Animated moves a-plenty as he tore
into ‘Born To Rock'n'Roll’, barely
taking a breather before visiting the
Buddy Holly songbook with ‘Peggy
Sue Got Married’. An amusing
anecdote paved the way for ‘Mack
The Knife’ – recalling his days on
“Boy Meets Girl”, he told how
producer Jack Good persuaded him,
against his wishes, to perform this
live on the show and how, at the time,
he hated the song. This Bobby Darin
song has, to say the least, never
been one of my favourites but, in Marty’s hands
and perfect timing, it’s indeed impossible not to be
impressed.

Keith Woods








News on Ronnie Hawkins just in from Matt Lucas

Up next, his first major hit, the cover of Jody
Reynolds’ ‘Endless Sleep’; in my humble (Keith,
humble? - H) opinion this is as authentic as you
can get with Rock'n'Roll from this side of the
Atlantic. The inevitable Billy Fury tribute followed;
‘Like I’ve Never Been Gone’ and ‘Halfway To
Paradise’, working hard on ‘Jezebel’ before
treating us to another anecdote – how, if he ever
hoped to survive in this tough business he had to
learn to write his own material. Revisiting his first
attempt with ‘Bad Boy’, a hit for him back in 1960,
which was even honoured with an American cover
version. (Incidentally, Robert Gordon has been
including this in his act in recent shows).

Hi, I got an e-mail from Ronnie Hawkins’
family today that Ronnie had a quad bypass operation this morning and is
expected to be okay. I'll keep you posted
on anything new as it comes to me.
Thought you would like to know. Matt
Regards,
Tony Wilkinson









Where I Live

Fast forward around seven or eight years, by
which time his song writing skills had produced a
major hit for the Casuals with ‘Jesamine’, treating
us to an enjoyable version of this pop song with
pseudo flower power overtones. Back rockin’ with
gutsy workouts on ‘Blue Suede Shoes’, ‘Do You
Wanna Dance’ and an excellent ‘That’s Alright
Mama’, which even had a certain Mr Papard
bopping in the aisles. I could have quite happily
done without the Four Number Ones interlude.
Without doubt the weakest part of the show.
‘You’re Sixteen’, I Remember You’, ‘Summer
Holiday’ and ‘What Do You Want To Make Those
Eyes At Me For?’ Me? I think I could live without
hearing any of those bloody songs again.

(taken from an article in Big Issue)
As disseminated by Matt Slade
If you're going to Croydon make sure you book
your ambulance before you leave.
If you look at anyone the wrong way you're going
to get trouble. After travelling in many cities
around the world and the UK I have decided
Croydon is the unfriendliest place on the face of
the planet.
Most bars in central Croydon blare out music, so
conversation with anyone is almost impossible,
unless you bring your own megaphone. If you're a
postman you'll fit in at McCluskys or Brannigans.

However, he was soon back on form with a no
holds barred workout on ‘Roll Over Beethoven’,
returning back to his hit record days with his cover
versions of ‘Donna’ and ‘Teenager In Love’, and
respectable versions of ‘Are You Lonesome
Tonight’ and ‘Viva Las Vegas’ for an Elvis tribute.
A nice rocking treatment on ‘Green Door’ up next,

If you like Alternative go to the Ship. Hip Hop /
Drum ‘n’ Bass, Black Sheep. The Blue Orchid is
great if you want a broken glass in your neck,
from a kid trying to make a reputation for himself.
Pals would be good if they let a few less people in
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and the music was turned down so a girl could
actually hear what you say when you attempt to
chat her up.

start of an evening of music of lyrical and rhythmic
variety.
Dizzy Gillespie’s ‘Woody ‘N’ You’ was invested
with sudden changes of tempo and ‘Aftermath’
th
from his latest CD ‘70 Birthday at L’Olympia’
(recorded live in Paris) showed that he had not
lost any of his compositional talents. ‘Ponciana’
was a tour de force driven along by insistent
drums and vigorously plucked bass.

Certain places are more relaxed in Croydon than
others. Step on the wrong shoe and it will end in
violence. Croydon is the epitome of suburban life.
Same type of people, wearing the same clothes
with the same miserable faces, talking about the
same stuff. Men have shirts untucked with black
jeans and some slip-ons, women dress like
whores. In Croydon no one has heard the word
"class". Stay on the train and head into London.

Ahmad Jamal’s elegant piano playing evinced a
bouncy left hand which he used occasionally to
point to bass and drums, either to signal a solo or
to encourage them in moving as one. At other
times it was raised high above his head, his right
hand still playing, as he rose from his stool as if
riding a bucking bronco.

Well It could be worse I suppose!
(Hmmm, maybe I should think about moving – H)









The evening ended with much applause from the
audience and as Ahmad moved along the edge of
the stage, the pointing was now directed at
various members of the audience, as if they knew
what he knew and that this hitherto unknown
secret had been revealed and he could see this in
their eyes. A strangely exhilarating evening.

JAZZ JUNCTION
The Ahmad Jamal Trio at the
Barbican – 6 April 2002

REGGAE
IRREGULAR

Born
Fritz
Jones
in
Pittsburgh and converting to
Islam at an early age, pianist
Ahmad Jamal was another
of jazz’s precocious talents.
He first began playing professionally as a
teenager before leaving High School in the late
40s to join the George Hudson Band. In 1950 he
settled in Chicago and formed his first trio, The
Three Strings (later the Ahmad Jamal Trio)
comprising piano, bass and guitar and it was while
performing at The Embers club in New York that
they attracted the attention of record producer
John Hammond who signed them to Okeh
Records.

The night time is the right time but
when the right time comes…
The Mighty Diamonds at Ocean –
24 March 2002
Rumour has it that African and West Indian
artistes clock up a higher proportion of ‘no shows’
than others. Whether that is the fault of artiste,
promoter or agent or indeed whether it is true, I do
not know but it is always a pleasure to receive a
visit by artistes of the quality of The Mighty
Diamonds. And so it came to pass that Ocean in
Hackney saw a return visit of one of Jamaica’s
finest vocal groups as part of that venue’s first
anniversary celebrations.

In 1956 he switched to a conventional piano, bass
and drums trio which played as the ’house trio’ at
the Pershing hotel in Chicago and for the next
decade enjoyed great commercial success
recording over 20 albums for Argo and Cadet. He
also ran his own club, The Alhambra in Chicago,
and recorded live there but his most popular
album was ‘Ahmad Jamal at The Pershing’
containing the famous ‘Poinciana’ which featured
in Clint Eastwood’s film ‘The Bridges of Madison
County’.

The Mighty Diamonds achieved fame in the 70s
and 80s as a result of their superb song writing
and vocal abilities and through the championing of
Marcus Garvey as a Jamaican national hero.
They signed to Virgin Records in 1976 and
released ‘Right Time’, a classic collection of
perfectly crafted songs by the Diamonds which
were set to updated versions of some of the
greatest Studio One rhythms. Virgin then sent
them to New Orleans to be produced by Allen

An influence in the 50s on Miles Davis who
admired his lean style, use of space and simple
embellishments, the appearance of Ahmad Jamal
and his trio at the Barbican demonstrated that he
still has many admirers today. He, his jazz hat
and white beard received a warm welcome at the
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Toussaint but this was an ill-conceived idea and
the resulting album sold poorly.

Acknowledgements
Editor - Keith Woods

They continued to enjoy hits through the 80s and
one of the most popular of these was ‘Pass the
Kouchie’, an updating of an old Studio One
instrumental ‘Full Up’. Many of you will know that
this was anodised for Musical Youth in the UK in
1982 to ‘Pass the Dutchie’ as part of an antismoking campaign.

Page 3, Marty Wilde - Keith Woods
Rooster – Dickie Tapp
Soul Kitchen – John Soulboy Joliffe
Sigler Sighting – John Broven

Proving that diamonds really are forever, they
remain, after over 30 years, the original trio of
Donald Shaw (Tabby), Fitzroy Simpson (Bunny)
and Lloyd Ferguson (Judge). The set at Ocean
was virtually a greatest hits package centring on
the ‘Right Time’ album and included the title track,
‘Them Never Love Poor Marcus’, ‘Africa’ and ‘I
Need A Roof’ on which almost the entire audience
knew the words. The three part harmonies were
as tight as ever and the trio showed that they
could still skank with the best of them. A brilliant
gem of an evening ended with the audience
bringing them back for an encore of ‘Pass the
Kouchie’ which segued in ‘Just Don’t Wanna Be
Lonely’ by Sugar Minott out of the Main Ingredient.

CD Reviews – Brian Clark
New Country, Avengers - Tony Papard
My Day – Robbie Fulks
Nowt So Queer – Neil Foster
My Life – Ronnie Cowles
May Memoirs - Lee Wilkinson
Beginnings – Ralph Edwards
Me and Jerry Lee – Kristof Fabry

Dave Carroll







Marffa’s Muffins – Matt Slade



The Funkster – The Funkster

STOP PRESS!
Hackberry Ramblers

Jazz Junction – Dave Carroll
Winkles in the Mud - Tony Wilkinson
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Don’t miss them at the 10 International Cajun &
Zydeco Festival Raamsdonksveer 2002. They
play in Holland on Saturday, June 8th, returning to
the US on Monday, June 10. Check the website at
www.zydecozity.nl

Website – FatBellyPeat
Brain the size of a planet - ‘H’









care of Keith Woods
25 Queen Anne Avenue
Bromley
Kent
BR2 0SA

'Tales From The Web'







‘Tales From The Woods’

As I type this, Fatbellypeat is also still typing away,
improving the all-new 'Tales From The Woods'
website. If you wanna take a look, the web
address is;
www.tftw.freeuk.com
Keep your eyes peeled for further developments.





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

They also play France on Sunday, July 28 at the
Country-Rendezvous in Craponne-sur-Arzon,
(they assure me this is a real place - H) south of
Lyon. Check out www.festivaldecraponne.com





Telephone/Fax 020 8460 6941
Articles for publication can be e-mailed to

TFTW@aol.com
Remember – you’re only young twice
Keith Woods
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Winkles in the Mud

Bandstand", never took payola to feature certain
records on his daily television show. Clark did give
up the rights to music publishing he owned,
however. Thirty years later, Clark said those rights
amounted to about $80 million.
R.I.P. Alan Freed

Snippets of interest from the world of Wilkinson
Did you hear about the lawyer who bought some
expensive cigars & insured them against fire?
After smoking them, he filed a claim for the value
of the rare cigars that were consumed by fire. The
insurance company took the case to court, but lost
the lawsuit. The court awarded the lawyer
$15,000, but as soon as he received the cheque,
the lawyer was immediately arrested for arson,
fined $20,000 & received 6 months in jail. Another
Urban Legend?









































On July 20 1969, as commander of the Apollo 11
lunar module, Neil Armstrong was the first person
to set foot on the moon. His first words after
stepping on the moon were ”That's one small step
for a man, one giant leap for mankind” which were
televised to earth and heard by millions.
But just before he re-entered the lander, he made
the enigmatic remark, “Good luck, Mr. Gorsky”.
Many people at NASA thought it was a casual
remark concerning some rival soviet cosmonaut.
However, upon checking, there was no Gorsky in
either the Russian or American space programs.
Over the years many people questioned
Armstrong as to what the “Good luck, Mr. Gorsky”
statement meant, but Armstrong always just
smiled.
On July 5 1995, in Tampa Bay, Florida, while
answering questions following a speech, a
reporter brought up the 26-year-old question to
Armstrong. This time he finally responded. Mr.
Gorsky had died, so Neil Armstrong felt he could
answer the question. In 1938 when he was a kid
in a small Midwest town, he was playing baseball
with a friend in the backyard. His friend hit the ball,
which landed in his neighbour's yard by the
bedroom windows. His neighbours were Mr. and
Mrs. Gorsky. As he leaned down to pick up the
ball, young Armstrong heard Mrs. Gorsky shouting
at Mr. Gorsky, ”Oral sex! You want oral sex?!
You'll get oral sex when the kid next door walks
on the moon!”





At the risk of making Shakin' Tony Papard and Mr
Clubber Darren Vidler excited:
26th April 1926 - Actress Mae West was arrested
on this date for "corrupting the morals of youth" for
her play Sex. Allegedly, she "gyrated her navel
seductively" during a belly dance performance.
West was also the playwright of the scandalous
production.





Shaky Lee Wilkinson interviews candidates for
‘Stars In Their Eyes’ – “I’m sorry, Mr Gordon,
although you bear a striking resemblance to Tony
P, you’re never gonna get the voice right.”

I thought it was “The meek shall inherit
the earth”, not “Joe Meek…”







April 23rd 1900 The word, hillbilly, was first printed in an article in
the "New York Journal". It was spelled, Hill-Billie,
and defined as a "free and untrampled white
citizen of Alabama who lived in the hills." The
article went on to say "he has no means to speak
of, dresses as he can, talks as he pleases, drinks
whiskey when he gets it and fires off his revolver
as the fancy takes him." This could equally apply
to much of the readership of TFTW, especially the
editor. (Not necessarily the editorial view – H)







29th April 1960 - Dick Clark told a House of
Representatives investigating committee checking
into the payola scandal that he, host of "American

Tony Wilkinson
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