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PAPARD’S PILGRIMAGE

I've visited Ferriday three times, so hope to be
able to direct the group to some places of interest
including the family graveyard where we plan to
place some flowers. We will be visiting the new
museum in Ferriday dedicated to the three
famous cousins - Jerry Lee, Jimmy Swaggart and
Mickey Gilley - as well as other famous sons and
daughters of this little Louisiana town. Of course
we will visit Frankie Jean's Jerry Lee museum,
which is jam-packed with exhibits from when it
was their childhood family home. Personally, I'd
love to see the inside of the Assembly of God
Church, maybe even attend a service (though I
am a Spiritualist rather than a Christian). I love the
Pentecostal music and it would be so interesting
to see where Jerry first played piano in public in
front of his famous cousins, family and the rest of
the congregation. I know they used to have a midweek service, so perhaps we'll be lucky. Would
also be nice to see Ferriday in the sunshine - each
time I've visited previously we've had a bit too
much of that 'cool Louisiana rain' Jerry refers to in
'Things That Matter Most To Me'.

I've visited the USA many times, but so far have
never had the good fortune to see Jerry Lee Lewis
perform on his home ground. I bowed out of the
1996 trip when Ken, Keith Woods, Darren and
others (see Part 3 of Darren’s Diary starting on
page 6 – H) actually met Jerry on the Nesbit
ranch. On my three visits to the ranch in 1983,
1997 and 1998 Jerry was there, but I never saw
him. Altogether I've made six Stateside trips, but
Jerry was apparently never performing in the
areas I visited at the time. In 1980 I even missed
his appearance on a TV program by minutes.
They had coin-in-the-slot TVs at JFK airport, but
minutes before Jerry appeared on the Eddie
Rabbitt Show our flight was called. We then sat on
the tarmac for a frustrating two hours!

As to Jerry himself, he is
reported to have cracked a rib
earlier this year, but is now
performing shows again. There
have been mixed reports about
these, but while some have been
very short, at least one lasted 90
minutes
and
Jerry
was
apparently in fine form, so I have
high hopes. Jerry is one of those performers you
can never write off - for decades people have
tried. You can see a below standard show, and
the very next night he can blow your mind with a
terrific performance. Similarly with his physical
appearance. Ever since his serious health
problems surfaced in 1981 with his ruptured
stomach, he can look very frail and old in one
picture or video, and the next one you see of him
he looks 20 years younger and the
picture of health. You can never tell
about ol' Jerry Lee - the man is a
survivor, and he could well outlive us all.

The Nesbit Ranch
So now is my big chance to see Jerry perform in
Memphis as I am going with Kristof Fabry to the
Convention this year. Ken, Lee, Kristof and myself
were going to go last year but it never quite
materialized for various reasons. As you never
know when it will be the last Convention,
particularly in view of the recent divorce, I am glad
I took the plunge this year. Naturally we are all
hoping for a good two or three-hour show as
reported for the last two Conventions.
I will also be meeting up with my penfriend
Screamin' Dee Snoble for the Convention,
and
taking
a
side
trip
to
the
Natchez/Ferriday area organized by Kay
Martin, who helped run the original US Fan
Club back in the 1950s. Dee has never been
to Ferriday or the Nesbit ranch, neither has
Kristof - it will be his first trip to the States.

I am also looking forward to the video of
last year's Convention (presumably
excerpts) being given away free to those
who booked early enough, and the
opportunity to order/buy videos of the
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2000 and 2002 Convention concerts. I have no
videos of Jerry from the 21st century yet, so these
will be a valuable addition to my collection if I can
purchase them in PAL format or get them
transferred from the North American NTSC
system. Or I suppose I could get DVDs (if
available) to play over my PC.

Jerry Lee Lewis fan makes a pilgrimage to see the
greatest entertainer of all time, the real King of
Rock'n'Roll and Country, in Memphis. Now I
wouldn't want you to think I was biased or
anything. I mean Elvis sung some great ballads,
but even he wished he could play piano like ol'
Jerry Lee!

The bus ride from Memphis down to
Natchez/Ferriday should be interesting, as Kay
has lined up some rare video footage to be shown
on the journey, and other fans will be bringing rare
items to play. Should be an opportunity to meet
other fans from Europe and the States. A free tour
of the ranch in Nesbit is
thrown in, so all in all it will be
an interesting if hectic 6 days
- we arrive on a Tuesday
evening and leave the
following Monday.

Contacts:
Kay Martin (Ferriday trip) email:
kaymartin_civetta@yahoo.com
Convention:
www.jerryleelewis.com website for details.

For those of you who can't
make it to Memphis, let's
hope Jerry does a proper tour
of UK and Europe again before too long; not one
of those rock revival shows with other artists
where he just runs through his old Sun hits in
thirty minutes or so, but a tour of proper concerts
by the greatest country/Rock’n’Roll singer/pianist
of the 20th and 21st centuries. Jerry Lee can also
lay down some good jazz, blues and gospel, then
surprise everyone with a unique new interpretation
to an old pop standard such as 'Over The
Rainbow', or 'Autumn Leaves’.

Tony ‘Happy Pappy’ Papard









'Tales From The Web'
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.

Good Muslims make a pilgrimage to Mecca at
least once in their lives; it is only right that a true
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The Standing Stones of
Callanish say

TFTW editorial board know, say around three
days beforehand (contact number shown at the
back of the magazine).
May I take the opportunity through these pages to
apologise on behalf of all here at TFTW Towers
for the continuing late arrival of the magazine.
Originally we used to push it out just prior to the
start of the month, creeping gradually into the first
week of the month. Now, unfortunately, it's gone
well into the second or even third week. We are
desperately trying to remedy the situation at this
precise moment (indeed, as I write) and we are
sweating buckets to get the October edition hard
on the heels of this issue. We are indeed victims
of our own success and for that, of course, I am
truly grateful. Please be patient with as folks, we
are doing our best.

HOLD THE THIRD PAGE!
nd

Hi folks, it’s party time again; on Sunday the 22
September, yours truly has hired a boat for the
afternoon from 15:00 hours through to 18:00
hours on the Camden Canal (see flyer contained
inside this issue). All meet up outside Dingwall’s
from around 14:15 hours onwards. I have also
booked a restaurant for those who wish to go for a
meal after the boat trip. The restaurant is booked
from 19:00 hours, the Camden Brasserie, which is
located
at
216
Camden
High
Street,
approximately one-third of the way between
Camden Town tube station and Dingwall’s, as
many
of
you
wonderful
TFTW
subscribers/contributors will know.

As some of you may know I have
been on a short holiday to the Outer
Hebrides. Did I hear someone
mumble “If he hadn’t gone up to the
Outer Hebrides he might have got
the bloody magazine out on time!”
But it was not in vain as Woody has
had yet another fantastic brain wave. Now what
about if we hold the Christmas meet up at
Stornoway on the Isle of Lewis (Outer Hebrides).
Oh folks, I can picture the scene now, sitting at
the breakfast table, 'Tales From The Woods'
outstretched in front of you. “Praise the genius of
Woody,” I hear you exclaim. “Oh what a friend we
have in Woody, he is taking us all to the Outer
Hebrides for Christmas!”

For several years I held a birthday party on an
annual basis (birthdays tend to be annual – H)
which has lapsed over the past couple of years,
but now I'm back and in the mood. It’s certainly
not been a good year for many of us so let's start
afresh with a party. Let’s Rock’n’Roll and put all
the bad things behind us.

Say, for example, you
are travelling from or
via London by train
from King's Cross to
Inverness, then bus
from Inverness to
Ullapool and then a
ferry across to Stornoway. In just a mere 15 hours
we can all be there and for those of you TFTW
subscribers/contributors up there in the North of
England, considerably less. So how about it Neil,
Steve, Gordon? So don’t miss out on the
opportunity of a lifetime to spend Christmas on the
most romantically remote part of the UK. Perhaps
we could even persuade Grunge, a.k.a. Calum
Russell, up there in bonny Sutherland, north-west
Scotland, to join us to teach us all how to contact
our ancient ancestors through some lively pagan
dancing around the standing stones of Callanish
(although I would advise you to keep all your
clothes on as it tends to get a little fresh up there
at that time of year). I can certainly
recommend a couple of restaurants
where a Hebridean friend and I
spent a couple of pleasant
evenings. Don't it sound great? I
can barely contain my excitement
awaiting your eager replies.

No doubt you will recall we had a birthday bash on
the Camden Canal before which proved to be a
great success; the only difference this time is that,
if everyone brings their own beer and wine etc.,
we won't be wasting time rushing off to purchase
alcohol en route. I have also hired a bar-person to
bring the drinks to you where you sit/stand, simply
because we expect a much larger turnout than on
the previous occasion. By doing this, we won't be
falling over each other, as these canal boats are
obviously quite narrow. If you want to bring food
(sandwiches etc.) that's fine. Might be a good idea
for those of you who can't attend the meal,
bearing in mind three hours soaking up the
bracing fresh air on the sun-drenched crystal clear
waters of the Regent’s Canal could inspire a little
hunger.
Tapes of blues, Rock’n’Roll, soul, jazz,
country and all points in between will be
piped through the boat’s PA system.
Promises to be a great day, although
could I respectfully point out that, should
anyone not be able to make it for
whatever reason, could they let the
3

'Tales From The Woods' raises a glass and says
farewell to rhythm and blues singer / songwriter /
pianist Rosco Gordon who died of complications
to heart disease and diabetes, aged 74 on July
11th. Born 10th April 1928 in Memphis,
Tennessee the youngest of eight children, his
father, a lumber mill labourer paid for Rosco's
sister Ella Mae to have piano lessons who, in turn,
passed her knowledge on to her brother. He learnt
to play by simply sitting beside her and attempting
to emulate her, which he succeeded in doing and,
as years passed, eventually surpassing her.

of artists and, in the UK as the Sixties progressed,
just about every aspiring beat group included this
in their repertoire. Yet again Rosco failed to
secure song-writing credits.
During the early Sixties he married for the second
time and moved his family to New York where he
recorded for numerous small labels until starting
up his own label in 1969, Bab-Roc. He also found
time to become part owner of a laundry business.
Over the next couple of decades he continued to
perform, although for the most part on a local
basis, and only seriously reactivated his career
after the death of his wife in 1984. The year 2000
would see the release of his final album ‘Memphis
Tennessee’. The following year would see him
being nominated for ‘Comeback Album Of The
Year’ for the W C Handy awards.

Around the age of 22 (in
1950) Rosco considered
himself good enough to
enter, and to win, a talent
contest held at the
famous Palace Theatre
on
Beale
Street
in
Memphis, whose MC in
those days was bluesman
and entertainer, the late
Rufus Thomas (whose
obituary appeared
in
TFTW issue 12½). He
created such a good
impression that he was
invited to perform on local
radio station WDIA and, within a short time, he
was given his own 15-minute show.

In May of this year he was invited back to the
awards ceremony to perform
alongside his old friends like
Ike Turner, B B King and
Little Milton. The 'Tales
From The Woods' editorial
board was privileged to see
the man perform, just once,
at the Rhythm Riot in
Camber Sands near Rye,
Sussex a couple of years
ago in which he performed a
well received, spirited set.
‘Just A Little Bit’ we have
seen and heard played more
than a few times over the
years ain’t we folks? And no
doubt in the future as well.

Through word of mouth he soon found himself
inside Sam Phillips’ little recording studio at 706
Union Avenue (Sun Records). Like so many acts
of that period that Sam recorded, he leased the
tapes to the major independent labels across the
States (Chess in Chicago, Modern in Los
Angeles, Peacock in Houston, Texas). He scored
well in the R&B market with his own composition
‘Booted’, which was released on both Chess and
Modern, consequently losing song-writing credits
along the way, a situation which re-occurred
throughout much of his early career. Rosco, it is
alleged, lost the rights to around 300 of his own
compositions.

Keith Woods








Jazz great Lionel Hampton, dies at 94
There was more than musical magic on stage that
day in 1936 when Lionel Hampton joined Benny
Goodman in a Manhattan ballroom -- it was a
breakthrough in American race relations.
Hampton, a vibraphone virtuoso who died
st
Saturday 31 August, broke a barrier that had
kept black and white musicians from performing
together in public. Through a six-decade career,
he continued to build a name for himself as one of
the greats in jazz history. “He was really a
towering jazz figure,” said saxophonist Sonny
Rollins, who played with Hampton in the 1950s.
“He really personified the spirit of jazz because he
had so much joy about his playing.”

‘No More Doggin’ followed in 1957, doing well in
the R&B charts but it was in Jamaica, where it
was finally released many years later, that it not
only sold by the truckload but, it could be argued,
was partly responsible for creating the Ska sound.
Throughout the remainder of the Fifties he
continued to write and record often with local,
more than national, success. He appeared in a
Rock’n’Roll movie called ‘Rock Baby Rock It’,
filmed with his pet rooster on his shoulder singing
‘Chicken In The Rough’.

The 94-year-old showman and bandleader died of
heart failure at Mount Sinai Medical Centre, said
his manager, Phil Leshin. Hampton suffered two
strokes in 1995 and had been in failing health in
recent years. Hampton played with a who's who of
jazz, from Goodman to Louis Armstrong to Charlie

The final days of the decade saw Rosco recording
not only his biggest ever hit but the song for which
he will be forever associated, ‘Just A Little Bit’,
peaking at number two in the R&B charts during
the course of a 17 week stay. Covered by scores
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Pennsylvania Hotel in New York, starting out “four
gorgeous years with Benny” in the new,
trailblazing Benny Goodman Quartet. That
quartet, with Hampton, pianist Teddy Wilson and
drummer Gene Krupa, broke racial barriers that
had largely kept black musicians from performing
with whites in public. Wilson and Hampton made
up the black half of the foursome. Wilson had
recorded with Goodman and Krupa previously,
and white soloists “jammed” informally with black
groups, but a colour line was drawn whenever a
white band was on stage. Hampton took to the
road with his own orchestra in 1940 and built
bookings into the million-dollar-a-year range. After
the big-band era died, Hampton pared down to a
smaller group - around eight players dubbed the
Inner Circle - and he occasionally put bigger
groups together to travel the globe as a musical
ambassador of the United States.

Parker to Quincy Jones. His own band helped
foster or showcase other jazz greats including
Charlie Mingus, Dexter Gordon, Fats Navarro, Joe
Williams and Dinah Washington.
“With Hampton's death, we've drawn closer to
losing part of the origins of the early jazz era,” said
Phil Schaap, a jazz historian. During his career,
Hampton performed at the White House for
presidents Truman, Eisenhower, Johnson, Nixon,
Carter, Reagan and Bush. When he played for
Truman, his was the first black band to ever
entertain in the White House, Hampton once said.
Rep. Charlie Rangel, remembered Hampton's
90th birthday party at the White House, when the
man known as the “vibe president” invited
President Clinton to grab his saxophone and jam.
“Lionel was a spectacular guy,” said Rangel, who
recalled seeing Hampton play at the Apollo
Theater, the legendary concert venue in Harlem.

Hampton regularly turned up at colleges and
major jazz festivals, made guest appearances on
numerous television variety shows and recorded
scores of jazz albums and singles. Hampton also
established a community development corporation
which, with government support, built low- and
middle-income housing in New York and Newark,
N.J. One of his projects in Harlem is named for
his wife, Gladys, who died in 1971 after a 35-year
marriage. The couple had no children.
Rod
Pyke,
UK/European
Director
of
Operations, Rockabilly Hall Of Fame

In 1997, Hampton received the National Medal of
Arts -- while wearing a borrowed suit, socks and
shoes, because all his clothes and much of his
bands' arrangements and other memorabilia had
been destroyed in a fire two days earlier. “He was
an American music legend and will be sorely
missed,” President Bush said in a statement.
Hampton's music was melodic and swinging, but
audiences also responded to his electric
personality - the big smile, energy and bounce
that contributed to his style. When not playing the
vibes, he drummed, sang and played his own
peculiar style of piano, using two fingers as if they
were vibraphone mallets. He was a songwriter,
too. His most famous composition, “Flying Home,”
was written in 1937, and he played it about 300
times a year for the next half-century. It was a hit
in 1942, propelled by an Illinois Jacquet tenor sax
solo.









What’s coming up
Dale Watson at Dingwall’s on Monday 23
September, £12.50

rd

Desmond Dekker and the Aces at Dingwall’s
on Sunday 29th September, £12.50
Chris Thomas King at Queen Elizabeth Hall
on Sunday 29th September, £12.50

Hampton did not have a copy of his birth
certificate but marked his birth date as April 20,
1908. It was generally accepted that he as born in
Louisville, Ky., and raised by his grandmother in
Birmingham, Ala., and Chicago. He learned to
play the drums from a nun while in grade school,
and launched his career with Les Hite's band after
finishing high school. It wasn't until a 1930
recording session with Armstrong that Hampton
played the vibraphones. “There was a set of vibes
in the corner,” Hampton once recalled. Louis said,
“Do you know how to play it?” He didn't. But after
45 minutes of noodling on the instrument,
Hampton felt comfortable enough to swing in
behind Armstrong on ‘Memories of You.’

The Pretty Things at the Fairfield Halls,
Croydon on Tuesday 1st October £14.50
Also at the 100 Club on Wednesday 23rd
October £12.50
Not to be missed, the legendary Solomon
Burke at the Barbican on Sunday 6th October
£20 and £10
Tony Joe White at the Borderline on Friday
11th October £15
The Blind Boys of Alabama at the Marquee
on Tuesday 22nd October £13.50

The future “King of Vibes” toured with his own
band on the West Coast, then settled in at the
Paradise Nightclub in Los Angeles. In August
1936, Benny Goodman heard Hampton play and
three months later Hampton was at the

John Mayhall and Peter Green at the
Fairfield Halls, Croydon on Sunday 27th
October price not known
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launderette we found was on the site of Cosimo
Matassa’s old J & M Studios at North Rampart,
Dumaine where the original tiles were still on the
floor with the studio initials engraved on them. We
also found the second one at Governor Nicholas
Street and Matassa’s Grocery store and spoke to
the Cos’ son. Martyn went off to do his own thing
and I decided to go walkabout and got caught in a
downpour, so went back to the hotel to shower
and put on fresh, dry clothes and then walked
around the shops until around 5pm. We later went
out for a meal at a venue called the Country
Flame that served Mexican and English fare. We
met up with Keith and Lee at about 9pm then went
on to Howlin’ Wolf’s to see Marcia Ball who does
bluesy R&B stuff. I’d missed her set at the
Jazzfest, so I was glad that I caught up with her
here, although she didn’t come on until 12 o’clock
(playing until 2.20am) so we sat through the
support band as well, who were reasonable.

WAY DOWN YONDER INC.
(Motorvatin’ Rock'n'Roll Party 1996)
(Part 3)
by Darren Vidler
th
DAY EIGHT: APRIL 27 (Saturday)
Got up late (didn’t wake up until 10.30am) and,
with Martyn, went for breakfast, which was really
good for between $2 and $4. When we got to the
site there were parades going on (which
incidentally went on for the duration of the
Jazzfest) and watched a bit of Sony Landreth’s
set, a blues rock singer/guitarist with his band. At
1.30pm we watched some of the Joe Clay's set, a
good show but not enough of Joe as he was
playing with a group called the Clemens Brothers,
more Rock than Rock'n'Roll. Between 2pm and
3pm we saw Junior Wells who were fantastic. We
then went to see Al Hirt being interviewed, walked
around the various stalls and, around 4.35 to
5.35pm, saw Eddie Bo give a knockout
performance. Anyone who has never seen this
man is missing out on a great treat with such
numbers as ‘Everyday I Have The Blues’. Finally, I
went to see Wendy Rovan who sings blues
ballads and stuff like ‘The Saints’ and ‘Proud
Mary’. A lot of the others went to Preservation Hall
to see some jazz being played but Martyn and I
were rather tired after going round Tower Records
and a couple of bars, so decided to call it a day.
We went back to the hotel, showered and finally
made it to bed.
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DAY ELEVEN: APRIL 30 (Tuesday)
Woke up at about 8am and again went with
Martyn to Woolworth’s for breakfast. We bought
an all day ticket ($4) for the trams to tour around
New Orleans. Had an iced tea with vanilla flavour
in a local Café which, I have to say, was
disgusting. With the day ticket, you can get on and
off the trams when and wherever you like. One of
the stops was Audobo Park, which was lovely with
a golf course and a very nice pond. Around the
park were signs depicting various exercises there were about twelve of these as I recall encouraging you to get toned up? I looked down
at my stomach at this point and thought “Oh my
God!” On the way back on the tram, we stopped
at Smith’s record shop where I purchased a
compilation of Ace Records and we had a meal
before going back to the hotel for a wash and
brush up. Went to a few bars and managed to
leave my camera in one of them, finishing off the
evening by going to the Clover Grill, which was
run by gays, who spent most of their time bitching
with each other.
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DAY NINE: APRIL 28 (Sunday)
Woke up at 8am, left the hotel at 9am to
telephone home, then met up with the others at
their hotel. Martyn and myself went down to Tower
Records, as we had heard from reliable sources
that the price of tickets to see the Jazz Festival
were only $12 as opposed to $15 at the gate. We
made it to the festival at midday and watched a
little of Rockin Dopsie’s set but, as a large crowd
had gathered, we were not very comfortable.
Between 1.40 and 2.40pm we watched Hazel and
the Delta Ramblers who were a bluegrass group,
but I did not think much of them. Walked around
the site for a while, then watched some of Dee
Dee Bridgewaters’ set which was good but, again,
the crowds made it uncomfortable. This was at
4.10pm, after which, we went on to watch Lionel
Hampton but this was exceedingly crowded, so I
didn’t stay. I was told later that he was very good
but I watched instead Ingrid Locia and the Flying
Neutrinos who were an excellent swing R&B, Billie
Holliday style Band. They have a CD out which is
very good (check it out). It was a great way to end
the first weekend of the Jazz Festival. Went back
to the hotel for a wash and a change of clothes,
before going out for a meal. Later in the evening,
went to a few bars, then finished up with live jazz
at the Preservation Hall.

st

DAY TWELVE: MAY 1 (Wednesday)
Went out on my own to look for my camera and
luckily I found it in the first bar we had visited. I
was supposed to meet up with Martyn at 12.15pm
but lost my way and, as it was then too late, I
decided to continue on my own. I had a lunchtime
meal in the Clover Grill (though I’m straight) and
visited some local museums - by going to four
museums the inclusive price was $10 - the old
U.S. Mint (which had an exhibition on jazz
festivals and the Mardi Gras), the Calbido (a
building where the general and dignitaries used to
meet) and Presbeterte (which houses old Period
th
Costumes). An old 19 century house dating back
to 1850 was also very interesting. From there I
went to Bookstar and purchased some books for
my parents and my brother Dominic. I also bought
jazz festival tickets from Tower Records, which
Martyn said were the cheapest. I made my way

th

DAY TEN: APRIL 29 (Monday)
Went to Woolworth’s for breakfast, then set off
with Martyn to do some necessary washing. The
6

back to the hotel for a wash and change of
clothes, and then went for a meal. Along with
Martyn, Lee and Keith Johnson went to the Dream
Palace to see Eddie Bo, Tommy Ridgely, Oliver
‘La La’ Morgan and Rockin Jake who backed
them all. Eddie was brilliant, but the others were
average. The Rockin Jake Group spent half an
hour messing about with the sound, which for a
time was distorted, and it was going out on the
radio live as well! Eddie Bo, though, made the
evening worth it.
To be continued







just listen to any of his records - he'll tell you all
about himself.
Lewis finished the show, clad in a dazzling navy
pinstripe, kicking out the piano bench and
slamming down the cover. The Killer hitched his
pants indignantly, and exited stage left.

Jerry Lee Lewis at Yonkers
Hudson Riverfest on July 4, 2002
By Kay Martin



What could be a better celebration of the Fourth
of July than a get-together of Jerry Lee fans, a
Lewis show, plus fireworks?

Verily, Jerry Lee
Review of the show at Sam's
Town, Tunica on June 7, 2002

Long-time Jerry Lee fan Jerry Koshel was thrilled
that the Killer would be headlining this year's
annual Hudson Riverfest in his home town. On a
really hot day, we gathered at his house: Kirk
Lundstrom travelling all the way from Maine, Katy
and Bob Sernerchia from Rhode Island, Tim
Congdon from upstate New York near Albany,
Linda and Don Gervasi from Queens and yours
truly from Brooklyn. We spent the afternoon
swapping JLL stories, listening to his music,
enjoying the repast prepared by Jerry K, and each
other's company. We left our vehicles behind to
avoid the crush of traffic in downtown Yonkers,
and took Metro North two stops south to the
venue. It was so close, we could see the stage
from the train platform!

By Donnie Snow
Take the Killer off your dead pools, people, ol'
Jerry Lee is gonna outlive us all.
Strolling confidently onto the stage - 10 minutes
late - Jerry Lee Lewis dropped a bomb on the
pittance of an audience wise enough to catch his
show Friday night at Sam's Town, opening his
nearly 90-minute set with fellow hall-of-famer
Chuck Berry's ‘Roll Over Beethoven’.
Watching Lewis, who is recently divorced, there
was good news and bad news for rock and roll
fans. The good news is that Jerry Lee is singing,
and playing, just fine. (How fine? Elton John
should pray his skills hold up this well.) The bad
news, you can't understand any two words the
man says. However, the crowd had no trouble
making out the words when he was delivering
renditions of ‘Georgia’, ‘Blue Suede Shoes’,
‘Somewhere Over the Rainbow’ and ‘Drinkin' Wine
Spo Dee O Dee’. They couldn't get enough of any
of them, considering the long line of fans in front
of the stage waiting to take a picture of the living
legend. But music has never been The Killer's
only strong suit. Humour is every bit as important
to his mystique as his driving left hand and speeddemon right. And Lewis hasn't lost it either.

Since it was so very warm, before he arrived, I
took pains to see that cooling fans would be
placed on stage and that cold bottled water would
be available for Jerry. The stage was set up right
on the banks of the Hudson River and the
scheduled fireworks finale was to be set off from a
barge afloat in the middle of the river just behind
the stage. Breezes were blowing, but they weren't
really bringing the temperature down by much.
As we waited for Jerry to arrive, we met other fans
we knew and caught part of the performances of
the opening groups, Roomful of Blues and The
Persuasions. Jerry was scheduled to go on at
8:15 and the fireworks to begin at 9:15, but Jerry's
plane landed late and his limo pulled up about
8:30. The band hustled on stage to set up, and
began warming up the crowd (as if they needed
it!). Our group accompanied Jerry into his airconditioned trailer/dressing room while he got
comfortable and relaxed before the show. Soon,
Michael Lee came in to tell Jerry it was time to go
on. The security people had set aside an area in
front of the stage for our group and we had a
fabulous vantage point, as you can see from the
accompanying photo. When Jerry hit the stage,
the crowd of thousands of people was really
enthusiastic and rockin'. We all enjoyed the
following songs:
‘Roll Over Beethoven’, ‘Sweet Little Sixteen’,
‘Drinkin' Wine Spo Dee O Dee’, ‘C. C. Rider’,

"Take it off?" he asked, responding to a woman
after he started to loosen his tie. "That's what got
me in trouble the first time . . . and the next time,
and the next time, and the next time. "This time,
I'm going to be more choosy."
‘Great Balls of Fire’ brought the grey hairs and
surgically altered to their feet, clapping and
singing, dazzled by the sheer virtuosity still very
much alive in the still very virile Golden Wild Child
of Rock and Roll's fingers. ‘Whole Lotta Shakin'
got them all onto their chairs. Lewis is more than
rock royalty, and not just because he can still kick
his leg up on the ivories like a spoiled teenager,
but because he knows who he is and if you don't,
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‘Rockin' My Life Away’, ‘Georgia’, ‘Boogie Woogie
Country Man’, ‘Johnny B. Goode’, ‘Don't Put No
Headstone On My Grave’, ‘Money’, and a rare
‘Blues Like Midnight’ at which point Kenny
reminded Jerry that the fireworks had to begin and
HE began fireworks of his own style:) ‘Whole Lot
Of Shakin' Goin' On’, ‘Great Balls of Fire’ (what a
perfect intro to a fireworks display!!!)

Moondog Show, complete with the cowbell and
his incessant pounding out the beat of a record on
a phone book next to his open microphone. His
opening lines: "Hello everybody, how y'all tonight?
This is Alan Freed, the ol' king of the
Moondoggers, and it's time for some blues and
rhythm records for all the gang in the Moondog
kingdom".
Fifteen Classic Country Song Titles
15. If I Can't Be Number One In Your Life, Then
Number Two On You
14. If The Phone Don't Ring, You'll Know It's Me
13. How Can I Miss You If You Won't Go Away
12. I Liked You Better Before I Knew You So Well
11. I Still Miss you, Baby, But My Aim's Gettin
Better
10.I Wouldn't Take Her To A Dog Fight, 'Cause
I'm Afraid She'd Win
9. I'll Marry You Tomorrow, But Let's Honeymoon
Tonight
8. I'm So Miserable Without You; It's Like Havin'
You Here
7. If I Had Shot You When I Wanted To, I'd Be
Outa Here By Now
6. My Wife Ran Off With My Best Friend, and I
Sure Do Miss Him
5. She Got The Ring, And I Got The Finger
4. You're The Reason Our Kids Are So Ugly
3. Her Teeth Was Stained, But Her Heart Was
Pure
2. She's Looking Better After Every Beer
1. I Haven't Been To Bed With Any Ugly Women,
But I've Sure Woke Up With A Few

As Jerry kicked over the stool and headed off the
stage, the musical fireworks were over and the
pyrotechnics began. The crowd that had been
dancing in the aisles was screaming for more, but
Jerry headed right for the limo that had been
parked alongside the stage. However, the
driveway they used to enter was now completely
overrun by people, so the band's van and Jerry's
limo stayed put until after the last firecracker
exploded. Most of our group stood at the river's
edge and enjoyed the fireworks display. The City
of Yonkers went all-out for the fabulous pageant.
Jerry watched it out of the limo windows and I saw
it through the limo moonroof as we talked. His rib
still hurts and he believes he still has a touch of
pneumonia. You would never know during his
show because he is a trooper and once he begins
performing, he gets into it.

Some more names have also recently gone to the
great cottonfield in the sky
VICTOR A. ENGLISH
Victor A. English, bass singer with the Carousels
and latter day Rainbows (he joined the
Washington, DC group in 1961) died July 7, 2002
in Upper Marlboro of lung cancer at the age of 60.
MARSHALL LEIB
Marshall Leib from the Teddy Bears, died March
15, 2002 Northridge Hospital, Northridge, CA at
age 63.
GODOY COLBERT
Godoy Colbert of the Pharaohs, passed away
peacefully in his sleep on July 18, 2002 at his
home in Sacramento. He was suffering from
cancer of the colon, liver, and prostate. Godoy
Colbert was one of the original members of
Richard Berry & the Pharaohs, the very first band
to ever record ‘Louie Louie’. Godoy had the real
deep voice. As a matter of fact, the very first
phrase of the song - the initial "duh duh duh duh
duh" was sung by Godoy. When Richard linked up
with these guys, the Pharaohs were really Godoy's
band, and Richard recognized talent when he saw
it.
EUNICE LEVY
Eunice Levy of Gene and Eunice, died Sunday
May 26, 2002 at Nathan Adelson Hospice. She

When the fireworks ended, the Yonkers police
force was able to clear the driveway and direct the
van and the limo out. Our group headed to the
train station for the ride back to pick up our cars
and head home. While we waited for the train, we
"liberated" a HUGE poster for the show (which
was, of course, now OVER), similar to the one I
emailed to everyone a week or so ago, and
presented it to our host, Jerry Koshel, as a
souvenir of the day that his hero came to town
and put on a show.....









Waxo Wilko’s Tit Bits
July 11, 1951 Alan Freed first went on the air with
his rhythm and blues program on WJW Radio
[1375 Euclid Avenue] in Cleveland, Ohio. His
theme song was "Blues for A Red Boy" by Todd
Rhodes which Freed referred to as "Blues for
Moondog", as he was calling his program The
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was born March 10, 1931, in Texarkana, Texas. A
retired teacher's aide for the school district, she
was a member of Second Baptist Church and a
12-year resident of Las Vegas.
JOE ALLISON (From Ed Weigle & Warren Cosford);
August 3, 2002, Joe Allison, former Country DJ
and pd at KRKD, KXLA and KFOX in the '50s and
'60s, has died. He wrote ‘Teenage Crush’ for
Tommy Sands and Jim Reeves’ huge cross-over
hit, ‘He’ll Have To Go’. In 1976, Joe was elected to
the Country Music Disc Jockey Hall of Fame. In a
Rock'n'Roll salute, Joe reflected: “My best
memory was having Tex Ritter as my mentor and
father figure. He would take the time to show me
things and teach me. He taught me to be fair and
to give back to the business the things you take
out of it.” Joe had been a country radio consultant.
He was 77.

placed in the entranceway hence, a "thresh
hold."
6. They cooked in the kitchen with a big kettle that
always hung over the fire. Every day they lit the
fire and added things to the pot. They ate
mostly vegetables and did not get much meat.
They would eat the stew for dinner, leaving
leftovers in the pot to get cold overnight and
then start over the next day. Sometimes the
stew had food in it that had been there for quite
a while, -- hence the rhyme, "peas porridge
hot, peas porridge cold, peas porridge in the
pot nine days old."
7. Sometimes they could obtain pork, which made
them feel quite special. When visitors came
over, they would hang up their bacon to show
off. It was a sign of wealth that a man "could
bring home the bacon." They would cut off a
little to share with guests and would all sit
around and "chew the fat." (Dr. Dale is still
doing this)
8. Those with money had plates made of pewter.
Food with a high acid content caused some of
the lead to leach onto the food, causing lead
poisoning and death. This happened most
often with tomatoes, so for the next 400 years
or so, tomatoes were considered poisonous.
(But this does not explain Dr. Dale's pipe)
9. Most people did not have pewter plates, but
had trenchers, a piece of wood with the middle
scooped out like a bowl. Often trenchers were
made from stale pays and bread which was so
old and hard that they could use them for quite
some time. Trenchers were never washed and
a lot of times worms and mould got into the
wood and old bread. After eating off wormy,
mouldy trenchers, one would get "trench
mouth." (Ah, this does explain Dr. Dale's
pipe)
10. Bread was divided according to status.
Workers got the burnt bottom of the loaf, the
family got the middle, and guests got the top,
the "upper crust."
11. Lead cups were used to drink ale or whiskey.
The combination would sometimes knock them
out for a couple of days. Someone walking
along the road would take them for dead and
prepare them for burial. They were laid out on
the kitchen table for a couple of days and the
family would gather around and eat and drink
and wait and see if they would wake up hence, the custom of holding a "wake." (but
this does not explain Dr. Dale’s strange
ways)
12. England is old and small and they started
running out of places to bury people. So they
would dig up coffins and would take the bones
to a "bone-house" and re-use the grave.
When reopening these coffins, one out of 25
coffins were found to have scratch marks on
the inside and they realised they had been
burying people alive. So they thought they

Waxo Wilko’s ‘Olde
Tyme’ Tit Bits
1. Most people got married in June because they
took their yearly bath in May and still smelled
pretty good by June. However, they were
starting to smell, so brides carried a bouquet of
flowers to hide the body odour.
2. Baths consisted of a big tub filled with hot
water. The man of the house had the privilege
of the nice clean water, then all the other sons
and men, then the women and finally the
children -- last of all the babies. By then the
water was so dirty you could actually lose
someone in it hence the saying, 'Don't throw
the baby out with the bath water."
3. Houses had thatched roofs -- thick straw, piled
high, with no wood underneath. It was the only
place for animals to get warm, so all the dogs,
cats and other small animals (mice rats, and
bugs) lived in the roof. When it rained it
became slippery, and sometimes the animals
would slip and fall off the roof; hence the
saying, "It's raining cats and dogs."
4. There was nothing to stop things from falling
into the house. This posed a real problem in
the bedroom where bugs and other droppings
could really mess up your nice clean bed.
Hence, a bed with big posts and a sheet hung
over the top afforded some protection. That's
how canopy beds came into existence.
5. The floor was dirt. Only the wealthy had
something other than dirt, hence the saying
"dirt poor." The wealthy had slate floors that
would get slippery in the winter when wet, so
they spread thresh - the straw left over after
threshing grain - on the floor to help keep their
footing. As the winter wore on, they kept
adding more and more thresh until when you
opened the door it would all start slipping
outside. To prevent this, a piece of wood was
9

spectacular ‘Orange Blossom Special’ during
which he played two harmonicas. Wife June
Carter joined him to duet on ‘Jackson’ and ‘If I
Were A Carpenter’. The whole ensemble joined in
on the Perkins penned ‘Daddy Sang Bass’, but the
only Sun cuts that Cash performed that night were
‘Folsom Prison Blues’ and ‘I Walk The Line’.

would tie a string on the wrist of the corpse,
lead it through the coffin and up through the
ground and tie it to a bell. Someone would
have to sit out in the graveyard all night (the
"graveyard shift") to listen for the bell; thus,
someone could be "saved by the bell" or was
considered a "dead ringer."
And that's the truth.
SoothSayer Wilkinson







Movin’ on down the line to this month more than
twenty years later we find the two determined
Daves (Webb & Travis) putting together what
could be described as one of the musical wonders
of the decade. Their Louisiana Saturday Night at
the Grand in Clapham was a unique one-off and
an enormous success as far as us punters were
concerned. The mouth-watering line-up boasted
swamp stompers Warren Storm, DL Menard and
Eddie Lejeune, Belton Richard, Jimmy Anderson,
and Johnnie Allen with saxophonist Harry
Simoneaux.



SHAKY LEE'S
SEPTEMBER
SCRAPBOOK
Okay Kats and Kittens, this is where I came in
twelve months ago – doesn’t time fly in TFTW
land? Anyway, here we go with another shakin’
instalment:

Dave Webb had previously introduced us to the
delights of Johnnie and Harry in Plaistow,
Romford, and the then annual Jerry Lee Lewis fan
club convention in Newport, whilst myself and our
exemplary editor had witnessed DL and Eddie at
both the Borderline and the much missed
Weavers Arms. The other artists I hadn’t seen
before, but as soon as Tommy McLean bounced
on stage singing ‘Barefooting’ I knew this was
going to be a night to remember. Naturally he
finished his act with a moving rendition of ‘Sweet
Dreams’ to leave the large crowd yelling for more.

Leaving the office early to catch the bus to
Manchester one Friday afternoon was the
highlight of my Rock’n’Roll world of September
1970. I was on
my way to see
Johnny
Cash,
and in particular
one of the great
rockers
Carl
Perkins. Sitting in
the upper circle of
the Kings Hall in
Belle Vue, can
you imagine my
chagrin when the
person in front of
me turned round
and
politely
enquired if I could
tell him who the artist on stage was? My girlfriend
held me back from bopping the offending patron
and answered sweetly “Carl Perkins”. Yes, the
rockin’ guitar man had opened the show without
even being introduced, and his far too brief spot
consisted of ‘Turn Around’, ‘Matchbox’, and ‘Blue
Suede Shoes’.

Drummer
Warren
Storm, on his first visit
to Europe, gave us ‘The
Prisoner’s
Song’
amongst others (and
incidentally he is set to
appear at this years
Blues
Estafette
in
Utrecht). Jimmy Reed
influenced
bluesman
Jimmy Anderson looked
a little nervous initially,
but soon got into the groove with some squealing
swampy harmonica sounds. Accordionist Belton
Richard dished out some cool Cajun music to set
the feet tapping too. Guitarist DL Menard and
accordion player Eddie Lejeune carried on
the Cajun tradition in fine style, with ‘The
Back Door’ being one of the high spots of
their collaboration.

Even The Statler Brothers got to
deliver a longer set, which included
their US hit ‘Flowers On The Wall’. The
Carter Family – mother Maybelle, with
daughters Anita and Helen, and
assistance from June – performed
several sentimental ditties before the
Man In Black took to the stage. With
the Tennessee Three consisting of
Bob Wootton on guitar, Marshall Grant
on bass, and drummer W.S. “Fluke”
Holland, Carl Perkins added his guitar
work to the Cash experience, Cash’s
set included ‘A Boy Named Sue’, ‘San
Quentin’, ‘Ring Of Fire’, and a

Johnnie Allen and colleague Harry
Simoneaux brought the house down with
numbers such as ‘Rubber Dolly’, ‘Jolie
Blon’, ‘Mathilda’, ‘South To Louisiana’,
and, of course, ‘Promised Land’. All credit
to Dave Travis for assembling a crack
backing band with himself on rhythm
guitar, Wes McGee on lead guitar, Stuart
Colman (bass), Terry Keating (steel), Bob
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mainly Heavy Metal, but in recent years I’ve
mellowed and started to get to like the Blues.
While I have been constructing the website for our
wonderful editor Keith, I have to keep asking,
“Who’s this?” when I update the obituaries page
etc, so I decided to start to listen to some
Rock‘n’Roll and other music. This is quite easy to
do as I am keen on surfing the Internet, and it’s so
easy to find MP3 files to listen to.

Loveday (fiddle), and Alan Dunn who alternated
between piano and accordion.
Yes in Clapham Junction it was indeed another
th
Louisiana Saturday Night on 18 September
1993.
Finally, congratulations and sincere best wishes to
Jerry Lee Lewis from myself and the ‘Tales From
th
The Woods’ team on the occasion of his 67
th
birthday on 29 September. I believe that Tony
‘The Ted’ Papard will be attending the Killers’
birthday celebration which is set to culminate with
the main man performing live on stage at the
Holiday Inn Select in Memphis.

The other month I was putting a link on the site to
The Houserockers’ site, and noticed they were
playing at the Prince of Wales in Strood, which is
very close to where I live. So I asked Keith what
they were like, and he recommended them as he
thought they were extremely good. I therefore emailed Wayne from the band, explained who I
was, and that I would be at the gig on the Sunday.
I asked Wayne if it would be possible for him to
bring a demo tape along as my local pub in
Gillingham have live music, and if I enjoyed the
gig I would try to get a booking for them.

Rock on Jerry Lee.
A few September gigs which could be good;
th
Sunday 15
Dick Dale at the Garage
rd
Monday 23
Dale Watson at Dingwalls
th
Wednesday 25
Lucy Kaplansky at Jazz Café.
Bop Cat Wilkinson









Well anyway, I arrived at the Prince of Wales
about 8.40 pm, the first time I had been in this
particular pub although it’s not far from me. I had
heard of it and the reputation it had in the 70s as a
big bikers’ pub and when I walked through the
door, I noticed a few aging Rockers. I looked
round and saw Wayne, so I bought my usual
tipple (a pint of coke – honest), and went over to
introduce myself. I found Wayne to be a very
friendly person, just as Keith had described him,
so we had a quick chat and then I moved to find a
place to stand and watch the band. As the time
got to about 9.10 pm a few more people arrived.

Want to check a CD Review?
Need a T.F.T.W. fix?
Desperate to see Keith’s face?
Then you are an ideal candidate for a dose of

Woods on the Web

The band started their set at approximately 9.20
and played their first number, which I had never
heard before. The singer, Rob Glazebrook,
apologised after the first number about the
feedback from an amp, fiddled about with it and
then the gig proper started. The drummer was a
stand in drummer as the usual member was away
on holiday but to hear him play you would think he
was a permanent member of the band. By about
10pm the pub was getting really packed with
rockers, which is unusual for a Sunday night. As
the night wore on I don’t think I recognised any of
the numbers but, as I said, I don’t know much
about the old Rock'n'Roll.

Just log on to
www.tftw.freeuk.com
and see what webmeister Fatbellypeat
has been up to.

The band took a short interval at approximately
10.15 and when they come back on stage they
just got better and better and by 11pm there were
people bopping on the floor and it even had me
tapping my feet. The thing that impressed me the
most was the amount of different requests they
were getting. Not once did I hear the singer say,
“Sorry I don’t know that” (which was what I was
saying to every number as they all sounded new
to me). I have never before seen a band asking
the audience for requests all the time.

My First Rock‘n’Roll
Experience
(Fatbelly loses his cherry)
Let me introduce myself; I am Fatbellypeat, web
master for ‘Tales From The Woods’. I have, like
most people, been into music most of my life,
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copying Holly’s hiccup, his accent, his wistfulness
and even the pizzicato violins that had first
appeared on “It Doesn’t Matter Anymore”.

The evening came to an end at about 11.40pm
leaving me just blown away by The Houserockers
- for my first Rock'n'Roll gig, it couldn’t have been
better. I will now be following this band a lot and I
would advise anyone who hasn’t seen them to get
along to one of their gigs; I promise you will not be
disappointed.

That was in November but long before that British
artists had decided that Pop was a better bet than
Rock’n’Roll. Cliff Richard was a pop singer from
“Livin’ Doll” onwards; Marty Wilde had been one
since his cover of “Endless Sleep” in 1958 and
newcomer Craig Douglas was a copycat pure and
simple.

Well done The Houserockers - you have just
converted a Heavy Metal fan to some of the best
music I have ever heard.







It was a British reaction to what was happening in
the States. Pop music was pushing out the Big
Beat. The Elvis rockers of that year – “I Got
Stung”, “One Night” and “Big Hunk O’ Love” did
not really count as they were culled from the
recordings that RCA had stockpiled just before he
went into the Army. But “A Fool Such As I”
showed the way that things were heading.



THE 1950’S – A BIRD’S EYE
VIEW
(Part 5)

Even the uncompromising Little Richard seemed
to have run out of steam, reduced to rocking up
standards like “Baby Face” and ”By The Light of
the Silvery Moon”.

by Neil Foster
There are two things everyone remembers about
1959: the legendary summer, one of the best on
rd
record, and the plane crash on February 3 that
took the lives of Buddy Holly, the Big Bopper and
Ritchie Valens.

A typical trend was Bobby Darin’s yearning to be a
cabaret artist and appear at the Copacabana. His
pop hit “Dream Lover”(with the great rocker
“Bullmoose” relegated to the B-side) was soon
followed by the heavily orchestrated “Mack the
Knife”, symbolic of his determination to follow in
the footsteps of Sinatra and the other “song
stylists”.

My employer was reminiscing about that summer
during the heatwave of 1976 and he summed it up
in the following sentence, “I went on holiday that
year to the South of France and my son stayed at
home – but he got a better sun-tan than I did!”

At about the same time, I recall, I started to read
interviews with pop stars who had formerly been
Rock’n’Rollers, and proud of it, which included the
ominous phrase, “I don’t want to be a
Rock’n’Roller all my life – my ambition is to be a
an all-round entertainer.”

I have to be honest and say that the death of
Buddy Holly did not affect me then as much as it
did later, when the full extent of his talent became
apparent.
It was the Big Bopper who took up most of the
space on that famous “Daily Mirror” front cover,
since he had the current Top Twenty hit –
“Chantilly Lace”. Valens was hardly known over
here, his “Come On Let’s Go” having been
covered by Tommy Steele.

It was easy to understand this desire. It was nice
to have a hit of any sort but too close an
association with Rock’n’Roll was, many young
singers feared, professional suicide in the long
term. Teenage taste, as everyone knew, was
notoriously fickle, whereas a vocalist who could
handle ballads and standards could appeal to a
much more sophisticated and stable market.

Much has been made of the ironic title of Holly’s
last record and posthumous no. 1 – “It Doesn’t
Matter Anymore” but not so well known is a grim
coincidence in some editions of the “Mirror”
concerning the Big Bopper. One’s eyes travelled
from the photo of the big man in the baggy,
striped suit, arms outstretched, to the bottom lefthand corner of the page, occupied by an
advertisement for a clothing firm, headlined:
“SALE OF BIG MEN’S SUITS”. (On the other
hand, it could be just my sick sense of humour…)

There was another reason - Rock’n’Roll has
always been sung mostly by males for males;
straight pop music in contrast could pull in a lot of
female buyers for whom Rock’n’Roll had little
appeal.
But before we write off 1959 as the death-throes
of Rock’n’Roll it is as well to remember that the
first half of it saw the release of “C’mon
Everybody” by Eddie Cochran and two of Jerry
Lee’s greatest – “High School Confidential” and
“Lovin’ Up A Storm”, both of which just reached
the Top Twenty. It still had plenty of fight left in it.

Before the year was out, the first of the Hollyimitators had arrived – Adam Faith. British artists
were having a field-day covering every American
hit they could but Faith went one better – he
covered the artist’s trademarks as well, faithfully
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For me, though, 1959 will
always be associated with
Duane Eddy. My friend and I
went on holiday that golden
summer to Talacre in North
Wales, staying in a primitive
bungalow owned by his
mother.
The
jukeboxes
everywhere were loaded down
with
“The Lonely One”,
“Cannonball”, “Peter Gunn”,
“Yep” “Forty Miles of Bad Road” and others and
we both spent a fortune in small change, feeding
them. I have not seen mentioned in any account
of Eddy’s career as a successful instrumental act,
the fact that his beautiful, bassy sound was tailormade for jukeboxes with their powerful speakers;
nothing sounded better booming out on a clear
summer night.

search of mindless entertainment and escapism;
the BBC for information, enlightenment and high
standards.
The strange thing is that each affected the other.
Under the stress of competition from ITV, the BBC
became more populist and less stuffy, while still
retaining its way of doing things and to counteract
charges of philistinism and cultural inferiority, ITV
started to produce more “serious” programmes,
notably documentaries.
Both channels bought American series’ and this
was the year that ITV scored with “Wagon Train”,
an epic Western adventure, which, as far as I
know, was the first hour-long programme of its
type that had ever been tried.
The British film industry
received
a
welcome
boost this year with the
release of “Room At The
Top”. The storyline – an
ambitious, working-class,
social climber marries the
boss’s daughter after
getting her pregnant but
loses the older woman he
really loves when she commits suicide after his
rejection of her – might have been borrowed from
a Victorian melodrama of the “trouble at t’mill”
variety but the gritty realism of its Northern
background, the tight direction and convincing
casting and, above all, the emotional intensity of
Simone Signoret’s acting as the doomed lover (it
brought tears to my eyes, and still does) made it a
tragic masterpiece.

In the bungalow late at night (oil-lamps and an
oil-drum as a lavatory!) we searched for
Rock’n’Roll on the radio (hired for the week from
the camp shop at a cost of £2 returnable
deposit). Once we even got Radio Lyons but on
the way had to do a lot of fiddling to avoid the
plague of Russ Conway records, which seemed
to have infected the whole of Europe.
(Footnote
for
Guinness-drinkers:
Draught
Guinness was first introduced to the British
market in 1959. It was not, in fact, real Guinness
but we did not know that at the time. We had
heard stories of its alcoholic strength and that very
few people could take more than three pints
without getting absolutely blotto. Greatly daring,
my friend and I sank about four or five pints before
going into a Rock’n’Roll record hop in Rhyl, to give
us Dutch courage with the girls. It gave us
courage, all right, and a terrible head!)

It was the frank dialogue in the love scenes that
caused such a stir – it was the first British film to
admit that women, as well as men, have sexual
desires (and not just “loose” women, either) and it
blew a breath of fresh air through the stuffy morals
of 50’s cinematic conventions. After it, nothing
could be the same again.

Another strong memory is listening to BBC
Radio’s “Saturday Club”, a two-hour (I think)
programme, featuring Jazz as well as Pop. I often
overslept and missed it, which was no great loss,
as the engineers, for some unknown reason,
specialized in getting a really tinny sound from
even the most exciting band. It was compered by
Brian Mathew, a middle-aged square, and there
was a spot where he played some of the latest
releases.

Here is an example from my own experience of its
power. When my friend and I first saw it, there
were two yobbos in front of us who sniggered
constantly and made suggestive remarks
throughout the first half of the film but eventually,
even they were reduced to silence by the searing
honesty of the script.

I remember him once reading out a letter from a
listener complaining, “Why are they always so
bad?” Another time a teenager wrote in tipping
Neil Sedaka’s “I Go Ape” for the charts and
Mathew commented crisply, “It’s been and gone,
mate!”

The ending was unforgettable. Joe Lampton
climbs out of the bridal car on the morning of his
wedding to the boss’s daughter – all his ambitions
fulfilled, at a terrible cost. A tear glistens in his eye
at the memory of his dead lover, Alice Aisgill. His
bride instantly spots it and misinterpreting the
reason for it says in delighted surprise, “Why, Joe,
you are sentimental, after all!”

Television generally was at the peak of its 50’s
popularity and a TV set was now an essential item
of furniture in every working-class home. There
was still an element of snobbery in the way the
two channels were compared – ITV for those in

THE END (sort of but not really)
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THERE AIN'T NO STOPPIN'
THIS ROCKIN'….
Rockin' 50's Fest

time guitarist GARY LAMBERT. It was flat out
rockin'. This show was followed by the TRENIERS
complete with magical musicianship, great vocals
and polished routines. They were and remain a
class act.

Oneida Casino
Green Bay, Wisconsin
7th to 13th July 2002

Scheduled to appear next was the late ROSCO
GORDON but he had to cancel due to ill health
and sadly died three days later. As a
consequence, SONNY BURGESS & THE
ORIGINAL PACERS played for in excess of one
and half hours - and it was powerhouse
Rock’n’Roll all the way. Virtually all the band
stepped up and took the spotlight on numbers,
including a newly added fiddle player. We have
yet to see this line up in the UK, fingers crossed…

One new washing machine, one dishwasher and
one fridge later and Mrs. Wilkinson looking
forward to twelve days of peace, my bags were
packed and I was on my way to Chicago and then
on to Green Bay.
The casino is located on the Oneida Indian
Reservation and incorporates a large Radisson
Hotel. The festival was to be held in three rooms,
which at times would be simultaneously operating,
and so I quickly figured out (bright bugger that I
am) that there was no way that I would get to see
all of around 115 acts scheduled to appear.
Accordingly I prepared a hit list of artists that I
wanted to see and based myself in the main 3
Clans Stage, which was a large hall complete with
excellent sight lines, a big stage and a sound
system to dream of here in Europe. The following
review is not therefore intended to be complete
but hopefully will provide a flavour of what has to
be the greatest Rock’n’Roll festival yet.

The COLLINS KIDS came on next backed by
Deke Dickerson and The Ecco-Phonics and again
it was top notch rockin' excitement all the way.
Lorrie and Larry's professionalism make it seem
so easy but it was 100% enjoyment. The
increasingly attractive Lorrie took the lion’s share
of vocals whilst Larry and Deke had several duals
on the twin necked guitars and this was magic to
witness. Larry also played a couple of rousing
instrumentals including 'All American'.
GENE SUMMERS was the next on the main
stage and his performance veered towards a
cabaret/night club approach with quite a bit of
chat. Amongst the other acts appearing that night
was England's own DARRELL HIGHAM and
there was plenty of positive talk about his act the
next day. The final show that I witnessed that
night was WAYNE 'THE TRAIN' HANCOCK.
Sounding like Hank Williams Snr. on speed, this
was a unique and devastating performance.
Honky tonk rockin' at its very best.
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Sunday, 7 July
The first act was BOBBY CARAWAY who
performed his claim to rockabilly fame, 'Ballin'
Keen', along with a selection of Rock’n’Roll
standards, generally in a night club style.
However, the next act was a personal favourite,
the man from Texas, HUELYN DUVALL,
accompanied by Wild Fire Willie and The
Ramblers. They were fresh from a 20-date tour of
Europe together and boy it showed, with a
seamless inspired performance. This guy just gets
better with every performance and worked the
ample
sized
stage
with
consummate
professionalism. The final act for this evening was
the only jump jive outfit of the festival, the ROYAL
CROWN REVUE from Los Angeles. Their
numbers seemed to go on for a long time, but I
was tired and headed off to dreamland salivating
at what was to come.

Tuesday, 9th July
I had quickly learnt that the way to stay this
Rock’n’Roll course was to have a substantial
breakfast because one was unlikely to be able to
find time to eat until late in the evening. Needless
to say, Dave Travis often went hungry.
At 2.00 pm, ALVIS WAYNE backed by Sweden's
Wild Fire Willie and The Ramblers took the stage
and it quickly become apparent that Alvis was
back to his top rockabilly capabilities. This was a
blinding show from a great talent Each act was
feeding off the others and each was delivering
quality shows. This was oh so apparent with the
set from SID & BILLY KING; never have I seen
them better. Sid was mostly up front with powerful
vocals along with Billy crouching over his guitar
picking great leads.

Monday, 8th July
The performances in the 3 Clans Stage started at
2.00 pm every day whilst those in the Iroquois
Ballroom commenced at 6.30 pm and the acts in
the Purcell's Lounge kicked off at 9.00 pm.
Accordingly, early afternoon saw a back-to-form
MAC CURTIS backed up by the King Memphis
band with a balanced set and sharp performances
with the likes of 'Little Mama Have Mercy', 'Keep
On Rockin' Baby' and 'Rockabilly Ready'.
The next appearance was opened up by ALAN
CLARK who built up the excitement by performing
a few numbers prior to the ever so active GLEN
GLENN taking the stage accompanied by his long

Next up was JIMMY McCRACKLIN who served
up a much better set than when he was over in
the UK last November and which was in keeping
for the type of festival. A most enjoyable set from
a consummate master. It was a change of styling
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with the next act, SANFORD CLARK (with AL
CASEY) who came across much more confident
than when I had previously seen them here in the
UK. Al Casey also had his moments in the
spotlight with a great 'Ramrod' along with 'Hackin'
Around', 'Cookin' and '40 Miles Of Bad Road'.

performances. The first was JACK EARLS who
never fails to light my touch paper and thankfully
this was again the case. The voice is still great
and his interpretations demonstrated a master at
work. It looks good for Hemsby next October.
Another guy who I hold in high esteem is
VERNON TAYLOR whose show was spot on.
Looking every bit the smart rocker, it was straight
ahead easy tinged rockin' from start to finish.

LEW WILLIAMS had to follow and he did a great
job. He has a quite unique styling and this was the
most animated that I have seen him. I wanted
more. Backed up by Deke Dickerson and The
Ecco-Fonics, this was the first time that I had seen
DALE HAWKINS in the flesh and it turned out to
be a true revelation. This was just first rate, Dale
was all together and the sound behind him was
spot on. One puzzling thing was that Dale had a
mobile telephone strapped to his belt. If I could
have found out the number, I would have called
him to request 'Life Guard Man'. Dashing over to
the Iroquois Ballroom, I managed to catch most of
MARTI BROM's show. This beautiful and talented
young lady just goes from strength to strength;
what a great voice and stage presence. She has
all the ingredients in the right proportions to make
it big time. Look forward to seeing her again.

The third consecutive Sun artist was the man with
the deep rich voice HAYDEN THOMPSON.
Hayden turned in a class show and opened up
with 'Love My Baby', 'Fairlane Rock', Blues Blues
Blues', 'Kansas City Blues' and 'You Win Again'.
Sitting down at the piano, he launched into his
favourite medley of Johnny Cash songs that was
well received before singing the sinuous
'Rockabilly Gal' and 'You Are My Sunshine'.
The biggest crowd so far gathered around the
stage for a true Rock’n’Roll originator BILLY LEE
RILEY and he responded with one of his best
ever shows that I have seen. It was full of Riley's
trademark mannerisms such as the little crouch
over the microphone and he animatedly worked
the stage. JACK SCOTT and his own band were
next on stage and, again, it was inspired rockin'
music. Jack has now added a sax player/back up
vocalist to his group and it made for a very full
sound. If one were to close one’s eyes, it was oh
so close to the sound on his original recordings.
Jack spotted a cute little Japanese girl aged about
three in the audience who he had met previously.
He held her up, posed for photographs and
received a lot of oohs and ahs. After returning her
to her parents, he closed out with Presley's
'Trouble', a magnificent mood swing.

My little legs quickly carried me back to the 3
Clans Stage, as a personal favourite was
appearing next. I have written up several times
that a NARVEL FELTS show is not to be missed
and this was no exception. I suppose it was
basically the same set as he performed over here
in the UK at Hemsby last May but such was its
power that it seemed as fresh as ever. Due to
slow service in the restaurant, I unfortunately
missed most of CHARLIE GRACIE's show but did
manage to catch his closing number, 'Shake
Rattle And Roll', before he left the stage to loud
cheering and applause. Upon checking, it was
another stormin' show from Charlie and this was
borne out by the lengthy autograph line.

Earlier in the evening, I had scooted over to catch
a portion of the set by ROSIE FLORES & THE
FALCONS and it was well worth the effort. She
played her own lead guitar and was singing just
great whilst the Falcons proved to be a good tight
band. For my final rockin' performance this night,
it just had to be ROBERT GORDON who had the
twin lead guitars of Marco DiMaggio and Eddie
Angel behind him. This was a typical Gordon
show, plenty of fine vocals once the numbers got
started and bags of great musicianship. For
encores, he was joined on stage by Billy Lee Riley
and the pair dueted on 'Red Hot' and 'Flying
Saucers Rock'n'Roll. Magical rockin' moments.

Wednesday, 10th July
One of the many features of the festival was the
easy access to many of the artists. Bob Timmers
and his Rockabilly Hall Of Fame web site crew
had a few tables in the lobby and this was one of
the gathering points. Many of the acts dropped by
for a chat, to pose for photographs and sign
autographs. A real friendly spirit pervaded
throughout the week.
This day’s rockin' commenced with the big man
from Texas, SLEEPY LaBEEF who with his own
two musicians, Jerry and Jimmy, perhaps
performed the most countryish set that I
witnessed during this festival. It was good,
enjoyable and was typical of a Sleepy set in that
he appeared to make up the song list as he went
along. LARRY DONN, who rocked, rolled and
sang his heart out, followed him.

Thursday, 11th July
It was evident that this was truly an international
affair and I determined that people from 26
different countries were present. From the outset,
it was clear that one heck of a lot of organisation
had gone into the affair and as the week
progressed, I cannot recall one act that failed to
start on time. The change over between sets was
generally limited to half an hour with disc jockeys

Four acts that recorded for Sun then followed and,
without exception, all turned in first rate
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filling
in,
thankfully
playing
music
listenable/dancing levels and no discordance.

at

fact very good, but the set started to go to pieces
with the next number, 'Mona Lisa' (Carl Mann
style). The band was all over the place, this
throwing Ersel. From hereon it was pretty chaotic.
It was a bit difficult to hear Ersel and one number
was started several times before it was nailed.
After a pause, Ersel left the stage and the band
performed an instrumental. Ersel came back on
and repeated 'Do What You Did' and that was it,
an abrupt ending. Moments of fragmentary
brilliance throughout but clearly there were
problems.

Opening the proceedings on day five was one of
the originators from the fifties, BILLY ADAMS and
The Rock-A-Tears who is one real nice man with
a superb talent. Apparently this was supposed to
have been a split set with W S Holland but the
latter was unable to make the show and so the
band had to perform several unrehearsed
numbers. However none of this was evident from
the seamless performance. The portent for his
October Hemsby performance is high.

Friday, 12th July
The organisation at this festival was a joy. Virtually
every act started and finished on time and there
was no more than thirty minutes between each
performance. The Casino security was evident
but, apart from one incident where they got a bit
over zealous with the autograph line, they kept a
friendly low profile.

The backbone musician of Rollin' Rock Records,
RAY CAMPI, was next and this was up to his high
standard. Good fast rockabilly and, on 'Tore Up',
Ray stood balanced on his double bass but then
fell flat on to his bum. Sporting a lurid three-piece
pale yellow suit and an expansive growth of hair,
the
Memphis
maestro
EDDIE
BOND
accompanied by Cousin Bo Jack and The
Ragtime
Wranglers
made
a
welcome
appearance. He opened with some delightful
honky tonk music before blazing down the
Rock’n’Roll trail Believe me, his voice is in real
great shape.

The day's rockin' got off to a flying start with a
performance from ROCKY BURNETTE, PAUL
BURLINSONN, D J FONTANA, KEN CURTIS
and THE DEMPSEYS. The last mentioned were
two young guys who gave a decidedly psychobilly
thrash to the proceedings but the whole set went
down well. The next act seen was RUDY 'TUTTI'
GRAYZELL (taking time out from appearing in a
play on Broadway, New York) backed up by The
Tin Stars and he gave his usual high energy
performance working the stage like a demented
maniac. A most enjoyable set from a guy who was
there at the beginning of Rock’n’Roll. SONNY
WEST then took the stage and performed a
similar set to that seen at Hemsby earlier this
year. It was probably more cohesive this time
around and it was one heck of a show. Hope I am
able to see him again.

To quote his own words of 'bringing a little colour
to the proceedings' was BIG AL DOWNING who
also bought his own brand of hard piano thumping
great Rock’n’Roll. No frills, take no prisoners
Rock’n’Roll was the order of the day. Quite the
best I have ever seen him. The biggest crowds of
the festival gathered for the next two acts, the first
of whom was THE CRICKETS. Comprising Jerry
Allison, Joe B Maudlin, Sonny Curtis and Glen D
Hardin, they rocked away with true professional
consummate ease.
From one long established group to another,
namely THE COMETS but without Jacko Budding
providing his best Bill Haley vocals. The joint was
jumping as Marshall Lytle tore into the vocals.
Okay the gaps between numbers were filled with
corny jokes but the quality of professionalism
emanating from the stage was amazing and was
appreciated by the crowd. The unenviable job of
following was down to MARVIN RAINWATER and
he sure did try hard and, in part, succeeded.

To quote her own words, the 'mean ol' raunchy
broad' JANIS MARTIN took the hall by storm and
again demonstrated why she is one of the top
female Rock’n’Roll stars treading the boards. She
was pure dynamite and one heck of a sassy lady
as well. Oh dear, I'm in love again.
Probably the only act to play 1¼ hours was the
blond bomber from Texas, RONNIE DAWSON.
As you probably know, Ronnie has been rather ill
recently but he promised to make it for Green Bay
and he sure made good on that promise. Backed
up by High Noon augmented by the lovely Lisa
Pankratz on drums (how can such a talent look so
divine?), this set was pure vintage Dawson with
powerful vocals complete with all the set angular
poses we have come to expect and enjoy. This
was powerhouse Rock’n’Roll all the way at fever
pitch excitement. Ronnie is back big time!

One of Detroit's finest came on next, namely
JOHNNY POWERS and it was into another no
holds barred rockin' set with 'Mama Rock' and
'Trouble'. From the energy being expended, it was
difficult to appreciate that Johnny had suffered a
serious heart attack two years ago. This was a set
complete with Presley mannerisms and little
subtlety. The final live music for yours truly for this
night was from ERSEL HICKEY. After a stunning
version of Thurston Harris's 'Do What You Did'
complete with plenty of movement and the classic
poise, it was into 'Bluebirds Over The Mountain'
and 'Goin' Down That Road'. So far so good, in

JOE CLAY had a hard job following this but he
gave it a more than adequate shot. Working the
stage well, it was another no frills Rock’n’Roll
16

show and he did his customary leap from the
stage into the audience still singing.

purchase of my next item of guitar hardware,
pitch-pipes.
I was now really smitten by the guitar bug, picking
up catalogue after catalogue, searching for an
affordable, yet classy-looking, axe. So I decided to
get a paper round and, for the next 36 weeks,
saved one guinea a week to purchase a Hofner
Colorama, followed by another 7 weeks saving for
the Selmer case. It was a brilliant purchase and
so hard-fought for that I'm still the proud owner of
it. It was now 1964 but I'd had enough of getting
up early, and opted for using the spare inputs on
my mates' amplifiers rather than subject myself to
more torture for a 15 watt amp.

Saturday, 13th July
Another feature of this festival had been the
generally high quality of the backing musicians. I
have mentioned Wild Fire Willie, Ragtime
Wranglers and Deke Dickerson and to that list
should be added Nick Curran and quite a few
others. This was especially true of the band
backing BARRENCE WHITFIELD who was a
personal first time of seeing for myself. I had
heard good reports of his stage act and boy they
were certainly true. This was high-energy
Rock’n’Roll come rhythm and blues with bags of
stage presence and a powerful screamin' voice, a
visual joy. Hope he can get back to Europe before
not too long; he will be a natural for the Rhythm
Riot. Another act I witnessed for the first time was
JAMES INTVELD from Los Angeles. Complete
with his own musicians, this guy has star quality in
abundance. I guess the closest comparison I can
make is that he is in the same sort of bag as
Dwight Yoakham but the voice is more powerful
and not so nasal. Watch out for him if he comes
your way, you will not be disappointed. The final
act that I saw at this festival before I retired to my
hotel rocked out was YOUNG JESSIE and what a
great closing set he performed. Rockin' R&B at a
peak by a veritable master.

I attended Grove Park Grammar School for Boys,
Wrexham, not exactly the Mecca of R&B, but my
mates and I had the same kind of dreams as
other L-plate guitarists of the period, and so the
conception of a band took place.
Andy Scott was my best mate and he was the
bass player. His first guitar was a Russian six
string acoustic job on which he put a set of
Monopole bass strings. Somehow, that guitar
stood the strain even though the neck and body
seemed to buckle. It stopped just short of
snapping into two pieces. Mind you, it was an
inadvertently shrewd move by Andy because his
dad, Harry (my paper round boss), realised it
wouldn't last long, so went out and got him a
Burns short-scale bass guitar and a sort of homemade bass amp.

That was it, the curtain was brought down and it
was all over. To reiterate, the conclusion has to be
that this was the best Rock’n’Roll festival I have
ever attended. The quality of music and
performances was generally of the highest
standard, something such as this I will probably
never see again but I can hope….

Dave Kirkham was our drummer, mainly because
his dad used to be a drummer many moons
previously. Anyway, Dave had access to a drum
kit of sorts. Even in the Sixties it was an antique
kit with a really tatty finish, no sparkle or pearl, just
old chipped paintwork held together with
congealed dust. The most up to date parts of the
kit were the drumsticks! However, Dave was a
very popular lad; he was the only drummer in a
school now beginning to heave with guitarists
(perhaps a slight exaggeration, but there were
quite a few). Being as he was in the same form as
Andy and myself, we had already got a good hold
on him.

Tony Wilkinson
© August 2002









OPPORTUNITY
KNOCKED
(but it went a-begging).

My next door neighbour, Nigel Adams, was our
rhythm guitarist, mainly because he too had a
Hofner Colorama and, most importantly, an amp
with two inputs. He couldn't play much, or that
well, at the time but he had enthusiasm by the
sackful. “Bugsy" Jones was our singer, mainly
because he forced himself onto us. In those days
he had aggressive tendencies and when he
suggested being our singer, we decided that we
didn't want to wake up in our beds and find
severed horses heads for company.

Or “How to not quite become a Rock'n'Roll star in 13
easy lessons” (which is probably how many issues it
will take to serialise Murray Robinson’s excellent
recollections).

Murray Robinson, bad-arse rock and roller isn't
quite the image most folk have of me, but a blackleathered rock musician a la George Harrison was
the one I wanted when I first started playing the
guitar in 1963.
My first guitar was an old Spanish one, fitted with
Cathedral steel strings, and on it I learned most of
The Shadows' hits. Then some clever-clogs came
along and tuned it for me, making me re-learn
them all over again. That was the cue for the

This combo was called The Rasjacks, the crap
name coming from the initials of our surnames,
and by the autumn of 1964 we had built up a
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repertoire of roughly 50 numbers, covering Cliff
and The Shads, The Beatles, The Stones, and
British band copies of Holly, the Everly Bros., etc.
Armed with this material, we played our debut gig
in October, at a youth club in the Hightown district
of Wrexham. We had to carry our gear there
because we had no access to a van or car but at
least our parents could be there at the end to take
us and our equipment home.

thought it was made for my style of playing, gave
me my best opportunity of "making it". More of
that later.
"Shep" was our drummer. I've got no idea what
his real name was, and being as he was keen on
the females, I don't think that his name referred to
the antics that English folk think Welsh blokes get
up to with a certain type of hillside animal. He had
a red, pearl-finish Trixon kit which, although well
used by a previous owner, looked the business,
and he was no mean player either. He was a bit
on the comical side and easily distracted,
especially when a practice was held at my house.
My mum wouldn't allow the drums in the house,
so instead of listening to arrangements of
numbers, he would read my brother's "Superman"
comics. When we played next, he wouldn't have a
bloody clue about sudden, dramatic rests in the
music, or how to end the new number, and you
could see him looking desperately at one of us for
a hint of some sort. But by the next gig, he would
have made the effort to see me about the new
numbers' arrangements.

We were all shit-scared as we got on that stage,
and we spent the first quarter of an hour
inspecting our shoes as we played. However,
confidence gradually developed and soon we
were able to look at each other, pleased as hell
with ourselves. Then we noticed that the floor was
awash with dancers who looked as if they were
enjoying themselves. We played loads of requests
and I remember that ‘Twist And Shout’ and ‘I Saw
Her Standing There’ were played frequently!
Our second booking, in December, was also The
Rasjacks' final one. For some reason, Dave
decided to have a strop and left us on the day of
the gig, but luckily for us, the band we were
supporting had a workaholic drummer who played
for us as well. At the end of the gig, the manager
of the other group liked us enough to seek a
meeting to merge "talents" and so, because of
Dave's strop (that's what I told "Bugsy" and Nigel),
we disbanded The Rasjacks. Dave heard about
how we coped without him and wanted us to
reform, but it was a great feeling telling him to,
“Sod off!”

Guitars Inc. (later to become The Bluesmasons)
was the uninspiring name for this band, probably
because we were the only Wrexham band with
four guitars in it, and we started off quite well. We
were working about once a week at first and then
moved onto about three times a fortnight. Then as
our reputation grew, we got a contract to play in a
pub concert room every Friday night. I was 14
years old at the time and my mother was not too
happy about my playing in a pub and, coupled with
the fact that my schoolwork was rapidly going
down the pan, she became the manager of my
destiny and pulled me out of the band. Andy, too,
left the band shortly after but not for the sake of
his "O" levels. He had had a better offer from a
more prestigious local band, The Four Winds,
cruelly dubbed The Foreskins!
(To be continued)

Andy and I joined up with another Grove Park
guitarist, Barry Clutton, who could sing and also
play a mean harmonica (very au fait at the time).
The fact that he was a bit of a Keith Relf look-alike also made him a target for the local female
talent, thus enhancing the group's popularity.
Barry played a Guyatone guitar and had an RSC
30 watt amp which had four inputs, enough for his
and my guitars and two microphones.



I had a rival for the lead guitar spot in this band, a
ginger-haired, bespectacled lad called Jim. I had
never thought about my limitations as a guitarist
until I met Jim. The established Wrexham bands
had guitarists with quality guitars (Fenders,
Gretschs, Gibsons) and quality amps (Vox AC30
Twins, Selmers), but none of those guitarists had
the creativity or ability of Jim. He played a two
pick-up Futurama and, as an apprentice in a radio
and TV repair shop, he had help in the making of
a 15 watt amp. To call him a fantastic player was
a bit of an understatement, and with his guitar and
amp combination, he would blow the mind of any
guitarist watching him. He had no ambition to be a
star and often poured scorn on those who wanted
to be "Top of the Pops". He seemed to be in love
with guitar playing and could mimic the playing
styles of the day with ease. He turned down loads
of offers and one he turned down because he







The Funkster
Well, it would seem that good ole Jerry Lee will be
th
celebrating his 67 birthday on the 29th of good
ole September. Oddly enough, one of Lewis'
heroes (Gene Autry) was born on the same day.
Sadly, old Gene is with the angels – well he was
born in 1927 and had a good innings nonetheless.
Congratulations also to country rebel Alvin Crow
who will celebrate his 52nd (a bit of a quiet week).
I understand that one of our regular columnists
(Mr Papard) will make his pilgrimage to the Lewis
ranch. Hey Tony, don't jump on stage to duet with
the Killer on ‘Shakin’, remember what happened
to Cuddles in London in ’72! No? Don't ask, you
wouldn't care to know the pain he suffered. Also a
late birthday greeting to Jerry Lee's manager, his
daughter Phoebe, born 30th August 1963. The
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Me On’, which that old Ferriday boy, Jerry Lee,
recorded for Electra in 1980. There's an Elvis
tribute, ‘The Whole World Misses You’, but it's too
mawkish for my own taste (I used to wince when
Carl would perform it live when he toured here pass the sick bag).

Funkster first met her when she accompanied her
dad for an appearance in London in 1982. Cheers
Jerry Lee, we at TFTW raise a glass to you. We
love you Jerry, keep on keeping on.
Over the recent bank holiday Funkster relaxed
and chilled out to West Side Story (the CBS
original soundtrack) from 1962. I’ll confess here, it
was in a sale at £2.99 and I couldn't let it languish
unwanted. “Oh Funkster, buy me!” it seemed to
cry.

There’s also a redeeming ‘Lovesick Blues’ and yet
another remake of ‘Turn Around’ with studio
applause at the end. Disc Two features an
interview in 1978 with Charlie Gilette on his Radio
London show ‘Honky Tonk’ but all musical
selections are edited out. At the end there are
songs that Carl recorded for ‘It’s Rock’n’Roll’ at
the BBC; only two, ‘Matchbox’ and ‘C C Rider’
were issued, and the other four are ‘Glad All
Over’, ‘Be Bop A Lula’, ‘That's Alright Mama’ and
‘Tribute To Elvis’. Nice photos inside, Carl’s rise to
fame is repeated yet again by Mr K but, if you’re a
Perkins fan, it'll sit nicely with the CDs of Sun,
CBS, Decca, Dollie and Mercury releases and
those that Carl recorded for smaller labels. It's
pretty cheap at about a tenner.

A number of excellent reissues have come my
way, courtesy of Proper Records (ex-Charly,
Boss, Joop, Visser) who seem to have their eye
on the main frame regarding CD compilations of
out of copyright material. A number of double CD
compilations featuring Les and Mary Ford (Mr
Paul), Moon Mullican, Tiny Bradshaw and Amos
Milburn.
The Milburn compilation features 52 tracks from
his time with Aladdin although it’s not complete as
I looked at some albums that were released in the
late Seventies – ‘Chicken Shack Boogie’ on
United Artists, and a companion album on Route
66 dubbed from final 78s. Of course you can’t go
beyond 1951 as the copyright laws extend to 50
years. In 1983 an album on French Aladdin,
entitled ‘13 Un-Released Masters’, surfaced
featuring titles from 1947 through to December
1956. I’m letting my albums stay where they are.

The Funkster








SOUL KITCHEN

The Tiny Bradshaw set ‘Breaking Up The House’
goes back to 1934 when he recorded for U.S.
Decca. The set follows through Regis, Manor,
Savoy and finally ending up with Syd Nathan’s
King label until January ‘58. This set closes with a
session in July 1951 which included ‘The Train
Kept A Rollin’ which is probably better known by
Johnny and Dorsey Burnette, the Rock’n’Roll Trio.

Hi and welcome to the soul kitchen, hot sizzling
soul fodder direct from the stove.
CD OF THE MONTH
SOLOMON BURKE
Don't Give Up On Me
Fat Possum/Anti 0358-2
Don't Give Up On Me : Fast Train : Diamond In
Your Mind : Flesh And Blood : Soul Searchin :
Only A Dream : The Judgement : Stepchild : The
Other Side Of The Coin : None Of Us Are Free :
Sit This One Out.

Not too long ago Sanctuary Records reissued Carl
Perkins’ ‘Ol’ Blue Suede’s Back’ album on CD
with the missing narration that was meant to be
included with the original 1978 album. The new
double CD set entitled ‘Jet Propelled’ includes the
original album and 13 other titles which were
recorded at the same session but not released at
the time. Some of the un-issued titles turned up
years later on a strange label, Accord (Danish if
my memory is correct) entitled ‘Presenting Carl
Perkins’ but typically there were no details on the
sleeve as to the origin of the tracks. I did have the
album but it was a real shite pressing. I don't know
what vinyl the company used but it was awful. I did
keep a tape of it but never returned to it.

Any new recording by the larger than life Bishop
Solomon has to be investigated; unfortunately of
late these have been a bit disappointing. This CD
being his first new secular release since 1997 and
probably his first major record in a long time, and
quite rightly, is a bid to re-establish himself as a
singer and reintroduce himself to the world. There
is a good chance he will be appearing in the UK
soon. Easy.

Some of the unreleased songs were as good as
the original Jet LP which included a rousing
‘Goodnight Irene’ and a rocking ‘Mustang Wine’
which, according to Adam Komorowski’s notes,
was actually issued on a Jet 45. The CD also
includes ‘Why You Been Gone So Long’ and ‘Let

DON'T GIVE UP ON ME was recorded live in the
studio over a four day period. "We just went in and
did it" says Mr Burke. Could this be organic soul?
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Collaborating with a collection of white songwriters
Bob Dylan, Elvis Costello, Nick Lowe, Van
Morrison, Dan Penn, Tom Waits, Brian Wilson
and others, who have donated some of their unreleased original songs to the cause. There lies a
very slight weakness, as some of the material is
undistinguished, and as Bunter pointed out there
is an annoying crackle across some of the tracks.
The studio band is built around Burke's own
church organist Brother Rudy Copeland, whose
sparse Hammond organ feeds most of the
arrangements, add to this Burke's gutbucket voice
which is as supple as ever, and you have one, if
not commercial, unique deep soul release.

Could have been the Streatham Locano. Sam and
Bill were just one of the great breed of male duos
that enlightened the soul world during the sixties.
Sam and Dave were leaders of the pack.
Following close behind were the likes of James
and Bobby Purify, Maurice and Mac, Knight
Brothers, Eddie and Ernie, Pic and Bill, and then
of course, Sam and Bill. It has been suggested
that the name Sam and Bill was an effort to cash
in on Sam and Dave's popularity, but they were
established before Sam and Dave. What set Sam
and Bill aside from the others was their
sensational visual gymnastic stage act, along with
an amazing wailing vocal approach.

Bill Johnson was born in Augustus, Georgia,
October 16 1932. He first started singing
professionally from around the age of sixteen. He
formed his own gospel group called the Four
Harmonizers before moving across to secular
music. He then formed his own band in Augustus,
Bill Johnson and the Four Steps of Rhythm
Orchestra, but no recordings were made. In 1959
Bill gets his first record released, billed with The
Gene Lowery Singers 'Bobaloo'/'Bad Times
Ahead' on Sun Records 340. It achieved little
success. 1961 sees his second release 'You
Better Dig It'/?, Talos Records, this also failed to
get off the ground. In 1962 Bill moved to New
Jersey where he appeared at the Orbit Lounge on
a regular basis, as vocalist with Perry and the
Soul Brothers. It was here he met Sam number
one.

Star picks have to be the Dan Penn penned
opening track 'Don't Give Up On Me' and Van
Morrison’s 'Fast Train', on both tracks he teases
and coaxes the lyrics in a blend of gospel and
R&B grit. Brian Wilson's 'Soul Searching' is a
throw back to his masterful Atlantic days, but is
crying out for a powerhouse horn section. Tom
Watts 'Diamond In Your Mind' is a typical Watts
gyrating number, with an unforgettable sing along
chorus. Joe Henry's 'Flesh and Blood' is an
intense inspirational piece of work, Burke moans
his way through this forceful testimony, he sounds
so genuine and sincere that it really is convincing.
The Blind Boys Of Alabama add their vocal back
up on 'None Of Us Are Free', written by Barry
Mann, Cynthia Weil and Brenda Russell, this is
the only non-new song, having previously been
recorded by Ray Charles. A fervourous gospel
message. Religious ecstasy. Soul music this rich,
emotive and beautifully tempered is hard to find.
The more I play this album, the more it creeps up
on me. Don't give up on me, not just yet Mr Burke.
Easy.

Sam Gary who was born in Columbia, South
Carolina, was the guitarist and vocalist with the
Soul Brothers. A friendship was formed and soon
Sam and Bill was born, becoming a star attraction
locally. In 1965 Johnny Nash signed the duo to his
Joda label. Their first release, a deep soul
reworking of the Ed Townend ballad 'For Your
Love' b/w 'Beautiful Baby' Joda 100, making 14
R&B. Next release was the standard, given a soul
face lift 'Fly Me To The Moon' b/w 'Treat Me Right'
Joda 101 (UK Pye) making 38 R&B. Just as Sam
and Bill were getting established Joda Records
became defunct, so they were left without a
recording outlet. After this the duo went into a sort
of limbo and broke up. Sam Gary returns to being
the guitarist with the Soul Brothers.

RATING (out of 5) 4 Soulboys


THE STORY OF SAM AND BILL
Way back in 1966/1967 the Tiles Club in Oxford
Street featured an enormous array of soul
performers, the majority were known from
records, but occasionally an unknown soul act
from the States would be listed, so these had to
be investigated. One such act was Sam and Bill,
once seen never forgotten, except the location.

Sam number two. Sam Davis Jnr was born in
Winston Salem North Carolina 10th December
1940. During his childhood he sang in church and
school choirs. His first group was the Invaders,
before forming in 1965 Sammy Davis and the Two
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Jays. In 1967 Bill recruited Sam Davis Jnr, on the
suggestion of local Greenville disc jockey Doug
Douglas, as the new Sam. In May 1967 they
released their first record together 'I Feel Like
Crying'/'I'll Try' Decca 32143 (UK Brunswick), the
session men on this record was none other than
Atlantic's Little Mac and the Boss Sounds. They
followed through with an album I FEEL LIKE
CRYING Decca, which is very rare, featuring
mainly a collection of standards recorded in their
own unique style. It is written in the tablets that Bill
Johnson recorded for Federal, Sound Stage 7,
and for Duke with Jnr Parker?

amused by this rolling boogie track. I guess he
was very pissed off with his female companions
when he jotted this down. Quote from the sleeve
notes "I had two women in mind when I wrote that
tune. They were the only two broads I ever really
dug. Once a cat lets them know he really digs
them, they get outrageous"
There ought to be a law to keep a woman from
breaking your heart.
There ought to be a law, let me tell you to keep a
woman from breaking your heart.
Because it hurt you so bad people when you and
your woman would have to break up and part.

SOUL COOKING From the kitchen.
From the Soul kitchen comes a genuine
MEMPHIS SOUL STEW courtesy of Tabasco.
You've read Soul Kitchen, souled out with your
CD's and you still have a craving for more SOUL.
Then get some hot soul stew inside you; it will
soulify parts of the body that haven't been
tampered with for a while. Get cooking!

There ought to be a judge to sentence her to be
hung until she is dead.
There ought to be a judge to sentence her to be
hung until she is dead
and let the hangman do his thing and drop a rope
down over her head.
There ought to be an undertaker to dress her all
down in black
There ought to be an undertaker to dress the
woman down in black
Put in her coffin let me tell you I do mean lay her
dead on her back.

1 tablespoon shortening
½ cup chopped bell pepper
3 pounds chicken legs & thighs
2 cloves garlic, pressed
3 cups chicken broth
4 teaspoons Tabasco brand pepper sauce
1 ham hock
½ teaspoon salt, or to taste
4 cups chopped tomatoes (with juice)
¼ teaspoon dried oregano
3 cups sliced fresh or frozen okra
1 bay leaf
2 cups fresh or frozen black-eyed peas
½ cup all-purpose flour
1 cup sliced carrots
¾ cup water
¾ cup pearl onions, peeled
Hot cooked rice

There ought to be an avalanche to drop her to her
burying ground
There ought to be an avalanche let me tell you to
drive the woman down to her burying ground
and four pall bearers drop the woman six feet
down.
There ought to be a law, to keep a woman from
breaking your heart you live in them mini skirts
there ought to be a law to keep a woman from
breaking your heart with her pretty big legs
make you feel so bad when you and your woman
have to break up and part There ought to be a
law.....

Melt shortening in a large Dutch oven or large
deep casserole dish. Brown chicken, turning
frequently. Add chicken broth, ham hock,
vegetables, garlic, Tabasco sauce, salt oregano
and bay leaf. Cook 1 to 1 ½ hours or until ham
hock is tender. Remove chicken and ham hock
and cool slightly, discard skin, bones and fat. Cut
meat into bite-size pieces and return to stew. In a
small bowl, whisk flour and water, stirring well so
there are no lumps. Slowly add mixture to stew,
stirring constantly to prevent lumps. Cook until
mixture boils, stirring often. Serve over rice.
Makes about 6 servings.

Dave Alexander Elam was born 10 March 1938
Shreveport Louisiana. His first became interested
in the piano after hearing Albert Ammons on
Randy's Record show over WLAC, around 1945.
After being discharged from the navy in 1958 he
settled in Oakland California and he played all
over the west coast. He met up with Bobby
'Sunny' Hebb. They hung out together for a couple
of years doing the San Diego bar scene. Bobby
was apparently hot on spoons and ukulele. In
1968, possibly another link to our words, he was
seriously wounded in a domestic quarrel. During
his hospitalisation he started writing his own
material. In 1968 he cut his first sides for the
World Pacific album OAKLAND BLUES, and two
albums for Arhoolie THE RATTLER 1972, DIRT
IN THE GROUND 1973. A name change in 1976
when he became known as Omar The
Magnificent.

CLICKS and FLUFF. IT'S IN THE
WORDS (ex Vinyl Spotlight)
DAVE ALEXANDER
There Ought To Be A Law
Arhoolie
This month we take a quick stroll
down blues alley. I've always been
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Heathman on keyboards and Michael Brown on
sax, with Mr Connors bowing out with a selection
of chants. He is replaced on drums by Jose
Joyette. How wonderful to see Nathan Heathman
back, his golden tonsils had been well oiled as he
gets to grips with 'Light My Fire'. What a
breathtaking vocalist he is, reaching heights that
have you glued to the floor unable to move. His
stunning vocals, highlighted by Michael Browns
sax interplay, was awesome. 'You Are My
Starship' follows, again Nathan orbits the
atmosphere with some incredibly shivering vocals.

LIVE
SUMMER SOUL AT THE CAFE
TH
LEON WARE 9 AUGUST
2002
The paint had hardly dried
before Detroit born soul maestro
Leon Ware singer songwriter producer, was back
with us once again at the Jazz Cafe. He strode
onto the stage to rapturous applause. Backed by a
British six piece band and two female backing
singers. Unlike his previous visit last October,
where he mainly concentrated on his then recently
released classic CD MUSICAL MASSAGE. This
time around it's a greatest hits show, highlighting
his enormous writing talent. He began the evening
with 'A Little Bit Of Something' the Quincy Jones
soundtrack for the film Body Heat, which sets the
tone for the whole evening, smooth laid back
vocals, performed in his own sensuous unique
style. 'If I Ever Lose This Heaven', 'Inside My
Love', 'I Wanna Be Where You Are'? followed. His
own recorded crowd pleasers 'Why I Came To
Californian', featuring a duet with backing singer
Imani, 'Rocking You Eternally' are always
expected, and never tire. Ware's own passionate
rendition of two tunes he penned for Marvin Gaye
'I Want You' and 'After The Dance' are simply
magic. The highlight of the evening followed with a
deep emotional 'I Go To Sleep With You'? with
Ware ripping the soul from his body from his toes
up, draining every last drop of emotion, on this
Donny Hathaway recorded number. Returning for
a lengthy encore the pace steps up for a couple of
groovy items. No longer just a cult figure, he's built
a whole show around his greatness. Memorable
night.

Enter Denise Stewart, who is splattered over
Connors nineties albums, opening her set with
one of my favourites, a superb rendition of Jean
Carn and Michael Henderson's, 'Valentine Love'
duetting with Nathan. Denise Stewart's vocals are
uncanny, sounding so like Jean Carn at times.
What followed was one of Denise Stewarts own
numbers, a searing ballad 'To The Limit'? What
an amazing vocalist she is, as she takes this song
to its limits, she is the song with her brilliant
expressive delivery over a backdrop, highlighted
by Michael Brown's wonderful sax soloing. Could
this amazing quality continue? It does, as Denise
on 'Should We Could We' rises to yet more
heights of phenomenal theatrical vocals. Not
surprisingly Denise takes a break, while Michael
Brown blows a funky piece, giving Tony Jones on
bass guitar his chance to shine on his short solo,
a fusion so riveting, it hurt. Nathan once again airs
his lungs on 'I Am Your Melody’, and his own 'Until
We Meet Again'. Denise returns with Mr Conners
in tow, for yet more energetic powerful
performances on 'This Is Your Life', then Phyllis
Hyman's 'You Know How To Love Me' and
climaxing with 'Betcha By Golly Wow'. Then they
were gone, leaving me soul soaked and lusting for
more. Breathtaking. I thought it was a pretty cool
evening.

NORMAN CONNORS STARSHIP ORCHESTRA
TH
16 AUGUST 2002
I know before I start this review that there's no
way I can justify in words just how great this
evening was. This will go down as one of my all
time top gigs. There was so much quality and soul
oozing from the stage; I'm surprised the small
room didn't explode under the soul pressure.
Legendary Philadelphia born master producer
songwriter and drummer Norman Connors’
participation this evening was limited to the
opening couple of numbers and final few, but it's
the sheer quality of talent he assembles and
carries around with him that are the stars, a
melting pot of old friends and new talent. Three
members of his American four-piece starship
orchestra have flourishing solo careers in their
own right.

WACKY WORDS
Johnny Guitar Watson 'Your New Love Is A
Player' Fantasy.
A letter to a lonely man brings joy to his heart, oh yeah
but a letter to the mailman is just a job, that's all it is.

Or
T bone steak to a hungry man can be such a treat, oh
yeah
but a t-bone steak to the butcher’s just a hunk of meat,
that's all it is.

MORE LOST SOUL
ROGER HATCHER, OTIS LEAVILL and
ROSCOE SHELTON
It's very sad to have to report the deaths of three
more of our soul favourites. All very different, but
all had one thing in common. REAL SOUL.
ROGER HATCHER.
My fondest memory is the first time the needle
went down on 'We Gonna Make It' released on
UK Mint Records, Chew 5. Roger's ultra soulful
voice, along with great orchestration and backup
chorus made this delicately balanced ballad soul

Things kicked of with the upbeat funk flavoured
'Captain Conners' which introduces us to
saxophonist Michael Brown for the first time this
evening, with an impressive improvised sax solo.
From the album SLEWFOOT came jazzy fusion
'Mother Of The Future' which kind of rolled into
Pharoah Sanders’ 'The Creator Has A Master
Plan' again some excellent jazz soloing by Nathan
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th

purity. Born September 29 1946 in Birmingham,
Alabama. Surrounded by a soulful musical family,
was cousin to legend Edwin Starr, brother Willie
Hatcher recorded for Excello, Columbia and
Scepter, so it's no surprise he followed the normal
footpath into the music business, via his local
church choir, resulting in a long spasmodic
recording career, although not that successful
chart wise, but along the way making some
wonderful recordings for various labels. His
genuinely distinctive high-pitched voice was one of
the most unique ever to record in soul land. His
family moved to Detroit.

Northern soul scene, 'Boomerang' Blue Rock
Records, was a huge dance floor hit. Born Otis
th
Leavill Cobb 8 February 1941 in Dewey Rose,
Atlanta, Georgia. As a small child he moved to
Chicago's west side where he was brought up. His
father was a preacher, who formed the Cobb
Quartet and, naturally, Otis was a member. In the
early sixties, while still in high school, Leavill
formed the short-lived Floats with friends Major
Lance and Barbara Tyson. Dee Clark recorded
one of his compositions 'I'm A Soldier Boy’ for Vee
Jay records, which in 1963 leads to his own debut
on record with an early Curtis Mayfield song, a
kind of dance thing called, 'Rise Sally Rise' / 'I
Gotta Right To Cry' Lucky Logo Records.
He continued to record
for several companies,
Limelight,
Columbia,
Vee-Jay and particularly
Blue Rock where he
released some classy
soul. By 1965 he was
on the R&B 31 charts,
with a slow Impression
styled killer, 'Let Her
Love Me' Blue Rock
Records. In 1969 he
signs
for
Dakar
Records
where
he
enjoyed his biggest
R&B hits. In 1969 top
ten R&B with 'I Love
You' and in 1970 'Love
Uprising',
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Apart from his recording career most of his work
was done in the studio. He was assistant to Carl
Davis at OKeh Records in the mid sixties and later
at Brunswick, from around 1966 to 1975, where
he was responsible for signing the Chi-Lites and
others. He helped Carl Davis to form the Dakar
record label. In 1976 the pair then went on to form
Chi-Sound Records where they were involved with
Chi-Lites, Dells, Walter Jackson, Gene Chandler,
amongst others. In 2000 he finally achieved a
lifetime ambition by forming his own label OK
th
Records. He died July 17 of a heart attack.

In 1964 Hatcher makes his first appearance on
disc as Little Roger Hatcher on Dotty's Records, a
bluesy 'I Need You'/'Get A Hold Of Yourself'
Dotty's 346. Moving back south, his Career was
put on hold until he signed in 1969 for Nashboro's,
having just the one single released, a slow ballad,
'I'm Gonna Dedicate My Song To You' b/w an uptempo soul goody 'Sweetest Girl In The World'
Excello 2297. Another gap before Hatcher
reappears on disc in 1972 'I Dedicate My Life To
You'/'I'm Gonna Make Love To Somebody's Old
Lady' Volt 4084. 1973 was the year of his
adulterous immortal deep soul classic 'Caught
Making Love' (literally with his trousers down) b/w
'Do Not Disturb' it was originally released on his
own Black Soul Label 101, but was picked up by
Columbia Records 45993. It was Clarence
Carter's worthy cover that took the tune to number
one R&B.
He returns to Nashville in around 1975, where he
signs for Brown Dog Records, releasing his
second classic, which was his only R&B chart hit,
'We Gonna Make It' b/w a snappy jogger, 'High
Blood Pressure' Brown Dog 9009. In 1978 he
forms his own record company, Super Bad
Records, releasing just one single, and what
appears to be his last output. 'That's When I'll
Stop Loving You'/? There was also a very rare
album released in 1975 R and BETTER on
Guinness Records 36033. Died in July.

ROSCOE SHELTON
Roscoe Shelton's blues tinged vocals were
responsible for some of the greatest deep
Southern soul output during the sixties, for a
variety of labels. Since the mid nineties he was a
regular visitor to Europe, as part of the Excello
Legends package, which leaves us with some
nd
splendid shows to remember him by. Born 22
August 1931 in Lynchburg, Tennessee. His start
in the music business, as with so many, was
through Gospel music, as a teenager serving a
long apprenticeship with the Fairfield Four Gospel
group. Military service interrupts his singing
career. On discharge he joins another gospel
group, as featured tenor, The Skylarks, recording
with them for Nashboro Records, a subsidiary of

OTIS LEAVILL
A very underrated soul great with a splendid
output over a lengthy career, on record and
behind the scenes. His high tenor suited the soul
sound of the sixties that was coming out of
Chicago, stylistically indebted to one Curtis
Mayfield. Otis Leavill was a firm favourite on the
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Excello Records. Roscoe jumps at the chance
when label boss Ernie Young offers him a chance
to go solo.
Signing for Excello in
1957, he began a long
string of regional hits
'Think It Over' 'I Miss
You So’' 'I Was Wrong'
'It's
My
Fault'
all
produced by Ted Jarrett.
His first album released
in
1962
ROSCOE
SHELTON
SINGS,
Excello 8002 contains
mainly his singles, and
is a superb showcase.
In fact it was Ted
Jarrett's small Valdot label in 1962 where he had
his next releases 'Yesterday's Mistakes' and
'Worry' which were leased to Battle Records,
'Worry' being a minor regional hit. In 1964 he
signs with Simms Records were he had his
biggest hit in 1965, a deep soul killer, 'Strain On
My Heart'. 25 R&B.









Mr Excitement
1934 – 1984: A
tribute to Jackie
Wilson

When Simms Records folded he moved to John
Richbourg's Sound Stage 7 label. His second
release for the label finds him a hit with a glorious
gem, 'Easy Going Fellow', 32 R&B. Although the
quality of his output continues over the next six
releases for Sound Stage 7, he fails to chart
again. His second album was released by Sound
Stage 7 in 1967 MUSIC IN HIS SOUL-SOUL IN
HIS MUSIC, repackaged Battle and Simms
material etc. By the late sixties he became
disillusioned with the music business, and semi
retired. He made a few records for Ted Jarret's
Ref-O-Ree label, before retiring altogether.

(Part 4)
Whispers/Higher And Higher
Diablo DIAB887
The Billboard rhythm and blues singles chart no
longer seemed to automatically accommodate
Jackie Wilson's releases in the first half of 1966.
Up until that summer only two singles had
surfaced; one a perhaps inevitable cover of Mario
Lanza’s ‘Be My Love’ and the other, a great duet
with the legendary R&B diva Lavern Baker,
entitled ‘Think Twice’ which, as material, was
entirely more pertinent, more appropriate to the
time. Some of you may have heard the infamous
alternate take with X-rated lyrics issued on a Zuzazz CD is some years back. Both singles
bombed; Wilson's career needed to be revitalised
and fast.

An assortment of re-issues appeared on Sound
Plus, and Brigade. In 1994 out of the blue he
receives a call from record producer Fred James,
who talks him back into the studio. In 1995 he
released the CD SHE'S THE ONE on Appaloosa
Records,
then
followed
THE
EXCELLO
LEGENDS CD (with Earl Gaines and Clifford
Curry) on Magnum Records. In 1998 he had the
CD LET IT SHINE on Black Top. He died in July
th
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In August 1966 Nat Tarnapol, Jackie's manager,
attended a DJ convention held in New York where
he met Carl Davis who had become a leading light
in the development of what came to be known as
Chicago soul, working for the Okeh label (the R&B
division of Columbia), producing top quality sides
for such as Gene Chandler, Major Lance, and
Walter Jackson. Impressed with Davis’ methods
and general know-how, Tarnopol offered him the
job of A & R man at Brunswick which Davis readily
agreed to. As a result, recording operations
moved to Chicago.

We have a crossword winner!
Congratulations to David 'Jazz Junction' Carroll,
who wins a quality soul CD of his choice, selected
from my surplus to requirements pile, mainly
duplication, but all top-notch soul. See next
column for the answer grid. So until next time,
remember to keep on keeping on.

Next, Barbara Acklin, who had worked as a
secretary at the Okeh office prior to laying down
some classic tracks (such as ‘Love Makes A
Woman’) for Brunswick, along with colleague
David Scott, wrote a tune entitled ‘Whispers
(Getting Louder)’ and submitted it to Jackie who

SOULBOY
Playboy with a whole lotta soul.

24

gladly accepted it. With some of the finest,
funkiest players from that “toddlin’ town” behind
him, Wilson turned in a superlative version and,
on its release as a single, the buyers came back
in droves; chart-wise it went Top Five R&B (for the
first time since ‘Baby Workout’ in ‘63) and sat just
outside the Top Ten pop chart in the States.

Other goodies worth a boogaloo or two Are
‘Soulville’, ‘I’m The One To Do It’, ‘You Can Count
On Me’, also the Van McCoy penned ‘I’ve Lost
You’ and Jackie's version of Darrell Banks’ then
recent hit ‘Open The Door To Your Heart’ sure hit
the spot. A high spot of this album for me is a
great, great version of Don Gardner and DeeDee
Ford's ‘I Need Your Lovin’; also in similar bluesy
style there's ‘I Don't Need You Around’, an intense
piece sung almost exclusively by Jackie in the
higher register. ‘These Heartaches’, a ballad, and
the easy-going ‘when will our day come’, written
by Jackie and Alonzo Tucker, complete the album
and what an album! What a CD! Everything that’s
good about Jackie Wilson is contained in this
outstanding release. Real, true soul music as valid
now as it was then. Makes you wanna dance.
Excuse me I'm off for a Kickapoo.

The album that followed hot on the 45’s heels
could well be described as Jackie Wilson’s
comeback album; a soul equivalent of Presley’s
“From Elvis In Memphis” or, in other words, after a
period of recording albums of mostly uneven
quality, Wilson had gone to where soul was really
happening and, with the help of a sympathetic
producer with a sympathetic staff providing strong
material, he and they had created an album that
could stand up alongside the best of what was out
at the time; it was vital stuff from a man who
reborn. Welllllll… to be honest, the album’s almost
perfect; the only blot on this wonderful landscape
is the inclusion of a song, presumably from a New
York session, written by English composer Les
Reed (and popularised by P J Proby) called ‘To
Make A Big Man Cry’. Nothing wrong with the
vocal to be sure but the clumsy, cluttered
arrangement by Dick Jacobs (who else?!) bore
little relation to the sublime qualities of the
Chicago recordings, its appearance is totally
irrelevant.

I Get The Sweetest Feeling/Do Your Thing
Diablo DIAB888
Following the Count Basie liaison, normal service
was resumed with “I Get The Sweetest Feeling”,
released in October 1968. Carl Davis and his
team were back in charge, though the
arrangement credits are split between Sonny
Sanders and Johnny Pate, who had been working
with the Impressions, achieving great success.
The album kicks off with a fine run through of the
Supremes’ ‘You Keep Me Hanging On’ then, for
some strange reason, four consecutive ballads
follow, two too many for one side of an album
methinks (it can be safely assumed that Johnny
Pate arranged these). Even so, these are all well
played and very classy.

The other eleven songs are stamped “Grade A
Chicago”; produced by Carl Davis, arranged by
Sonny Sanders and conducted by Gerald Sims,
these are performances to cherish, truly timeless.
Like, for instance, ‘Who Am I’, a powerful ballad in
which Jackie's voice seems to be mixed more up
front than on other cuts. Van McCoy, prior to
being a dancing “hustler” was a song hustler from
Chicago and his ‘I’ve Got To Talk To You’ is given
a top-flight workout by Highland Park's finest.
Likewise, ‘Just Be Sincere’, ‘I Don't Want To Lose
You’, ‘I Can Do Better’ and ‘My Heart Is Calling’,
all cleffed by Davis’ song writing pool. Jackie
himself wrote ‘Too Much Sweet Loving’, Barrett
Strong (of ‘Money’ fame) penned the superb
slowie ‘Tears Will Tell It All’ and Jimmy Radcliffe
(presumably the Jimmy Radcliffe of ‘Long After
Tonight Is All Over’ fame?) composed the groovin’
mover ‘The Fairest Of Them All’. Each and every
song oozes class; I do envy those of you who
have yet to hear these songs for the first time.

Few will prefer Jackie's slow, reflective version of
‘For Once In My Life’ to Stevie Wonder’s bright
and breezy hit rendition but somehow I do; I like
the gradual build over the course of the song until
it explodes into dramatic climax. A similar
treatment is bestowed upon ‘Who Can I Turn To’
and ‘Don't Go To Strangers’ is handled sensitively.
Though Jackie does a reasonable job, I was never
fond of the Barbra Streisand song ‘People’. The
slowies over with, it's time for a stone classic. ‘The
Hustle’ apart, ‘I Get The Sweetest Feeling’ would
surely be Van McCoy’s best known (and most
profitable) composition of all. The soul fans in the
UK certainly loved it; it peaked at number nine in
the charts when released on a single in 1972 and
did even better when released as a follow up to
‘Reet Petite’ in early 1987, reaching No. 3.

“Whispers” is a hard act to follow but “Higher And
Higher”, released 10 months after its predecessor
in October 1967, continues the same high
standard with the Davis/Sanders/Sims team again
running the show. The title track of course
became a huge hit for Wilson when first released
in the States (over here a 1969 reissue entered
the top 20 and a further re-release in 1987 also
charted) and has inspired several covers through
the years (my favourite being Otis Redding’s).

Side Two of the album reeks of class, song for
song. ‘Since You Showed Me How To Be Happy’,
a robust follow up to ‘Higher And Higher’ in 1967,
is heard here via an alternate take. Written by
Barbara Acklin and Eugene Record, who went on
to superstardom with the Chi-Lites, ‘Growin’ Tall’
hits a nice groove as do the more radio friendly
‘You Brought About A Change In Me’ and ‘Nothin’
But Blue Skies’. My personal pick of this fruity
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bunch though, is the Gerald Sims/Floyd Smith
composition ‘A Woman Needs To Be Loved’, a
fine example of deep Chicago-minted soul with an
outstanding Wilson vocal.

Galliard. By the mid-Forties however, he had
branched out into arranging and producing for the
many independent labels that had sprung up
around California during that period. Porter
formed his own label, Combo, in 1952 and early
releases were split between blues (from Smokey
Hogg in particular) and booting sax instrumentals
principally from Joe Houston and Chuck Higgins.
This new 26 track release follows on from the
Volume One of about four years ago and contains
a plethora of interesting performances, eight of
which assault our lugholes for the first time.

“Do Your Thing” was released in October 1969
and only two songs of the album's ten emanate
from the busy biros of Mr Record and Mr Davis.
‘To Change My Love’ and ‘Helpless’ are solid and
workmanlike, while Eliza Lee’s ‘Why Do You Do
Your Thing’ is a more contemporary exhortation
by Jackie to work, baby, workout. Maximum soul
mileage is gained from Bacharach and David's
‘This Guy’s In Love With You’, with some effective
falsetto midway. ‘This Bitter Earth’ has been
popularised in separate versions by Brook Benton
and Dinah Washington and Jackie's rendering is
suitably dramatic.
Side two of the album contains adequate versions
of standards and then-recent hits. ‘That Lucky Old
Sun’ and ‘With These Hands’ are the oldies, well
handled by Wilson, while readings of the Doors’
‘Light My Fire’, Sam and Dave’s ‘Hold On I’m
Coming’ and the Beatles’ ‘Eleanor Rigby’ hold up
fairly well also. So though “Do Your Thing” hasn't
quite the strength of the preceding album, it does
have its moments. See you next month for the
fifth and final part of this special tribute.

Perhaps not surprisingly the pick of the un-issued
crop is, for me, Jesse Belvin (has this guy ever
turned in a below par performance??) in a song
he also recorded for Specialty (bit of a label
hopper was our Jess and Steve Propes’ fine
booklet note testify to this). All Belvin fans (such
as moi) will treasure this newly discovered gem. A
master of singing. Pop idol? Poop! This is the real
deal. Unreleased also is the acapella ‘Tender
Love’ by the KoKos, a group led by the impressive
Tommy Williams. The Squires (not the group who
recorded for Mambo and Vita) led by Delmar
Wilburn, are heard on three tracks; one, ‘I Want A
Girl’, is previously unreleased and is an up tempo
ditty that perhaps needed a bit more work. Or
maybe they just said “Sod it!” and moved on to
another song as doo-wop groups sometimes do.
‘Whop’, in common with certain other tracks in this
collection is Latin tinged and the up tempo ‘My
Little Girl’ is spoiled by occasional out-of-tempo
singing, always an annoying trait to my ears.

C.D. REVIEWS
Hard Rock Bunter, a.k.a. Brian Clark) with a look at

Various Artists - Combo Vocal Groups
Volume 2 – Ace CDCHD852
Arline - Starliters with Jonesy's Combo • In My
Memories / The Bill Collector / The Cause Of A Bad
Romance - Debonaires • Thunderbird Baby / The
Rumba - Paramounts • All My Love (Is Just For You)
- Sharps • Hot Mama - Brother Woodman's Combo &
The Chanters featuring Ethel Brown • Do You
Remember - Chanters • Laughing Love / Cherilyn /
When I Met You - Native Boys • Chop Chop Boom Jack McVea with Al Smith & The Savoys • I Want A
Girl - Delmar Wilburn & The Squires • Whop / My
Little Girl - Squires • Bobbie My Love - Carl Ell &
Buddies • She An Yora - Danny Boy Owens • Who's
That Girl? - T. L. Clemons & The Sir Nites • Have A
Heart / My Little Honey - Echoes • Beans ‘n’ Greens
- NuTones • Tender Love - Ko Kos • Where's My
Girl? - Jesse Belvin • Crazy Little Fever / Heavenly
Father - Unknown Group

The Starliters are featured on a pretty ballad
‘Arline’, first issued on combo in August 1955
though, as the song progresses, bum notes start
to fly. Shame. Not too much is known about the
Debonairs but lead singer Arthur Holly has good
qualities, heard in abundance on ‘The Cause Of A
Bad Romance’. The group also sound OK on the
un-issued acapella take of ‘In My Memories’ and
best of their trio of toons is the novelty blues ‘The
Bill Collector’ which is delivered very much in the
style of the Robins with a Richard Berry type bass
voice in their too. Lovely. The delightfully named
Carl Ell and the Buddies (rumours that he
released an album “Bloody Ell – It’s Carl” are
totally unfounded!) are heard on the ballad
‘Bobbie My Love’. Carl Ell was in fact Carl White,
lead singer of the Sharps and the Rivington's
doing a spot of moonlighting, the little devil. By the
way, Bobbie is my chosen spelling for the purpose

Jake Porter was a trumpeter who, in the early
Forties, worked in a variety of bands led by such
as Fats Waller, Fletcher Henderson and Slim
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of this review; although Carl refers to a female in
the lyric the spelling on the original 78/45 issued
(as indeed on the CD) is Bobby, thus creating
gender confusion for potential buyers. Ell's bells!

thanks to the recent Tower Records summer sale,
I’ve managed to pick up a copy. This is not a new
release, it's a live set recorded at Babe and
th
Ricky’s Inn in Los Angeles, California on 26 May,
1999 and the CD was released at the end of that
year.

There are two songs by the Paramounts (no info
on these); although ‘The Rumba’ is an OK dance
number, ‘Thunderbird Baby’ is my pick of the CD.
It’s a great blues rocker, a bit like the car-related
songs the Medallions had issued. Love it. The
Sharps were previously the Lamplighters (on
Federal) and in the Sixties became the Rivingtons
of ‘Papa-Oom-Mow-Mow’ fame. As the Sharps,
Carl White and the guys recorded for Combo
between 1956- 59 and, on this CD, we hear a
typically tasty ballad ‘All My Love Is Just For You’.
On her track Ethel Brown comes on like Etta
James (to Brother Woodman’s Richard Berry).
The un-issued track by the Chanters (not the
group who recorded for DeLuxe) didn't really
excite too much but I quite liked T L Clemons’
catchy contribution. The un-issued ‘She An Yora’
by Danny Boy Owens has an unusual, somewhat
Oriental sound to it while the Native Boys offer two
pleasant ballads in ‘Cherilyn’ and ‘When I Met
You’ and a rocking ‘It’s Only A Paper Moon’ clone
entitled ‘Laughing Love’.

It contains nine classic blues and jazz standards
on which Mickey and the band (Bobby Bryant lead
guitar, Bill Clark saxes, Dennis Jones and Robert
‘Blues’ Mearns guitars, Rick Frost and Rick Taub
bass and Max Bangwell drums) stretch out a bit
(over an hour's playing time) and the band do a
decent job all round. The booklet note, which is
uncredited, tells us that Mickey was born in Lake
Charles, Louisiana and some time after moved to
Los Angeles where, in her twenties, she was
discovered by, and sang with the band of, Johnny
Otis. After several attempts to break into the real
big time failed, she decided to retire and raise a
family. On resuming her career in the Eighties she
sang in the new crop of L.A. clubs and, as far as I
know, she still does; can anyone confirm? I
enjoyed this album very much, though it must be
said that her voice may not suit everyone’s taste
(it’s halfway between Shirley Goodman and Big
Maybelle I would say). It would be nice to see
Mickey at the Rhythm Riot; with the increasing
popularity of her Dootone track ‘Bamalam’ this
could just happen!

Of the Echoes’ two sides I liked the boppin’ ‘My
Little Honey’ best, while the NuTones' ‘Beans ‘N’
Greens’ is a nice gentle rocker from 1956. Jack
McVea is one of the true pioneers of what became
known as rhythm and blues; initially a respected
jazz tenor saxist working alongside the likes of
Bird, Diz and Hamp, his work leaned more and
more towards the blues by the mid-to late Forties
and he scored a multi-million seller with ‘Open
The Door Richard’ in 1947. By 1955 his star was
on the wane but the Latin-based ‘Chop Chop
Boom’ still packs plenty of wallop. The two songs
by “Unknown Group”, finally, are clearly rough
demos; can anyone shed any light on who these
guys might be? Altogether an interesting CD - not
everything sparkles brightly but the good is very
good. Taste and try before you buy, I say.

Various Artists - King New Breed: Rhythm
And Blues - Kent CDKEND210
Mike Pedicin - Burnt Toast And Black Coffee | Little
Willie John - I'm Shakin' | Bobby King - Thanks Mr
Postman | Tiny Topsy - Just A Little Bit | Albert King Had You Told It Like It Was | Lee "Shot" Williams Welcome To The Club | Rosemary - Not Much (Do
You Baby) | Freddy King - Now I've Got A Woman |
James Duncan - Three Little Pigs | William Patton Don't Be So Mean | Johnny Watson - I Say I Love
You | Hannibal - My Kinda Girl | The King Pins You're Using Me | Bobby Byrd - I Found Out | Mary
Johnson - Hard Forgetting Memories | Lula Reed &
Freddy King with Sonny Thompson & his Orchestra It's Easy Child | The "5" Royales - Think | Joe Tex Pneumonia | Lloyd Nolan - I Don't Know About You |
Mike Williams - You Don't Want Me Around | The
Fabulous Denos - Bad Girl | The Premieres - I'm
Better Off Now (Than I Was Before) | Freddy King Some Other Day, Some Other Time | Ike Turner She Made My Blood Run Cold

Miss Mickey Champion - I Am Your Living
Legend! – Tondef 5259001
Intro | The Next Time I See You | Since I Fell For You |
Rock Me Baby | At Last | Double Crossing Blues | Misty
| Gamblers Blues | Stormy Monday | Shake, Rattle And
Roll

In TFTW No. 18 I
reviewed
the
Ace
release “Dootone rockin’
rhythm and blues” and
was
thoroughly
impressed by the tracks
featuring one Mickey
Champion.
It
was
pointed out in Bob
Porter's booklet notes that Miss Champion had
recorded an album in more recent times. So,

Quite frankly this is a corker; 24 hot peppers for all
you hot steppers out there. Only one track hasn’t
27

been released before (‘Not Much’ by Rosemary,
apparently the girlfriend of singer Bobby King) but
this and most of the other selections are of a skyhigh standard. Let's run ‘em on down; it comes as
a bit of a surprise to me that Mike Pedicin, a
Philadelphia band leader in the Bill Haley/Freddie
Bell style, recorded for King but he it is on ‘Burnt
Toast And Black Coffee’ which, had it been issued
on a Blue Beat single in 1961, would have been a
dance floor hit with the Jamaican clubbers. No
disappointments of course with Little Willie John.
Bobby King’s ‘thanks Mr Postman’ clearly answers
the Marvelletes and the Albert King thing is a rare
excursion into poppier waters, still like it though.

on your dancing shoes and dance away your
blues.









JAZZ JUNCTION
One of my favourite albums by one of my
favourite artistes

Live In San Francisco – Julian
‘Cannonball’ Adderley Quintet
Florida
born
Julian
‘Cannonball’ Adderley moved
to New York in 1955 to further
his musical studies, became
an overnight sensation and
was saddled with the sobriquet ‘The New Bird’. He
formed his own group on the back of this but
struggled financially. However he came on in
leaps and bounds working under Miles Davis and
when he reformed his band in 1959 success
followed and he became regarded as the leading
practitioner of ‘soul’ jazz.

Tiny Topsy could have turned Rosco Gordon's
‘Just A Little Bit’ into a work of art but here, though
she does her best Lavern Baker impression, the
unimaginative arrangement renders the song
unrecognisable from sublime treatments by Rosco
Gordon and Jerry Lee; as for the chorus, the Mike
Sammes Singers had more soul. Disappointing,
surely Tiny did better than this on King. Lee “Shot”
Williams offers a smouldering, exquisite
jazz/blues performance, very much in the Bobby
“Blue” Bland bag (try saying that after a night out
at the Shakespear Arms!) The great Freddy King
has two solo songs in this set and a third as
duettist with Lula Reed. Regarding the latter, it's
nice to finally hear the original version of ‘It’s Easy
Child’, a song which, some 30 something years
previously I had first heard by the Moody Blues, as
B-side to their execrable (as I view it now, having
been blown away by Bessie Banks’ original)
version of ‘Go Now’. Looks like the Moodies are
getting the bums rush with me with ‘It’s Easy
Child’ henceforth. Incidentally Fred and Lula’s
version was first issued over here on a now megarare Ember EP in 1964.

The album under the
spotlight is, as its title
suggests a live album
and was recorded at
The Jazz Workshop, a
club in San Francisco.
The quintet at the time
comprised
Julian
Adderley
(alto
saxophone), his brother Nat Adderley on cornet
and a rhythm section of Bobby Timmons (piano),
Sam Jones (bass) and Louis Hayes (drums).
Cannonball’s rich baritone voice introduces the
first track. ‘Could we have the lights out please for
atmosphere?’ he implores. I think it was probably
the first live album I ever bought and such was the
effect (never having been to a jazz club), that my
brother and I used to go around attempting to
mimic Cannonball’s deep intonation and emulate
the elongation on the second syllable of
‘atmosphere’.

As for King's two other contributions, you can huly
gully to ‘Some Other Day, Some Other Time’ if
that is your wont or you can merrily twist it to ‘Now
I've Got A Woman’, surely a belated answer to
Brother Ray’s 1954 classic. ‘My Kinda Girl’ is by
Hannibal (I didn't know Anthony Hopkins recorded
for King) and its ideal material for, say, Georgie
Fame or James Hunter. Nice one. As are William
Patton’s soulful mover and the King Pins’. The 5
Royales’ classic needs little introduction; James
Brown successfully covered it and J B's influence
courses through Mike Williams’ groover. The
Fabulous Denos’ is reasonable; Lloyd Nolan's
track has a jazzy feel; Mary Johnson is in the
Claudine Clark mould; the godfather’s right hand
man, Bobby Byrd, achieves a likeable commercial
sound on his offering; Joe Tex’s ‘Fever’ copy is a
stone killer, just magnificent; Ike Turner's track is
a brooding, atmospheric blues; Johnny “Guitar”
Watson's contribution has a Ray Charles flavour
with a female vocal group successfully aping the
Raelettes. 23 gooduns out of 24, shame about
Topsy, though this is largely the fault of the
arranger(s). Still, a CD well worth investing in. Put

Cannonball then goes on to describe the first track
This Here written by Bobby Timmons as
‘simultaneously a shout and a chant depending
upon whether you know anything about the roots
of church music. Meaning soul church music. I
don’t mean Bach chorales. That’s different’. The
number itself starts with a hypnotic riff from Bobby
Timmons’ piano. Cornet and sax state the theme
before Cannonball takes over and takes off with a
burning solo before handing over to Nat who is
restrained by comparison. Bobby Timmons’ funky
solo builds in intensity with Sam Jones and Louis
Hayes driving everything along.
Sam
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Jones’

bass

introduces

Spontaneous

Combustion, which is by contrast more of a
workout with one of Cannonball’s Bird-influenced
solos which is followed by an unforced solo by
Nat. It’s only when Bobby Timmons starts those
block chords that Sam and Louis are with him and
the number builds. The number ends with a short
exchange between Cannonball and Nat before
they return to the theme. Hi-Fly, written by Randy
Weston ‘a latter-day Wayne King!’ is in 4/4 time
and this time the introduction is by Bobby
Timmons. A bluesy solo from Cannonball is
followed by brother Nat’s warm sound and Bobby
Timmons provides the changes of colour.

To the side of the stage was an armchair and
radiogram and the whole evening was set around
a playlet involving a grandfather and his English
granddaughter. As he slowly sipped his rum, he
talked to her about the history of Jamaica. He was
shocked that her education had not provided her
with the truth about Christopher Columbus – ‘Him
never discover Jamaica. Him just lost!’ A brief
resume of the changes in Jamaican music over
the years followed as a group of youngsters
demonstrated the different dance styles to taped
music. The conversation then turned to the
singers and, as the couple reminisced, one or the
other would introduce the next artiste.

There is a change of pace for You Got It, an
urgent number presaging danger with dooming
drumbeats punctuating Cannonball’s flowing solo.
Even brother Nat sounds breathless in his haste
to tell his story. Oscar Pettiford’s Bohemia After
Dark is another exciting up-tempo number which
gives drummer Louis Hayes a chance to shine.
Straight No Chaser, the Thelonious Monk
composition, was not on the original vinyl issue
but provides additional pleasure and length to the
CD release. It’s good to hear an impassioned solo
from Nat for a change.

First up was Justin Hinds in a silvery suit and
dreadlocks barely hidden by an extremely stylish
hat, the sort that our esteemed editor is inclined to
wear. He was without his Dominoes but that did
not matter as he started with his first recording
and first hit, the fast ska of Carry Go Bring Come.
More hits followed with the bawdy Rub Up Push
Up, an aching version of the Rip Chords’ Here I
Stand and finally the gospel inflected Sinners
Where You Gonna Hide. A wonderful start! The
audience was dancing from the off and regularly
joined in with the words. A broad grin never left
Junior Jazzbo’s face all evening and it was great
to watch his friend Mr Harry skank.

This is an exciting and joyous album with Nat
Adderley’s cornet playing a perfect foil for
Cannonball’s rhythmically biting alto. The rhythm
section rocks solid and the funky piano of Bobby
Timmons adds that special gospel flavour.

The sweet voiced lover’s rock practitioner Barry
Biggs appeared for one number before making
way for the smartly dressed Ken Boothe, one of
the great Jamaican soul voices. The man with the
voice that sounds like he is recovering from a cold
opened with Black,Gold And Green, his tribute to
Jamaica. I have always thought of him as a static
singer but not a bit of it and, after two numbers
with some energetic running up and down and
spinning around, he removed his willow pattern
jacket to reveal a shirt of the same design to end
with a stroll down Freedom Street.

You won’t find five stars against any Cannonball
Adderley album in the jazz books but I am sure
that he wouldn’t care because he always seems to
be first and foremost a musician who is having fun
and whose music always entertains. And by the
way, anyone who has ever wondered where I got
my answerphone message from, just look at the
liner notes and READ.

REGGAE
IRREGULAR

The most soulful artiste of the evening was Pat
Kelly. His voice has often been compared to Sam
Cooke but there is also a hint of Curtis Mayfield
especially on Queen Majesty but it was I Am
Coming Home on which he transported us to that
ethereal place. A long high note drew wild
applause from the audience and as he moved the
mic to and away from his mouth, his trembling
chin was worthy of Whitney Houston. More soulful
reggae followed including They Talk About Love.
It was so enthralling that I was still floating at the
end.

‘E pluribus unum’
Jamaica’s 40th Year of Independence
3 August 2002 at Ocean, Hackney
Even though the first two days of this intended
three-day celebration were merged into one, it
was still a gargantuan feast of music with a total of
thirteen acts appearing on the first of the
remaining two nights. Gourmet host for the
evening was Choice FM’s Daddy Ernie. The stage
had been designed to depict a Jamaican setting
with a backcloth on which were painted palm
trees, boats etc. The band (who were to support
every one of the artistes) were invisible all night
except for a door-sized gap through which each
artiste appeared and disappeared as the evening
went on.

Coming forward in time was Vivian Jones, a
traditionalist who insists on recording with real
musicians and real instruments. He is also a
school friend of Junior Jazzbo and he gave us
three hits from the late 80s and early 90s when he
regarded lover’s rock as his domain. Sugar Love,
The Hurt and Strong Love were all exceptional.
With gauze shirt outside his trousers and Sam
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Snead hat on his head, he looked every inch a
golfer on holiday.

The final artiste was the smoky-voiced Frankie
Paul. Wearing a large white smock and thick
glasses, he looked for all the world a member of a
choir. But gospel music is not his bag, for if ever
there was a king of dancehall, Frankie Paul (so
prolific from early 80s to early 90s) is it. His set
was medley after medley so that it was difficult to
tell where one song ended and the next began. I
found it too much and had to give in. After nearly
six hours of being on my feet, my back was
beginning to ache and Lady Fay had danced
herself to a standstill.
My thanks to Junior Jazzbo and Lady Fay for
looking after me and sharing the night together.

It was doubly delightful to welcome fellow gooner
Peter Hunningale on stage, another man who
first established a reputation with lover’s rock. A
champion amongst English reggae artistes,
unfortunately his short set did not include
Shouting For the Gunners but he still managed to
finish comfortably on top without any boasieness
with Thank You Lord For What You’ve Done For
Me.
English artiste, Lloyd Brown was another allowed
only one number before Dennis Walks, dressed
in white trousers, red shirt, waistcoat and
dreadlocks, appeared. Some of the girls near me
thought he was funny, as if watching a favourite
uncle whose efforts were forever being thwarted
by a shortage of ability. However, whilst Sad
Sweet Dreamer was pleasant, his hit Margret was
a gem with the audience singing along as if to
keep the flame from dying. He finished with Otis
Redding’s These Arms Of Mine pouring his heart
out until there was no more.

Dave Carroll









Kristof Fabry refused US
visa for JLL Convention
For the past two years Kristof Fabry and myself
have been planning to go to the annual Jerry Lee
Lewis birthday Convention in Memphis. Lee
Wilkinson and Ken Major were going to come
along with us last year but, for various reasons,
we all had to drop out. Kristof and myself have
booked to go to the Convention this year, and also
on Kay Martin's Ferriday Riders side trip down to
Natchez and Ferriday.

The only female singer to appear, Empress ???,
also caused amusement as a result of her diction
– higher sounding like hiya – to which the giggly
group of girls responded ‘Hi ya’ much to their own
mirth. There have probably never been better
exponents of the Jamaican vocal group tradition
than The Mighty Diamonds. Their superb
harmonies graced a set which included Right
Time, I Need A Roof and Pass The Kouchie. They
continued to maintain the high standards
displayed at their last visit a few months ago.

After paying everything upfront (the Convention
ticket, return air tickets, the Ferriday/Natchez bus
fare and accommodation) Kristof was denied a
US visa to visit the States for this 6-day trip. They
refused the application by return of post, obviously
not considering any of the relevant factors. Kristof
has a career in the UK legal profession and could
not overstay his US visa under any
circumstances. His UK work permit and his job
dictate he must return to UK as soon as the trip is
over, and he also cannot be out of the UK for
more than 90 days during the next year in order to
get his UK passport, having now been
permanently resident in the UK for 10 years.

Then Sugar Minott in a red shirt and matching
scarf tied round his head bounded on to the stage
to introduce us to his African Girl. A multi-talented
man, he has ploughed his own furrow through
roots, lovers and dancehall and even hit the UK
pop charts with Got A Good Thing Going with
which he treated us next. But tonight it was classic
roots which held sway, with offerings of Vanity and
Herbsman Hustling as shining examples. For his
last number he tossed away his jacket and threw
a swag bag over his shoulder to act out his Studio
One hit Oh Mr DC (not a paean to yours truly but a
plea for a halt to police corruption).

Was none of this taken into consideration by US
Immigration? Do they just assume a company
solicitor is going to outstay his US visa by getting
an illegal job washing up in the absence of a
green card, jeopardizing his career and resident
status back in the UK? According to the
accompanying letter rejecting his application this
is exactly the case - Kristof was told he had not
provided sufficient documentation to overcome
the presumption he would attempt to illegally
emigrate to the United States. He was also
warned to carefully consider spending money on
fares to London to attend a personal interview at
the US Embassy to appeal this decision as it
could be a waste of his time and fare. Such
arrogance is incredible!

Al Campbell sported the traditional trilby as befits
one who has regularly swapped Jamaica and
England as homes. He has swapped styles just as
easily and is comfortable with both roots and
lovers rock, a style most beloved by London
ladies. His 1975 hit Gee Baby and 1980’s Late
Night Blues went some way to satisfying them.
The only artiste to appear twice on the evening
was Ken Boothe. He returned to overwhelm us
with more hits such as Crying Over You, Silver
Words and ending with his UK breadwinner
Everything I Own.
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The only direct experience I've had of this sort of
thing was when a Jerry Lee fan and his friend,
both from Czechoslovakia, visited England
towards the end of the Prague Spring in 1968. I
had to 'sponsor' them, i.e. guarantee they would
return to Prague after their visit, and I was paid a
visit by someone in New Scotland Yard to verify
this. After I gave assurances they were granted
visas. (The fact that after the crushing of the
Prague Spring, Frank Seifert emigrated to Canada
is beside the point, he did return to Prague in the
interim.)

suspected that the point would come up and had
sent a copy of my four-year work permit which
expires in January 2006 and my corresponding
extension of stay issued by the Home Office. I
further told the Consulate in my covering letter
that I had lived in the UK since 1986 (when I
arrived, aged 10, with my parents who have since
returned to Hungary), apart from a two-year gap
between 1990 and 1992, when I lived in Hungary.
I said that I have worked (and continue to work)
here since September 1998.
I stated on my application that I am a solicitor
(specialising in commercial property law, as was
clear from my work permit); incidentally practising
with the tenth largest law firm in the UK, and that I
obtained my law degree from Oxford University. If
all of this does not prove that I have sufficient ties
to the UK, I fail to see what would.

We are all horrified at this latest cavalier treatment
of a would-be visitor to the USA, which is typical of
the isolationist and arrogant policies pursued by
that country nowadays. The Berlin Wall came
down in 1989, but it seems the USA and other
Western countries are erecting their own
impenetrable barriers to East Europeans (Kristof
has a Hungarian passport at the moment). Few
countries seem to have as many restrictions on
entry as the United States. Some years ago a little
boy infected with the HIV virus was apparently
refused a US visa - he only wanted to visit
Disneyland. We all know there have to be
immigration controls to prevent terrorists and
economic migrants having unrestricted entry to
the USA and other countries, but these policies
need to be applied with humanity and plain
common sense. Casual holidaymakers should not
face any restrictions if they have documentation to
prove the nature of their visit, a return airline ticket
and a job or family to return to.

My visa application does come at an unfortunate
time, as next month (August 2002) I will be able to
apply for permanent residency rights in the UK on
the basis of 10 continuous years of residence. But
I need my passport to travel so I was intending to
leave the application until after my US trip, as I am
told that these applications can take some time.
I have the option of re-applying by writing or
requesting a personal interview at the US
Consulate in London. I am thinking of asking for
an interview appointment and do feel that a letter
inviting me to the Convention would be a great
help. I could then show that at the Consulate
interview. To think that it may actually be signed
by the Killer himself! Either way, the letter would
be guaranteed pride of place in my home for a
lifetime and receive a great deal of care and
attention!

Kay has informed Jerry's ex-wife Kerrie, who
organizes the Conventions, and she was also
quite horrified. She is sending Kristof an invitation
to the Convention, personally signed by Jerry Lee
Lewis, for him to take to the Embassy. (Kristof
says even if it doesn't do the trick, he can frame it
and put it on his wall!)

I have been a huge fan of Jerry Lee since the age
of 13 and it would be fantastic to attend my first
Convention this year! Once again, thank you all
for your support.
Kristof

Kristof writes:

”

“

I am grateful for your pursuit of this while I was
away on a 'mini-break' in the south of England. I
am touched that my "plight" is receiving such
sympathy and attention! I am writing to let you
know the reasons given for the rejection of my
visa application.

I have since visited Kristof in Bristol, where I also
met his new partner of three months (another
reason why he wouldn't abscond to the United
States.) Also, of course, Kristof's Oxford
University degree in English Law would be
useless in the United States, or anywhere outside
England and possibly Wales. He now has all the
necessary documentation to take to the US
Embassy for his interview. His solicitor says he
has a 'good chance' of getting his permanent UK
residency stamp in his passport by the time of his
interview, which would guarantee him a US
visitor's visa.

The letter from the Consulate states that, under
US law, applicants for most types of visas
(including, evidently, ones for six-day holidays
where return flight tickets have already been
purchased) are presumed to be intending
immigrants until they can establish otherwise. The
exact words of the Consulate are: "you did not
provide sufficient information concerning your ties
to the United Kingdom to overcome the
presumption that you intend to immigrate to the
United States". Because I do not have a UK
permanent residency stamp in my passport, I

As Kristof says in his email, the US Immigration
authorities presume people are going to illegally
emigrate to the USA on a holiday visa, i.e. a
presumption of guilt and you have to prove your
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innocence, a reversal of the legal presumption of
innocence and requirement to prove guilt in US
and UK courts of law!

The imagery used in the songs recorded at these
sessions gives them an intimate feel and brings
the sentiments that much closer to home, as
when Jerry sings of a broken-down relationship in
'Tell-Tale Signs': 'The telephone is ringing/I'll get it
Darling/But I know there'll be no answer on the
line/Just the presence and the silence of a
stranger/More and more I see these scattered telltale signs'.

You'd have thought the US Embassy would have
deferred a decision until they had a chance to
interview
Kristof,
requesting
additional
documentation, instead of rejecting his application
outright and putting the onus on him to reapply.
Let us hope that everything works out OK in the
end and that we both manage to gain entry to the
USA to attend this Convention.
Tony Papard
Stop Press: Kristof now has his permanent UK
residency permit stamped in his passport and has
re-submitted his application for a US visa by mail.
Let's hope it does the trick this time.

What makes these songs all the more poignant is
the knowledge that Jerry was actually
experiencing these feelings first-hand at the time.
He shows us a rare, tender side in these
recordings and lays bare his very soul.
'The Morning After Baby Let Me Down' is
remarkably frank and sung with much sincerity: 'I
can taste the soft teardrops/It's getting hard to
swallow but a glass of Bourbon takes that lump
away/Ain't got an appetite for eating/I'm sick and I
got an empty feeling/What a good-for-nothing way
to start the day'.

Fabry’s Feelings
Many maintain that Jerry Lee Lewis left his best
work behind him when he parted ways with Sam
Phillips in 1963. As brilliant as his Sun recordings
are, to me, his 1970s country output for Mercury
stands as some of the most meaningful and
touching.

Perhaps most touching of all is 'Keep Me From
Blowing Away': 'God if you hear me/Touch me and
hold me/And keep me from blowing away'. He
sings about 'days that just crumbled away'. He
now has 'nothing to show but lines that I know/Are
beginning to show in my face'. Few performers
have been so frank about the effects of age.
Coming from a performer as proud and
unapologetic as Jerry Lee Lewis, this is a rare
treat indeed.

After years of being banned from the airwaves
following his much-publicised marriage to his 13year old cousin Myra Gale Brown, Jerry finally
returned to his rightful place in the charts in 1968
with country smashes such as 'Another Place,
Another Time', 'What's Made Milwaukee Famous'
and 'To Make Love Sweeter For You'. However,
the 1970s began on a very low note for Jerry.

What makes these recordings so touching is that
they seem to have been picked to correspond with
what was going on in Jerry's life at the time and
for me this gives them a relevance and immediacy
rarely seen in recorded music. We often tend to
think of our idols as being super-human, almost
god-like. To me, there is nothing more poignant
than for a man who proudly and defiantly billed
himself as 'The Greatest Live Show on Earth' to
reveal himself as human and as fallible as the rest
of us.
Kristof Fabry

In 1970, Myra filed for divorce. The following year,
his beloved mother died of cancer. As if all that
wasn't enough, his 19-year old son Jerry Lee
Lewis Jr died in a car crash in 1973. (Jerry had
already lost a son in 1962, when 3-year old Steve
Allen Lewis drowned in the family swimming pool.)
To top it all, the hits were drying up and years of
alcohol and pill abuse were beginning to take their
toll. It was with this mindset that Jerry entered the
Mercury studios in Nashville in July 1973.

Super Late Stop Press: Kristof was finally given
a U.S. visa, but only because his lawyer managed
to get him permanent UK residency under a fasttrack procedure, which was very expensive in
legal fees. We are glad he has his visa, but
without UK permanent residency status it is
doubtful he would have been granted it. So it still
seems most people are presumed to be illegal US
immigrants unless they can somehow prove
otherwise, have permanent residency status in the
EU or certain other countries such as presumably
Canada, Australia and New Zealand, or have a
passport of one of these favoured countries.

One of the songs recorded at the three sessions
that month was 'Falling to the Bottom': 'I've seen
my dreams die and fall like leaves when they turn
brown/I'm falling to the bottom/And I'm working my
way down'. The pain is evident in the vocals, with
his voice at times faltering, drenched with
emotion. The song contains some obvious soulsearching: 'I climbed the ladder of success/That
led to my destruction/I thought that fame and
fortune was the key to happiness/But neighbours
when I failed at love/I failed at life/The truth I
finally found/Falling to the bottom/Working my way
down'.
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Marffa's Muffins

well. Find out more at http://www.thebellrays.com/
Scores on the doors for this one are a whooping 8
out of 10.

Marffa’s Muffins has been rushed off his feet
trying to get this edition out on time; well to the
Editor on time I mean (oooh, nasty Mr Muffin – H).
Here we go then with a CD and a couple of gig
reviews.

th

Dr John 30 July Fairfield Hall Croydon.
It’s not often that an Icon comes to Croydon,
perhaps only less likely is an Icon coming out of
Croydon but that’s another issue. I refer to the
aforementioned Mac Rebenac aka, The Night
Tripper, aka Dr John.

The Bellrays: Meet the Bellrays.
“There is a demon is this house and it will not go
away.” This is the opening line of Too many
houses in here. Personally I think that the demon
is in the lead singer’s lungs trying to get out. Lisa
Kekaulas’ vocals are somewhat on the
loud/shouted side of things, but not in a bad way.
Think Chris Robinson from the Black Crowes
only with more power. This is more apparent on
the next track, Fire on the moon; couple this with
Black Sabbath style bass rifts and you have a
seriously rocking sound. This is a real favourite of
mine, although it is hard to say what is the best
track on the album as most push my button so to
speak. Zero pm shows Lisa’s vocals taking a
softer edge, well for the most part, towards the
end of the track the tempo increases somewhat
and likewise so does her volume. They rocket
through the roof on the next track – Under a
mountain – but are complemented by good
harmonies from the rest of the band.

Now £25 is a lot of money in my book, I mean we
are talking the sort of price that you would expect
to pay to see a major rock band at Wembley
Stadium, if it was still there! I think I paid about the
same price to see him last time at the Barbican
and that was a disappointment - seated too far
away and the stage dwarfing the four piece band
he had assembled, he really could have done with
a brass section – maybe that was my gripe, value
for money. Perhaps other people thought the
same, this venue was only half full after all, and
that’s being generous. I really thought that I was
taking a gamble with this one. Would it be a load
of gumbo?
First up was Linda Lewis. A bit of a
disappointment really, mainly because, (and I’m
showing my ignorance here), I was expecting
Jerry Lee Lewis’s daughter! So when a dark
skinned woman playing a guitar took to the stage I
knew I had made a boob. I felt a little cheated but
I sat through the set anyway. Sounding like Rickie
Lee Jones on the higher notes and more like
Joan Armatrading on the deeper ones, she
performed a collection of so-so songs which really
did not leave much of an impression on me at all.
The rest of the band – all two of them – did
however impress me; with good quality percussion
and laying down some top rhythms they really
stood out. Hats off to them!

They glued your head on upside down is a
raucously funny one minute fifty wonder. More of
a Tina Turner style with backing harmonies and a
chunky guitar sound bordering on punky; superb!
Other tracks that stand out are, Changing colours
– about race issues, Dead – another Black
Crowes style, and Killer man – more Black
Sabbath bass rifts, rocking!
Blue cirque sees more of a soulful line being
taken. Testify begins with a gospel style very
reminiscent of Aretha Franklin. Sure it isn’t as
refined by any means but it reminds me of her all
the same. The last track listed on the album is
Blues for Godzilla. I cannot recall any blues track
ever being written about the Japanese cartoon
monster so if nothing else it’s a first. Actually, it is
another slowish number but of top quality.
Surprisingly, on my copy of the CD is an extra
track that isn’t listed. Have a little faith is another
slow one, it has a sixties feel and is very soulful.

A short break between acts found ice cream
sellers in the audience plying their wares, I kid you
not! Coming on stage at 9pm, the band minus the
doctor struck up an intro and the drummer,
Herman (Ruscoe) Ernest III, announced his
intention that everybody must be up dancing at
some point tonight. It was going to be fresh and
funky!
A minute or two later out dances the Doctor in an
elderly and somewhat awkward looking fashion.
Looking resplendent in his attire he took to the
grand piano and opened with Iko. It is soon
apparent that the sound is a bit iffy, the band
sound fine but we can’t hear that New Orleans
drawl that well. Fortunately the sound got better
from the next song and stayed of fantastic quality
all the way through. Some of the songs off the
latest album came across so much better live than
on record. One 2 am 2 many had greater depth
and feeling, in fact, if this had been played

A worthwhile mention is the roots of this release.
Alan Magee, the man that brought us Oasis, is
responsible for this release. A collection of tracks
from previous Bellrays albums has been made
up for this release, a similar format to The Hives
– Your new favourite band. This could be the
golden egg for Lisa and her band, just look at how
successful that has been for the Hives!
Out now on the Poptones label, lets hope it sells
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towards the end of the set I would have thought
that it was written especially for the gig; boy, did
he look tired towards the end!

The end? Well not quite. At the end of the show I
spotted the band giving away the set lists to fans,
fortunately Louise, my girlfriend, was one of the
lucky recipients. Thinking on her feet she asked if
David Barard (bassist) would sign it for her, “Sure”
he said, “no problem.” Once that was done she
enquired about the chance of the rest of the band
autographing it for her. This was met with a warm
response of, “Yes but you will have to come
backstage to get them!” She enquired if her
boyfriend (that would be me) could come too?

Litanies de Saints ended up being mixed in with a
bit of Mardi Gras Day before going off in to a bit of
free jazz; this then merged in to the most
awesome version of Guilded Splinters I have ever
heard! A wonderful fusion of percussion
instruments played by everyone except the
bassist, gave the venue a spooky ethereal
atmosphere. Gongs, therramin, whistles, shakers,
triangles, rain sticks; you name it, it was being
played!

Shocked and stunned I found myself a short time
later waiting with a few other fans outside the
Doctor’s dressing room. To say I was lost for
words is an understatement; mute would be a
better description. I really couldn’t bring myself to
speak to the great man, we shook hands and he
signed the set list, I was in awe just being in the
same room as him. A plate of food appeared from
somewhere and we were ushered away from the
Doc so he could eat in peace.

My one major pisser of the whole evening was not
having my mini-disc recorder with me to capture
this aural delight. I have no idea how long this epic
lasted for but I can tell you that it was just that,
epic!
Getting funky to Rite place Wrong time found me
strutting my stuff down the front with most of the
front row and a couple of people from the edges.
A little later on Ruscoe voices his disapproval at
the lack of people dancing. “How can you sit on
your butts when we are laying down so much
funk? Come people, this isn’t a Tony Bennett
concert!” It did the trick, soon a few more were up
and dancing, then a young lady got given a white
towel to wave around and we were asked to follow
her as she danced her way around the auditorium.
Duly obliging we did, I say “we” because
amazingly almost everybody got up and joined in
this funky conga, weaving its way up and down
the stairs it must have looked quite impressive to
an onlooker. This went on for the last couple of
tracks, Going back to New Orleans and a full
rendition of Mardis Gras Days.

We hung around for a little while collecting the
autographs of all the band members and hoping
for a photo opportunity. I don’t normally take my
camera to shows, I’m always worried that it will
get damaged, but this time I had to bring it with
me as I didn’t have time to take it home from
using it earlier that day. It seemed that I couldn’t
have planned it better if I had tried. A short while
later Mac reappeared minus his stage outfit (but
still fully clothed) and agreed to a photo or two.

All good things come to an end and tonight was
no exception. Towards the end of Mardis Gras
Days Dr John left the stage to a riot of applause,
the band played on a little longer and then they
too left the stage to a similar reaction. Well, I
wasn’t going to let them get away without an
encore and neither were the rest of the audience.
How audiences change; during Linda Lewis there
were quiet claps of appreciation, nods of the
head, that sort of thing. Now at the end of Dr
John they turned into a baying mob (me included)
shouting out for more, stomping of feet, and one
memorable call of “Is there a doctor in the
house?” Eventually out they came to perform a
roaring rendition of Such a nite.

Marffa and Dr John – you guess which is which

He posed for a couple of photos with me and we
chatted about some of his previous gigs that I had
seen. Mac unsurprisingly couldn’t remember most
of them but did remember the Ronnie Scott gig
because as he put it, ‘We were cutting a record’
(Trippin’ Live). This was most interesting because
he went on to tell me that at the start of the tour
he had a TWENTY SEVEN-piece band but by the
time it got to Ronnie’s was down to 12 or 13. He
explained that this had been down to touring cost.
The record company had said they were going to
subsidise the tour but in the end never did, and as
such leaving the band unable to pay their way so
to speak. He said that he would like to do that sort
of thing again but doubted on its likelihood

Special mention must go to the lead guitarist,
Renard Poche - he was amazing! Playing in a
style similar in sound to Carlos Santanna but
individual all the same, he put lots of funky flavas
in to the music mix all the way through the night.
He was also the epitome of Mr Cool from the ’70s;
with his large Afro, goatee, mirrored shades and
baggy patch work trousers he was Huggie Bear!
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because of the same reasons. We both conceded
that this was a real shame.

fun, the more adult audience being content with
just watching and swaying. Admittedly there were
still a fair few people bouncing around but it didn’t
have the edge that previous gigs have had. I
suppose another reason for not enjoying it quite
as much as others is the concentration of new
material that is unfamiliar to me.

Off stage after he had eaten he didn’t look so tired
as before, sure he is a man who has seen life
through a very distorted lens at times; twenty odd
years as a heroin addict doesn’t help after all, but
he looked calm, happy and what a man of his age
should look like. Whatever that is? He offered to
autograph the photos for me, this was a nice thing
to do but as I wouldn’t get time to get them
developed before he left I declined. He said to me
‘You know, you’re going to get this film developed
sometime in the future and say to yourself; who
the hell is that guy with me?’ Somehow I doubted
that I would forget this moment in a hurry.

Star spotting: I did see that Bowling for Soup
were in attendance, fortunately with their clothes
on, unlike their last Kerrang appearance!
Afterwards the band mingled with the fans at the
downstairs bar, signed autographs and generally
hung out with their younger admirers. A worthy
note I think is the fact that as this was an industry
gig without any obvious industry personnel people
there; not a suit in sight.

th

[SPUNGE] @ Camden Barfly 5 August.
Recommended gig-list for September/October.
th
20 Sept: The Bellrays and The Beatings + D4
@ The Mean Fiddler. See this and the previous
issue for reviews on this lot.

This was a promotional gig for the release of their
new single roots, and also the imminent release of
their new album the story so far. Tickets were
given away in competitions via the web and radio,
courtesy of a friend (thank you Helen) I managed
to get a couple.

nd

22 Sept: Sam Brown @ Bloomsbury theatre.
Sometime Jools Holland collaborator and Joe
Brown's daughter. Could be good could be crap!

With an audience lacking in anybody younger than
18yrs (well supposedly, some did get in) I wonder
what sort of reaction they would get. The Barfly is
a small venue, box shaped with a bar at the back
and a capacity less than the Borderline it is quite
suited for intimate gigs. Giving us a WEA carrier
bag when we walked I presumed that we would be
getting some goodies! You know, a copy of the
single maybe even the album…Alas, no album,
nor single, just four badges and a couple of
stickers! Talk about an anti-climax, a bit of a cop
out I thought.

th

27
Sept: Mr Scruff
Jazzy/dance/Latin stuff.

@

The

Forum.

rd

3 Oct: The Wildhearts @ Astoria. Ginger and
his latest reincarnation of one of the greatest 90's
rock bands. Very good reviews from previous
gigs.
th

4 Oct: Dio @ Astoria. One time Black Sabbath
frontman sings about dragons and crystal balls
and the like.
th

4-5 Oct: The Divine Comedy + Ben Folds @
Shepherds Bush Empire. Great British alt/pop
band supported by the very talented former front
man of Ben Folds Five. Not to missed!

The gig itself started at 9pm on the dot and lasted
for 35 minutes. Short and sweet, packed with
about 12 tunes of which only 3 were oldies; they
performed a tight set. A good half of the set was
made up of tracks that have been heard at recent
gigs, tracks like skanking, roots etc.

th

6 Oct: John Otway @ The Palladium. It's his
th
50 birthday and he needs another hit, if you
cannot make it at least buy the single 'Bunsen
Burner' out at the end of September. It would be
great to see him on Top of the Pops!

A couple of fun moments included Alex
Copeland’s comment about how it was so hot he
was sweating like Gary Glitter in PC World! The
set went down well with the gathered crowd but
you would expect that from a group of hardcore
fans wouldn’t you? Their inclusion of the Elvis
Costello classic Oliver’s’ Army was once again a
major turn off. It certainly wasn’t as bad as the last
time I saw them but nevertheless it was awful. I
personally found the rest of the gig good, but not
as good as I thought it would be. Ok, I did go
mental to kicking pigeons and my pogoing to ego
was entertaining for all around; well except for
Louise my girlfriend, she ended up having her foot
jumped on.

th

7 Oct: Queens of the Stone Age @ The Forum.
Top yankee rock band promoting their 'Songs for
the deaf' album.'
th

11 Oct: The Mighty Mighty Bosstones @ The
Forum. Exceptionally good American ska/punk
band with top brass section. Guaranteed a good
show!
th

26 Oct: Bowling for Soup @ Mean Fiddler.
Ska/punk again.
th

27 Oct: John Mayhall + Peter Green @ Fairfield
Halls Croydon. The Godfathers of British blues
together as part of a nation-wide tour.
Marffa

I think that because it was short of the younger
contingent of fans it lost some of its raucous good
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