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Richard Harding & Mike Sagar © Paul Harris

TFTW heritage show 10 (pt 2) as pictured by Paul harris

Tony goes to the theatre
Keith talks to Iain Terry some more
Royston Ellis rides (and writes) the rails
We “borrow” more stuff from Nick Cobban
Soul Kitchen, Jazz Junction, Baker’s Dozen
And more...
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The line-up for
the 2is/Heritage
Show 10 (part2)
courtesy of
Paul Harris
Singing MC Robb Shenton © Paul Harris
Jona Lewie © Paul Harris

Mike Berry © Paul Harris

Graham Fenton © Paul Harris

Richard Harding © Paul Harris

Another great night’s
entertainment organised by
Keith Woods and Tales From
The Woods.
Dave Beaupre

Mike Sagar © Paul Harris

Cliff Edmonds © Paul Harris

Thanks Keith for a great night
on Sunday, Nigel and I loved
all the acts, and the house
band were brilliant!
Carole Lateman

Just read the reviews on Sunday’s gig. I would like to add my congratulations for a super event. I totally
endorse the congratulations to the 'house band', I thought they were all brilliant and it was so good to
witness John S being back on 'top form'. Well done and I look forward to the next event.
Brenda Gunn
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Minnie the Minx sings:
“I hate people telling me what to
do but I’m telling you to HOLD
THE THIRD PAGE or else! ”
Summer greetings folks,
Keith Woods back for my 86th column in Tales From The Woods
magazine. We whispered in your ears in the last issue about a couple of
events at our favourite intimate venue, the Spice Of Life, conveniently
situated on the edge of Soho, just a few minutes’ walk from Leicester
Square and adjacent to the Cambridge Theatre, sitting on a 'V' junction
between Romilly Street and Moor Street. A fully equipped basement
venue, excellent sound, great varied pub grub upstairs along with the finest Jive, Rhythm’n’Blues
and Rock'n'Roll Band in the UK; I'm talking about the great Cadillac Kings. You want to jive? No
problem at all, just pull back the chairs for plenty of space to dance. Only Tales From The Woods
is bringing live roots music back to central London, so help us to keep real music alive and support
the venues who are willing to support us. Please put Sunday 27th September in your diary, doors
at 7pm and all over by 10.30pm with plenty of time to allow you to casually make your way to
catch trains, tubes and buses.
Last issue we ran an interview with Denys Avis, better known as Deejay Wheelie Bag. If you were
intrigued by his explanation of his flying dolls, the Wheelettes, this will be your chance to see them
up close and personal as Deejay Wheelie Bag will be providing the entertainment when the
Cadillac Kings aren't rocking you with their live music.
Tickets priced at just £12 for Woodies in advance, £15 for non-Woodies in advance, £17 on the
door. Remember folks, tickets via TFTW only, please don't contact the venue as they do not sell
tickets on our behalf. Tickets for this event will go on sale from 10.30am on Saturday 1st August;
this venue has a limited capacity so to avoid disappointment we encourage you to contact us as
soon as possible. I am going to hand over to Brian Bunter Clark to whet your appetite in readiness
for this great night of rockin’ music in London’s west end with a review he wrote for their “Trouble
In Store" CD.
This is a strong new release from one of the South-East's finest blues combos and there's
something for everyone in terms of blues styles. The Kings consist of Gary Potts on
harmonica/vocals, Mike Thomas on slide guitar/vocals, Mal Barclay on second guitar, Mike
Adcock on piano (though Mike turns to the accordion on the Cajun-flavoured "Less Is More"),
T.C. Copp on bass and Ray "Uncle" Webber on drums. Musically impressive throughout. In
regard to the three instrumentals on this 15-tracker, "Blue Cap Bounce" swings mightily in a
T-Bone Walker-like fashion and is a showcase for Gary, as does "Tongue-Tied". "North Sea
Jump", though marginally weaker, does bear some tasty piano work from Mike. There are
some fine bluesy shuffles scattered throughout the set, in the form of "She's My Sugar Rush”,
"Too Blue" and the especially-good "Hot Rod V8 Ford". "(I'm In Love With The) Chief Of
Police" has something of a contemporary blues feel to it, while the title track, "Fries With
That", "Mr. Nip & Tuck" (the latter with humorous lyrics), are slow to slow-ish, broody and
atmospheric. "Stop Digging That Hole" lends itself a nice New Orleans feel, while my
personal pick of the 15-pack, the Chuck Berry-like "Mama Drop The Hammer", and the
"Shake Your Hips"-like "Chain Gang Boogie" in particular, get the Bunter thumbs-up. Quality
sounds throughout from this excellent combo then and, if you love blues as much as
Rock’n’Roll as I do, then "Trouble In Store" is truly an essential purchase.
Bunter
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Headlines on our website scream out this important piece of news; Tales From The Woods now
has its own Facebook page, as indeed we have. I and many Woodies have had our own personal
Facebook pages for some considerable while; however it is far more important that TFTW has its
own page to promote all our wonderful events both commercial and non-commercial, the latter
organized by our tireless social secretary John 'Soulboy' Jolliffe.
Firstly I’d like to offer a huge thank you to Denis Hoare of Radio Sutch fame and our lead guitarist
of the Tales From The Woods band, John Spencely, for setting the page up for us. Denis, John
and I, along with Membership Secretary Ken Major, Social Secretary John Jolliffe, Financial
Secretary Lee Wilkinson, Media Secretary Elena Wheatley, and Webmeister Alan Lloyd, are all
administrators of the page. Please feel free to approach any of us by any method you choose to
offer opinions, ideas and so forth on any way we can advance the good name of TFTW far and
wide. Please click on 'Like' and encourage your friends to do likewise. In fact, tell as many people
as you possibly can. However I must stress we are not a free advertising space for other
concerns, we are 100% dedicated to advancing our name to the world.
Amongst the many items of interest you will find on our
Facebook page is who you will be hearing on our regular
9pm slot each and every Wednesday on Radio Sutch. If
you have missed any shows in the past, you have a
wonderful opportunity to catch up as, at present, the
series is being repeated, whilst new material is being
prepared
along
with shows yet to
come.
Not forgetting Denis’s very own Joe Meek Hour on
Monday evenings at 9pm, along with so many other
wonderful things being aired on Sutch like fellow Woodie
Eddy Bonte on Wednesday at 8pm, and our very good
friend East End Mark’s Doo-Wop show on Saturday at
4pm. Whilst I'm at it, don’t forget radio's longest running
Rock'n'Roll show which runs for an incredible three hours
on Tuesday evening from 6pm on sister pirate from those
golden days, Radio Caroline. In fact just unplug your
television, throw it in the rubbish bin, and just stay tuned to
Radio Sutch and Caroline; I am sure you will all feel much
happier for doing so.

























Well, by the time you have reached my column you will have seen some of the words of praise
(more follow) and gazed upon the photos that recall that wonderful night back on 28 th June, when
we held the second half of our tenth anniversary show. I certainly won’t labour the point here; that
would be well and truly in the realms of overkill, only to stress that in the opinion of many it was the
most musically satisfying show to date. The Tales From The Woods band went beyond the call of
duty in their pursuit of perfection, making the job so much easier for the artists to provide
performances that were, to say the least, stunning.
However as you may have read in reviews or heard through word of mouth, numbers were down
on previous shows. We can’t present shows of perfection if the folks are not there to support us;
we can only continue to bring roots music of value to the west end of London with your help.
Thank you to those who were there and please tell your friends about our great shows, tell your
friends all about us, tell them to check out our Facebook page, enabling us to keep on keeping on.
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Sunday 31st January 2016 will amazingly be the 11th in our series of 2is Reunion/British
Rock'n'Roll Heritage Shows, and what a line up we have in store for you. At the time of typing I
have just completed the full line-up. We are presenting that American born lady of Rockin’ Soul
and Blues, the incredible P.P. Arnold who has made her home here in the UK since the mid1960s but in far more recent times has been residing in Spain. P.P. will be leaving the temperate
climate of southern Spain to join us at the Borderline to headline alongside Cliff Bennett who will
be returning for a TFTW show for the third amazing time. Our third headliner is a no less a figure
than that of Dave Berry. I spoke to Dave just an hour ago (at the time of my fingers hitting this
keyboard) whilst Dave, to use his words, was "Walking in the woods whilst talking to Tales From
The Woods”. We bounced ideas for a set list, and I tell you gang I was getting excited at just the
thought of what we have in store for you in the new year. Front man of the Nashville Teens, Ray
Phillips has done just one show for us in the past as one of the five we put on at the Empire
Theatre in Halstead, Essex. I have been waiting for an opportunity to bring him back ever since,
and finally it has arrived. I made a call on Wee Willie Harris’ mobile to discover that, just moments
before, he had come off stage at a Rock'n'Roll festival in Barcelona, Spain, which he was coheadlining with ‘Hippy Hippy Shake' man Chan Romero. I asked Willie, who last performed for us
as he approached his 80th birthday a couple of years ago, if he would like to come back in
January and do it again, and it was an instant “Yes”. A line up we are all proud of here at Tales
From The Woods. We shall advise of ticket price details in due course, anticipating they will go on
sale around late September.

























th

On Saturday October 17 we are back at the
Spice Of Life for a return of that fabulous blues
band whose four members hail from both Sweden
and Norway. In fear of repeating myself, I say the
best doggone white Blues band I have seen in
decades. Often in the past we have invited artists
back to a TFTW stage because you have asked us
to or, having proved so hugely popular with our
audience, it seems the natural thing to do, rarely
© Tony Annis
though twice in the same year. I'm talking about
the Kokomo Kings. If you like your blues raw and
passionate, a heavy dose of Rock'n'Roll and rhythm and blues, a few slices of Cajun, you need to
see and hear these guys while you can, on the cusp of bigger things, that's definite. If you are a
regular reader of my attempts at writing a column throughout these 86 issues you know "I ain’t no
fan of white boy blues". This four piece band would make even the purest of blues fan eat their
words, even their self-penned material sounds like it was cut decades ago in Crowley, Louisiana,
in New Orleans or Chicago. "The proof is in the pudding" as my Romany gipsy grandmother used
to say back in North Walsham, Norfolk.
At their previous performance at the Spice Of Life, no less a figure than Big Joe Louis not only
came along to offer his support but sat in with them for a couple of numbers. Still pondering? Still
not sure? check out Brian Clark’s review on page 2 of this very magazine last issue (85) and then
check out their CD and Vinyl LP 'Artificial Natural’, I am pretty sure you will see what all the fuss is
about. Tickets for the show will go on sale at the same time as the Cadillac Kings at the same
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venue, 1st August, with the same ticket price, likewise too all sales are via Tales From The
Woods and not the venue.

























I'm going to invite Ken Major to tell us all about this great little badge
he has had created for us all.
Check out the TFTW merchandise table at the next TFTW gig for display
of the official TFTW pin lapel badge. One inch diameter size, enamel
with safety pin clasp at a bargain £1.99. No problems now identifying
other Woodies at non TFTW gigs and shows.

























If you are a regular reader of my column in Tales From The Woods magazine you would quickly
assume that I was neither an admirer of my town council here in Bromley, Kent nor a frequenter of
its many underwhelming watering holes. It would take something very special for me to visit my
particular local, The Shortlands Tavern, a mere 10 or 12 minute walk from my house, so what
could be the attraction for me to visit this predictably suburban pub for only the third time in thirty
years; Booga Red were playing there on this warm July Sunday evening. I was not even aware
the tavern had live music let alone a duo specialising in the Delta & Chicago blues of the thirties
and forties, playing what they describe accurately as the very roots of Rock'n'Roll. Steve English
on guitar, vocals and harmonica, a seasoned professional who has been around the blues scene
for a number of years, along with our very own Tales From The Woods Band, highly acclaimed
pianist, the lovely Claire Hamlin.
What a treat it would prove to be. After shaking hands with our Woodie friend from the
Netherlands, Jaap, who was holidaying in the UK for two reasons; one of which was to attend part
2 of our tenth anniversary show at the Borderline, the other to be a spectator at the cricket,
however he prolonged his stay to catch Steve and Claire’s performance in Bromley, no sooner had
I sat down than I realised we were in for a highly professional and entertaining couple of hours.
Claire excelled on workouts of Pete Johnson/Big Joe Turner's classic, 'Roll Em Pete' and Albert
Ammons’ 'Swanee River Hop', Maceo Merriweather’s 'Chicago Breakdown’. On ‘Shake Rattle and
Roll’, ‘Saturday Night Fish Fry’ it was a joy to see Claire’s fingers fly across the keyboard in the
way she has won so many admirers at our TFTW shows over these past few years.
I was very much enthralled by Steve’s workouts on Mississippi John Hurt’s 'Creole Bell', a
perennial favourite of pre-war blues personally for me, and good to hear criminally overlooked
bluesman Tampa Red represented by possibly one of his most famous numbers, that being the
concerns of playing with his ‘Poodle’, an enchantingly innocent
pleasure no doubt, along with Tampa’s original version of 'Don't
You Lie To Me', very much in modern times overlooked in favour
to Bo Diddley’s reworking of the tune. Ggood to hear Big Bill
Broonzy’s ‘Blues When It Rains' having a much deserved airing
alongside his better known 'Can’t Be Satisfied', Steve’s voice
highly suited to this type of material.
The duo proved their versatility on a couple of Steve’s selfpenned songs, such as 'Devil’s Treadmill' and ‘Dead Man',
equally adept with adapting other modern performers’ besides
their own material with an interesting take on James Hunter’s
'What Am I Gonna Do'. James, of course, is now a near superstar of rhythm and blues on both the American and British stages
(vintage rhythm and blues for the benefit of any young person
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reading who may get the wrong impression). When TFTW live shows were barely out of nappies
James performed several shows for us at various venues that included the Royal George just off
Charing Cross Road, Selhurst Railway Club near Croydon,
King and Queen in Bloomsbury Square and Buzz Bar in
Battersea High Street. Anyway, back to the review in hand; I
can’t stress enough what a fine blues drenched duo they
make, I am sure we will be seeing them together on a Tales
From The Woods stage in the not too distant future. In the
meantime check out our gig guide at the back of the
magazine, the duo could be playing a venue near you in the
coming weeks.
Highly recommended folks. Booga Red have a CD out entitled
‘They're Red Hot' on sale at their gigs and on their website,
and we shall be reviewing this CD in the next issue of Tales
From The Woods magazine.

























Ted Hatton, photographer and film maker and one time guitarist of renown, particularly in the field
of both country and rockabilly, died recently on July 11th. A long time Woodie, his final years would
prove to be a constant struggle against the onslaught of cancer, the same disease that claimed
the life of his wife Jean just two weeks before Ted’s passing. We here at Tales From The Woods
got to know Ted in much happier times, when we were still very much in our infancy regarding our
live promotions. I remember in particular a friendly, jovial manner, a huge beaming smile on his
face, pint of beer in hand, coming along just for the fun and company at our then rehearsal room at
the Goodge Street institution known as the King and Queen public house, Ted’s humorous
anecdotes of days past spent on the road as lead guitarist in the 'Dave Travis Band'.
It was way back in 1967 that long time Woodie and good friend of many here at TFTW Dave and
Ted met. Amazingly in those days, when the flowers of the summer of love had yet to wilt, the
London borough of Lewisham boasted for some years a pub which was renowned for promoting
quality live country music - the name Roebuck would no doubt resonate with lovers of this genre.
Dave was in the audience with a stunning young lady at his side, watching Ted’s finger-picking
dexterity with the band, so much so that he put on a pair of glasses to observe more closely.
Come break time, Dave stood up from his table and laid down his glasses; a visit to the gents was
required. Upon his return he was astounded to discover Ted busily chatting up his said stunning
young lady. Ted did not recognise Dave as the man with the glasses paying attention to his
picking. Dave wanted to talk about his playing and other possibilities, Ted had other things in mind
and attempted to fob Dave off, until the penny finally dropped amid much embarrassment.
Despite the somewhat inauspicious start, Ted and Dave become firm friends and eventually Dave
took over the leadership of the band and they spent around five years on the road together before
going their different ways, Ted to form the highly acclaimed country band The Muskrats whilst
Dave shifted to rockabilly, pioneering in the soon to be burgeoning market. Ted too spent a time
with the late Screaming Lord Sutch, spending around six months with his screaming lordship
replacing the soon to be legendary Ritchie Blackmore. Despite playing in bands for many
decades, beginning as early as 1959 with Teddy and The Cannons, Ted called it a day around
1990 to move into filming and photography, his speciality being weddings, spending the next
couple of decades in affluent splendour that could only be dreamed of in his days as a working
musician.
In later years both Ted and Jean entertained as a duo in Spain where they had a second home as
well as in care homes and hotels in their native Surrey.
I’d like to offer my gratitude to Dave Travis for the amusing anecdote and background to his longtime friend and former colleague’s career.
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We’d also like to thank Ted’s brother in law Ian Simpson, a long time Woodie, who first advised
TFTW of both Ted and Jean’s passing; we here at TFTW would like to offer our sincere condolences
on his sad loss.

























Tales From The Woods raises a glass and
belatedly says farewell to the man often referred to
as the 'King Of Louisiana Rockabilly' who died on
the 6th January 2015 aged 79.
I only got to see Al Ferrier just once, that being at a
Hemsby Rock'n'Roll Weekender in Norfolk, just a
few short years ago, and to me he was the rarest of
the Rockabilly originals. As far as I'm aware his one
and only visit to the UK was the aforementioned
Norfolk stage in 2012, but I’d be happy to be proved
wrong by our erudite and highly knowledgeable
readers, although his trips to the European mainland
Al Ferrier at Hemsby 49 © Paul Harris
were a little more numerous. I never even got the
opportunity to witness him on stage at the annual New Orleans Heritage Festival as some
Woodies were lucky enough to do, where by all accounts he looked the part and sounded like a
true rockabilly original should.
However, on each of my eight trips to the southern states between 1993 and 2004 he was
noticeably absent from the bill. by the time I did get to see him he was pretty much a pale imitation
of what might have been, looking frail off stage, yet like so many performers in the twilight of their
careers to a certain extent he came alive once on stage, that raw hillbilly soaked voice at times
sounded as strong as ever, indication indeed of greater times past.
Alfous Glenn Ferrier was born on 19th August 1935 in Montgomery, Louisiana, into a large family.
His seven brothers and three sisters were all, at some point in their lives, involved in music either
on a professional or amateur basis, so it is not surprising that those tiny young ears were attuned
to country music emanating from the family radio. The father of all country music, Jimmy Rodgers,
would prove to be both a lifelong influence and favourite, another being Grandpa Jones. Whilst
barely in his teens he heard for the first time Hank Williams, a life changing experience for the boy
from Louisiana. Montgomery was the birthplace for his new found hero too, although for Williams it
was the town situated in Alabama. It certainly doesn't take an expert in roots music of any kind to
realise that Al’s intense style is very much Hank Williams inspired.
Al picked up the guitar by the time he was just 8 years old; by 13 education was over, off to work
in a logging camp alongside his elder brothers, Brian and Warren, who were both part time
musicians. Brian in particular was by all accounts a talented musician and had already spent time
playing in Hank Thompson’s band, and it would not take long before the teenage Al was playing in
his brothers’ band, proving to be a natural, particularly with his distinctive vocal style. The two
brothers stepped aside to allow the lad to take the spotlight and Al Ferrier and The Boppin’ Billies
were born, playing clubs, and bars around their native south Louisiana.
It was the late Cajun/Country legend, Jimmy C Newman, who recommended and introduced them
to Eddie Schuler, owner of Goldband recording studios and TV repair man, after seeing Al’s band
performing at a road-house a few miles outside Jennings, Louisiana. It was in that tiny studio that
Ferrier and the Boppin’ Billies cut their first sides in March 1955, recording Clarence Garlow's
recent recording of No No Baby, turning the relatively sophisticated R&B song into a piece of raw
swampy rockabilly, on the 'B' side I never Do No Wrong, equally raw straight hillbilly country. For
reasons never explained Schuler sat on the sides for a full year before bothering to put them out.
In the meantime he had recorded four more sessions in late 1955 and early 1956. No No Baby
would eventually enjoy healthy local sales and the follow up saw the light of day in the summer of
1956 staying with the same formula, rockabilly coupled with traditional country, My Baby Done
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Gone Away/It’s Too Late Now. this coupling failed to ignite even locally, and Goldband released
no more material for the remainder of the decade.
The song forever associated with Ferrier, Let's Go
Boppin’ Tonight, although recorded around the same
period of time, would have to wait for a 1970 release,
predating the rockabilly renaissance in Europe by
several years and in no small way helped to create it,
along with the version with slightly altered lyrics and
title Hey Baby that came out on Excello records of
Crowley, Louisiana in 1957.

Al Ferrier at Hemsby 49
© Paul Harris

Frustrated by Schuler’s lack of confidence and
interest in him, Al jumped ship to J.D. Miller’s label, by
which time personnel changes in Boppin’ Billie meant
that no less a figure than Warren Storm was brought
in on drums for the recording, no doubt with the great
swamp boogie queen, Katie Webster, on piano who
did much to enhance the sound and quality of the
Excello sides.
Despite several appearances on the prestigious
Louisiana Hayride and near constant touring as the
fifties gave way to the new decade, Al felt his time
had come and gone. By 1962 he called it a day and
returned to a regular job, but as the years passed
Eddie Schuler began to appreciate that his past output had become very collectable. He tracked Al
down after good sales on his unreleased material on Goldband, bringing him back in to the studio
to record new sides, and re-recorded fifties sides and old unissued tracks all to make a couple of
LPs.
Come the mid-seventies Al, like countless other rockabilly originals, was in demand particularly in
the UK and mainland Europe. J.D. Miller of Excello came a-knocking too, and October 1975 saw
Al back at Excello with his changed line up of Boppin’ Billies including the talents of his brother
Brian on guitar. The Back Sound Of Rockabilly was a mixture of new recordings and unissued
material, but tragedy was soon to strike; Brian died aged
just 49 in 1979.
The following year and for much of the decade of the
eighties Ferrier became a mainstay of the annual New
Orleans Jazz and Heritage Festival, finally making his first
ever trip to Europe in 1987 to perform at the Rockhouse
Rock'n'Roll Festival in Holland, where he would cut an
album for Rockhouse records entitled 'Dixie' followed up by
an LP for Floyd Soileau who owned Jin Label in the early
part of the nineties. The same period saw Al decide that he
wanted nothing more to do with secular music and
performed and recorded solely gospel music, ironically for
Goldband so the circle was complete, although tempted
out from time to time to once again perform raw rockabilly
and intense passionate traditional country.
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What they said about the Heritage Show 10 (part 2)
Another great night. On top of all the enjoyable acts
we had the welcome sight and sound of John
Spencely back to his magnificent best following his
serious illness. The rest of the band weren't bad
either! Well done.
Paul Harris

Great show last night, Conrad and I
really enjoyed it, and looking
forward to the next one! Keep on
rockin'!! Cheers!
Dart Carson
Yes - an amazing night. Every
act was superb - totally
exhilarating. It was great to
meet Jona, Mike Sagar, and
Robb Shenton, whom I have
never met before. And Mike
Sagar's lead guitarist, who has
the same model of Gretsch as
myself - John Spencely, as
usual, was absolutely brilliant what a guitarist!! Claire was
grinning throughout - really
enjoying herself - marvellous
atmosphere. Well done Keith
for arranging a truly
memorable evening of first
class R&R.
Peter Stockton

Loved every second of the
night John Spencely. We
are absolutely delighted
that it went so well on the
night and wow, what a
House Band!
Greta
Mr Woods never lets us
down, always puts on a
great show. Keep it up.
Ray Davies
You and all the band
were awesome at the
Borderline. Thank you.
John Fisher

I never thought I would ever see the day where I
would see a 'Ted' (Glen Staff) and loyal Woodie
dancing around to 'In The Kitchen At Parties' but he
was… amazing!!! I loved John S' comment on his
Facebook page, calling me a 'a mad genius' - no
greater compliment.
Keith Woods
We have had an amazing time in
London. I want to thank Keith
Woods for letting me and mum
come to the show… it was fantastic
and I felt honoured to meet all my
mum’s and dad’s friends who were
at the show. I felt like I knew some
of you as dad was always talking
about you and the shows. Thank
you for making me feel so welcome
Debbie Dickens (Rockin’ Ricky
Stevens’ daughter)
You've done it again Keith, congrats
for a really good show last night.
Every one of the artists seemed right
on the button, really enjoyed it all.
Denis Hoare

I was amazed at the great
stamina and musical brilliance
shown by John Spencely and
his band last night playing for I
reckon a total of more than 4
hours. Great grooves and tight
and plenty of spontaneity with
a great feel for the best of
Rock'n'Roll music. I also loved
John’s completely natural and
unselfconscious occasional
swivel of the hip while playing
his guitar strapped round his
hip. It seemed to evoke the
excitement and danger of an
early Elvis the Pelvis! doing it
nationwide on the Dorsey
Shows - the natural green
shoots of rock performance.
Jona Lewie

I hope you enjoyed last night as
much as I did, the house band have
really come on since I saw them last
– It was a great night!
Andy Dellar

Still buzzing from the brilliant gig at the Borderline
on Sunday! Was a great thrill to back so many
wonderful artistes; Cliff Edmonds, Mike Sagar &
Richard Harding, Graham Fenton and Jona Lewie
plus good to see some old familiar faces, Tony
Clapson, Perry Smith, Iain Terry, Danny Rivers,
Jerry, Steve Thorne, Robb Shenton and so, so
many more!! And a special treat for me to have the
privilege of sharing a photo with legendary
drummer Raye Du-Val.
Special thanks also to Keith Woods and Cliff
Stevens for making it possible and our very own
John Spencely for the enthusiasm and
encouragement he has put into the TFTW band and
for letting me be part of it. Thanks also to fellow
house band members Claire Hamlin, Robb Davis,
Alex Bland and Sid Phillips for being brilliant!
Jeff Tuck
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Nick Cobban has very kindly allowed TFTW to reproduce articles
from his blog (http://thevinylword.blogspot.com/) so feel free to nip
over and take a look at his many articles. Thanks Nick.
Monday, June 29, 2015
Rocking at the Borderline once more
The latest Tales From The Woods all-star Rock'n'Roll heritage show at London's Borderline last
night kept up the high standards of recent shows, with some new faces, including Jona Lewie and
Mike Sagar, as well as some artists who have starred
on previous shows. Once again the Tales From The
Woods band provided excellent support, with John
Spencely again leading from the front on guitar, ably
supported by Claire Hamlin on keyboards, Alex Bland
and Sid Phillips on tenor and baritone sax, Jeff Tuck
keeping time admirably on drums and Robb Davis on
bass. Sadly there was rather a thin audience this time
around, but those who were there certainly had their
money's worth from a show that rocked from
beginning to end. Keith Woods looked well pleased
with the music, although he must be concerned about
the size of the crowd.
After a couple of numbers from MC for the evening Robb
Shenton (Down The Line and My Babe), the show got off to
a rocking start with Cliff Edmonds, a star of previous
shows. He fairly tore into a series of Rock'n'Roll standards
including Corrina Corrina, Be My Guest, Fannie Brown Got
Married, Fats Domino's Hello Josephine - featuring a great
sax break by Alex - and She Walks Right In. He slowed
things down with Little Anthony's Tears On My Pillow, then
rocked again with Sugaree and Smiley Lewis's Real Gone
Lover, featuring some brilliant keyboard work from Claire.
The Platters' My Prayer showed off Cliff's vocal range along
with Teenage Heaven and, as an encore, I Can't Believe
You Wanna Leave bringing this exciting set to a close. An
excellent way to start but could the other acts compete? The answer, happily, was a resounding
yes.
The next act was something of an unknown quantity - a double
act featuring Mike Sagar, who had a 1961 hit with Deep
Feeling, and his guitarist
friend Richard Harding,
who had some success in
the same year with an
instrumental version of
Jezebel. Between them
they brought some great
Northern humour to the
show with a series of amusing anecdotes and jokes. It was
like Sunday night at the Wheeltappers and Shunters.
Musically, both Mike and Richard proved highly effective, with
11

Mike's voice and Richard's top notch guitar work working well together on a series of rock and
blues numbers, plus their own hits of over 50 years ago. Mike began with Charlie Gracie's
Fabulous and followed with Bye Bye Johnny, One Night, Matchbox, Goofin' Around (showing off
Richard's expertise) and the country styled How's My Ex Treating You. Richard again showed off
his guitar playing with Jerry Reed's Guitar Man and two tunes played together - Yankee Doodle
and Dixie. Finally it was Bony Moronie, with John Spencely joining them on guitar, and Chuck
Berry's Carol for an encore. A very good double act - and very funny.
It was back to hardnosed Rock'n'Roll for the next act
Graham Fenton, formerly of Matchbox and another
man who has appeared on Tales From The Woods
shows in the past. Last time I saw him - in Spain last
year - he was doing a Gene Vincent impersonation, and
I wasn't over impressed, but this time he was at the top
of his game, even if there was a hint of Gene here and
there, including his opening number Rocky Road Blues.
Eddie Cochran's Something Else followed, along with
Gene's Right Now, When You Ask About Love and
Johnny Restivo's The Shape I'm In, which brought Alex
Bland on stage. Carl Mann's Pretend was brought to life
with a splendid guitar break from John, and Elvis's Give Me The Right, featured on Graham's
Raging Heart album, slowed things down nicely. Then it was back to driving Rock'n'Roll with Buzz
Buzz A Diddle It, the pleading I'll Try, I Got My Eyes On You, Southern Love and the ever popular
Rockabilly Rebel. Graham encored with Ricky Nelson's Believe What You Say - a rocking climax
to what had been an exciting and well received set.
Another Tales From The Woods favourite, Mike Berry, followed on
stage and maintained the high standard. He focused on some of
the lesser known Rock'n'Roll songs, and made a decent fist of
them, even if he did have to read the lyrics from a stand in some
cases meaning that he tended to look down, rather than at the
audience. Once again the band provided superb backing as he ran
through If I Had Me A Woman, Rock And Roll Ruby, Hurtin' Inside,
Dick Curless's Travellin' Man, Try Me and Broken Heart, first
recorded by the Moonlighters. Johnny Burnette's Little Boy Sad
introduced an element of pop, as did Mike's own hit Don't You
Think It's Time, but then it was back to the Rock'n'Roll with Foolish
One, Jimmy Lloyd's Rocket In My Pocket and Barking Up The
Wrong Tree. Another excellent set from Mike - a firm favourite at
Woodies events and still on top form.
Final act was Jona Lewie, a man best known for his early 80s
hits Kitchen At Parties and Don't Stop The Cavalry, but who
started out as a boogie woogie pianist and bluesman. After a
slightly nervous start - this was his first gig this year, he said he got into his stride with a set which featured a number of New
Orleans styled R&B numbers, including I'm Ready, Dizzy Miss
Lizzie, Blue Monday, Lawdy Miss Clawdy and Sick And Tired.
There were quite a few Jona Lewie fans in the house by this
time, who will have enjoyed his Seaside Shuffle - recorded
under the name of Terry Dactyl and the Dinosaurs, while Jona
was with Brett Marvin and Thunderbolts - and his synth pop hit
Kitchen At Parties, played solo. Rock'n'Roll fans may have been
rather less impressed, but, after the instrumental Red River
Rock, he got back into the groove with Fats's I'm In Love Again,
Sweet Little Sixteen and Elvis's My Baby left Me - first recorded by Arthur Big Boy Crudup, a
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bluesman who he backed in the seventies. Overall this was an interesting set which went down
well with the audience.
So, another triumph for the indefatigable Keith Woods - his second major show this year. His
promotions are unique in bringing together British acts from the late fifties and early sixties and
turning them into genuine Rock'n'Roll gigs with excellent support and imaginative set lists, rather
than just oldies revivals, and long may they last. But let's hope that the next show attracts the
crowd that these shows deserve.
Here are a couple of photos of the excellent Tales From The Woods band and a couple of
Woodies in the crowd.

Saturday, June 20, 2015
Harold Battiste RIP
Another day, another death - this time Harold Battiste at the age of 83. Battiste never had a hit but
he played a key role in the career of Sam Cooke and in the development of New Orleans R&B. He
was also one of the first black musicians to attempt to take control of the music produced by black
artists. And although he was only partially successful, he left an indelible mark throughout a long
career.
A jazz saxophonist, pianist and arranger from New Orleans, he
started as a jazz musician playing in clubs in the city but made his
mark when he arranged Sam Cooke's number one 1957 hit You
Send Me for the Specialty label in 1957. On the strength of that, he
became Specialty's man in New Orleans where he searched for
local talent. This led to the label recording Jerry Byrne's Lights Out
and Art Neville's first recordings. He also had success with Joe
Jones's You Talk Too Much for the Ric label and also recorded
early tracks by Ernie K-Doe and Edgar Blanchard. In 1961 he
began his AFO (All For One) project which aimed to give black
musicians in New Orleans control of their output. Others involved
included Alvin 'Red' Tyler, Allen Toussaint and Melvin Lastie. The
label had early success with Barbara George's I Know and Prince Lala's You Put The Hurt On Me,
and gained national coverage through a link with Juggy Murray's Sue record label. Harold then
recorded Lee Dorsey's Ya Ya with Bobby Robinson's Fury label which upset Murray. This led to
him taking Barbara George away from AFO and signing her to Sue, ending the relationship with
Harold.
In 1963 Harold left New Orleans for LA where he teamed up once again with Sam Cooke and
headed up Sam's SAR label as well as arranging and playing piano on A Change Is Gonna Come.
He replicated the 'Soul Station' idea that he had set up in New Orleans - small studios which would
encourage local talent - and with Sam's backing set up a similar project in LA, which helped the
development of Johnny Morisette and other SAR artists. Among those to make use of the project
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were Sonny Bono, who he had previously worked with at Specialty, and his new singing partner
Cher, which led to Harold arranging their smash hit I Got You Babe. While in LA he produced an
album for New Orleans R and B artist Jessie Hill, who had previously hit with Ooh Poo Pah Doo,
for Blue Thumb, and was instrumental in Mac Rebennack's transformation to Dr John with his Gris
Gris album.
Harold returned to New Orleans in the early 1990s where he became a teacher and professor of
music studies at the University of New Orleans. He also administered the All For One Foundation
to support modern jazz in the city. The Vinyl Word raises a glass to one of the great unsung music
pioneers. RIP.
Friday, July 03, 2015
Rock 'n' Roll America
Trust BBC4 to come up with a music series that gets to the heart of its subject. Rock'n'Roll
America, the first of a three part series, made a good stab at presenting the beginnings of the
music that has influenced pop music for the last 60 years, with loads of original footage from the
fifties and contributions from artists who were around at the beginning.
It's a huge subject to cover, but it started at the right place: New Orleans, with Allen Toussaint and
Deacon John talking about the J and M Studio and Cosimo Matassa, with early film of a smiling
Fats Domino who probably did more than anyone to break down segregation among American
youth in the mid-fifties. Deacon John, sporting a bow tie, visited the Dewdrop Inn, where many of
the early New Orleans music pioneers played, pointing out where the stage would have been. At
least the place still exists: I thought that Katrina might have destroyed it.
Alan Freed got a mention, but the programme focused on the black influences that led to
Rock'n'Roll, including Rocket 88 (no mention of Ike Turner I noticed) and doowop, with the
Spaniels singing Goodnight Sweetheart. The influence of radio and the juke box was covered and
there was splendid footage of Frankie Lymon and the Teenagers. The rebellious element of the
times was covered with clips of Marlon Brando in The Wild Ones and Glenn Ford in Blackboard
Jungle, as well as the impact of Bill Haley and the Comets.
Sam Phillips and the rise of Elvis was covered as was the
emergence of Little Richard, who turned everything on its head with
his style of music, not to mention his over the top persona and
appearance. Contributors, many of them making just a small
contribution, presumably with more to come in future episodes,
included Jerry Lee Lewis, Pat Boone, Marshall Chess, Don Everly
(pictured), the grand daughter and son of Sam Phillips, Tom Jones,
Robert Gordon, Wanda Jackson, Chubby Checker and P F Sloan, but perhaps the most telling
contribution came from Bobby Rush, who talked about Beale Street in the early days. Bobby, of
course, is still at the top of his game at the age of 80 and still looking great. Apparently Little
Richard once said that the prettiest guys in the world were himself and Bobby Rush. Bobby would
have preferred the word 'handsome'.
The rise of Chuck Berry - the 'Shakespeare of Rock'n'Roll' - ended this fascinating and well
produced show. Chuck brought a new approach to Rock'n'Roll, with intelligent lyrics. He also sang
about smart cars at a time when most young blacks would not have the chance of owning one.
Next week's show, called Whole Lotta Shakin', continues the story and I will be looking out for it,
plus the third show Be My Baby which continues the story to the emergence of the Beatles.
Tonight's programme was followed by the movie Rock Around The Clock and there's more good
stuff to come on BBC4 over the next few weeks. There are also several programmes on BBC
Radio 6 coming up, including features of Jerry Lee and Bo Diddley, and it's not too late to catch
some of the recent Ronnie Spector programmes on doowop and the beginnings of soul, which are
excellent. Well done the BBC.
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Monday, July 20, 2015
Tito Jackson - Under The Bridge, London
Guest writer Seamus McGarvey has been to see a Jackson...
Last Friday at Under The Bridge I went to see singer-guitarist Tito Jackson, the third oldest
member of that famous musical family, in a rare solo performance. Although I had heard Tito
perform some blues numbers a few years back, I wasn't sure what to expect, but he delivered an
entertaining blend of blues and some Jacksons hits, and took the opportunity to let the fans hear
six new songs from his forthcoming album, and found them well received.
I caught the last two numbers from the first support act,
Larissa Eddie, who hails from Brighton and has toured
with Lionel Richie and others; an energetic performer with
a good voice and stage personality. Next came the band
supporting Tito on the night, The Diane Shaw Band. I last
saw Diane (pictured) and her excellent band at the
Northern Soul Weekender at Butlins, Skegness, last
September, and they sounded equally solid this time.
Before Tito's appearance, Diane performed a mix of
covers from The Miracles' 'I Second That Emotion' and
Fontella Bass's vibrant 'Rescue Me' through The Elgins' 'Heaven Must Have Sent You' and The
Velvelettes' 'Needle In A Haystack' to Edwin Starr's 'Stop Her On Sight (S.O.S.)', all delivered with
verve and a strong voice, and enthusiastically received by the audience.
Introduced on stage by Diane to excited applause from the large audience, Tito opened with a
great piece of rocking blues featuring good vocals and some nifty guitar work in the shape of 'I
Gotta Play' from his first solo album, and a nicely paced version of T-Bone Walker's 'T-Bone
Shuffle', the band hitting just the right tempo and Tito playing some easy strolling guitar. With
some jokes about his voice not being as high-flying as his late brother Michael's, along with
Denise Pearson (Five Star) and Haydon Eshun (Ultimate Kaos) Tito launched into a selection of
The Jacksons hits from 'I Want You Back' to 'ABC' and 'Dancing Machine' from their Motown days,
on to numbers from the brothers' or Michael's days with Epic including 'This Place Hotel', 'Black Or
White' and 'Blame It On The Boogie'. Both Denise and Haydon were in good voice and danced
energetically, while Tito himself remained well to the fore and kept it all moving along.
For the final section of the show, Tito returned to
his solo role and featured songs from his
forthcoming album, demonstrating versatility
across a range of musical styles. The numbers
included a fine funky piece called 'Jammer St.'
with Tito playing some nice solo guitar, the
medium stepping 'So Far So Good' and the
punchy 'Get It Baby'. He changed the pace for a
country number, 'On My Way Home To You'
which, as he explained, was 'where I started back
in the day', and a medium-tempo reggae-styled
number called 'Home Is Where the Heart Is', once
again featuring some tasteful guitar picking. Despite all of this being new material, Tito managed
to get the crowd onside and singing along, ending with another medium-stepper, 'We Made It',
before the full line-up was reassembled for the closing 'Shake Your Body'. Despite loud calls for
'more!' and much chanting of 'Ti-To! Ti-To!', that was it; the end of a well-balanced 75-minute set,
and an entertaining evening. Seamus McGarvey ('Juke Blues' magazine)
Nick Cobban
As usual, TFTW would like to thank Nick for allowing us to borrow (steal?) his articles.
15

© Denis Hoare

In issue 81 we published the first part of an interview with Iain Terry. Iain had so much to tell us
that we called him back for a couple of further chats and here follows the result of those
conversations.
In the last interview we talked about your childhood and the influences around you. Let’s move on
to leaving school and your first bands.
I was still in The Exiles when I left school. As I said before, it was the most professional band,
apart from Rock Island Line and Screaming Lord Sutch, that I was ever in. I was at Slough
College, got rejected from the army through medical reasons, I’d had kidney problems as a kid - I
went to the medical with the school careers officer and I was swearing at the medical officer, “How
can I be unfit to join the army?” because I was in the school rugby team, the school football team,
the school cricket team, ran the 80 yards, won the 80 yards, used to do cross country running from
Datchet Green up to Windsor and back and always came in the top three, how can I be
unhealthy? He said “It’s on record”. So with that and because the careers master was a bit gay,
we used to call him Jesse James (his name was Dennis), he was talking to my parents back in
Wraysbury, I was upstairs playing my guitar and left them to it, he said “He’s always combing his
hair, have you thought about ladies’ hairdressing?”
I then embarked on a two year technical course in ladies’ hairdressing at Slough College. I got off
with the local beauty queen, a Kathy Kirby lookalike, whose name was Angela. I was going to jack
it after the first term but these cool dudes turned up, Ian Hope and Steven Jakes. Ian was a dead
ringer for Mick Jagger, furry boots, fur coat, long hair. Steven Jakes used to do male modelling,
the spitting image of Marlon Brando and he was earning £60 a time doing catalogue work and £60
in 1965 was a lot of money. They were into all the blues clubs as I mentioned last time and I
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stayed on because I was having fun with them, learning about the music and seeing amazing
people.
Ian played guitar and bass, I played guitar and bass and we got in the local soul band at Slough
College. We had two singers; we were all kids at the time, I think the eldest must have been about
19 or 20, so two great singers for the time, one called Mark Linton and the other guy called Rob
Cleversley. They were great and we did the Sam and Dave stuff, Wilson Pickett, all the top stuff of
the time. I just drifted along with that, played in a few other bands, Rock'n'Roll and R&B bands, a
local Windsor group called Alan and the Undecided where I saw the other guitarist get hold of a
mic stand and slide and bottleneck the guitar with the mic stand, the first time I’d ever seen that
which I thought was amazing for the time. When we had a break he showed me a scale I’d never
even dreamt of for that sort of thing, still with normal tuning, without tuning up to a slide or down to
a D as most people do on slide guitar. I’ve taken that knowledge with me into old age. I drifted
around with a few “rocking R&B” bands that did a mixture of Rock'n'Roll, some of the soul hits at
the time, some of the R&B things like “Hi Heel Sneakers” and “Big Boss Man” and then I just went
back on sax.
We were talking to Cliff earlier about when James Brown came over
and appeared on “Ready, Steady, Go”. I remember watching that
which is why I’m so disappointed nobody had the gumption to film it;
I know Dave Clark owns all the “RSG” tapes but that was one of the
influences that made me go back to sax. I was earning money then
and could actually afford a saxophone and bought one after
watching James Brown, hearing “Papa’s Got A Brand New Bag Part
II”, the B side of “Part I”. I just played that to death and the two
things that stuck out were the bass playing and the saxophone, the
sax solo that goes on virtually for the duration of the track. That was
one of the main influences for going back on sax. I trolled along on
saxophone until that went out the window when I backed Muddy
Waters because one of his guitarists was ill.
Refresh our memories on how that came about Iain.
I was living at Westbourne Park Road in a house full of musicians, artistes and thespians and the
landlord, Patrick, was an ex-singer and dancer on the Black and White Minstrel Show and he got a
load of free tickets to go and see Muddy Waters who was in residence at the Hemel Hempstead
club for a week. We went one night on a Tuesday or Wednesday; he was there all week with
various white R&B support bands and these bands changed throughout the week. We turned up
and there was an ambulance outside. The promoter came running up to me (he knew me through
the landlord Patrick) and asked me to help out. He knew I was a Muddy Waters freak as, although
I played sax, I idolised Muddy. I think he was the most magical singer out there. Those of you who
ever had the wonderment to see him live can testify to what I’m saying; it was kind of like an
unspoken voodoo magical element. I asked what all the panic was about and he said the main
guitarist had been taken ill.
The other guitarist was there for singing purposes only. He knew a couple of the turnarounds but
wasn’t there primarily as a guitarist because Muddy had had a car accident on some bridge over
Chicago where he’d hurt his neck and his back and legs and that’s when he started sitting on a
stool, not because he couldn’t be bothered but because he was in actual pain. He had various
elements within the band that were there for singing purposes if he felt the pain was too much for
him to go on. He had Carey Bell there who was quite a capable singer and had albums himself,
quite apart from his harp playing. He had Pinetop Perkins who was also okay to do things like
“Caldonia” and stuff like that while the other guitarist was primarily there as a backup singer for
him to take over in case Muddy had to go off to take a break.
The main lead guitarist was taken off with a burst ulcer or something in the ambulance and that’s
how I ended up playing lead guitar. He knew that I knew that things like “Honey Bee” were done in
G flat with a capo. Everybody plays it in E or they tune the guitar up to an E and slide on it but I
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knew he did it in G flat with a capo and I knew all the turnarounds, it was concert pitch tuning, all
things like that. I knew then and I still know to this day although at the time being a frustrated sax
player.
I got through that and as I’ve said before I don’t think I played particularly well; Rice Miller would
have had a field day if he was there, a white boy trying to play the blues, too loud, too messy, too
undisciplined but I hadn’t touched a guitar for ages. Everything you should not do for blues, every
trick in the book you should not do for blues, I broke every single rule. If Johnny Winter had have
been in the house I’d have been slagged off mercilessly.
What about Muddy himself, was he happy with the gig?
I didn’t speak to him too much afterwards as he was
surrounded by fans. I think his spine was playing him up
and I believe he had some sort of a brace on his leg
because it was just after that accident. He put on a
really good face, was very friendly with the fans and the
writers but you could tell the guy was in pain. I think
they shooed a lot of the people away but I just got a pat
on the back “Hey man, great band”, he was just very
polite. There were probably about 30 guitarists in there
that could have done a better job than me at that
particular time… not now, but at that time.
There were other blues guys you saw at that period of time; you were talking about Howlin’ Wolf.
Yes, I was never a member but I used to go to school with a lot of the bikers in the Windsor
Chapter of the Hell’s Angels and it was round about that time Howlin’ Wolf was down at the Toby
Jug in Surbiton. He was being backed by the John Dummer Blues Band with Dave Kelly who had
an SG Gibson guitar he played slide, I think T S McPhee before he formed the Groundhogs on
lead guitar, John Dummer on drums obviously and Thumper Thompson on bass. John Dummer
and Thumper Thompson went on to form Darts. They did an excellent job backing Howlin’ Wolf.
Jerry Lee Lewis was over on one of his tours and these bikers were more into Rock'n'Roll looking
forward to going to see Jerry Lee and they didn’t really want to see these blues people but they
came down anyway. There must have been 23 of these bikers and they were all mesmerised by
Howlin’ Wolf and I feel proud that I converted a segment of the Windsor Chapter to blues that
night.
This is the thing that intrigues me when you hear people say “Were the swinging sixties a myth?”
To me, no it wasn’t, because people forget the Musician’s Union on both sides of the Atlantic had
relinquished their rules and I believe this is one of the reasons Cliff went out and never made it in
the States. The Americans had these Fabians and second or third rate, for want of a better word,
Elvises, so what did they want with a British one? But apart from that he couldn’t take the
Shadows, or the Drifters as they were then, because the Musician’s Union at the time had tit for tat
rating where, if an artist came over from Britain, another artist had to come over from the States
and there were all these restrictions about taking bands. Even, if you look back, when Muddy
Waters came over in 1957 the first time that Chris Barber got him over and you had all the blues
anoraks screaming because he played an electric Telecaster when they wanted to hear the
acoustic, he was backed by the Chris Barber Rhythm Section. He didn’t bring his own band
because of the Musician’s Union restrictions.
In the early sixties all those restrictions came down so as far as we were concerned, young white
boys about to go to college, still at school in ’64, you’re going to the Ricky Tick, the Star Club in
Peascod Street, the Flamingo, the Marquee, the High Wycombe Blues Loft, you’re going to all
these subsidiary clubs as well and we were absolutely swamped with black American artists. I’m
ashamed to say (and Bob Burgos who idolises Jimmy Reed has never forgiven me for this) in
1964 we met at the Ricky Tick in Windsor when Jimmy Reed was on. We took in about four
numbers and we went off to the Star Club down Peascod Street because somebody said there's
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this band down there and they do a brilliant version of “Night Train”. So we left Jimmy Reed at
Ricky Tick that stayed open until about five or six in the morning anyway and caught the tail end of
this band, a Small Faces type band whose name I can’t remember, and about two numbers in
caught their version of “Night Train” which I must say I thought was brilliant.
A similar thing happened at the Pantiles Club in Camberley where Jimmy McGriff was on with his
band and that was just a meeting point. We must have paid what seemed like a hell of a lot of
money, 3/11d or something like that, a lot of money to me at the time and we went off to
somewhere crazy like the Flamingo or the Marquee. So, to answer the question you asked about
five hours ago, we were spoiled. When Cathy McGowan said “the weekend starts here” on a
Friday night, for me it really did because we took in three or four clubs on Friday and Saturday.
These days, how could you use those artists just as a meeting point to go off somewhere else? I
would queue round the block and pay £500 to see Jimmy McGriff now (if he hadn’t died in 2008).
We were so spoiled once the Musician’s Union restrictions came down.
That was why Muddy Waters came over later with his own band, not backed by the Chris Barber
Rhythm Section. With the Mersey boom, Dave Clark could take over America and obviously the
Beatles, the music hailing from the Cavern Club, all those people took over the States and it was
reciprocated with Americans coming over here; Howlin’ Wolf, Jimmy Reed, Sonny Boy Williamson.
Those of us that were into off-shoot real classic music such as R&B, blues, soul, and black
Rock'n'Roll and the musical showcases such as the Johnny Otis Show and James Brown, what I
call real humanitarian music, we were spoiled, absolutely spoiled.
What happened after you played with Muddy?
The saxophone was sold! I used to have lessons from a guy called Winston Ingram in Willesden
but the saxophone was sold, I bought a Les Paul guitar and after a period of being homeless,
sleeping on people’s settees and so on, got involved with the daughter of a Persian (Iranian these
days) diplomat called Maggie. I linked up with Ian Hope and Steven Jakes and their girlfriends and
we all lived at Hyde Park Corner for a while until eventually I drifted off back to my parents in
Wraysbury. I had a row with my dad that was ongoing for
years and I wasn’t allowed in the house so I slept in the
caravan at the bottom of the garden… talk about a blues
life, in the winter with the cracked roof light, all the snow
coming through, dripping on my head. You had a choice
of either putting these old fifties oil heaters on and
suffocating or turning them off to breathe and freezing to
death. I was working at the tin factory in Staines on the
night shift for 50p an hour, collecting my sandwiches
from mum at the back door, starting my shift at ten at
night at Staines Trading Estate.
I eventually got it together, managed to break away, got a decent job as a commercial auditor, got
a flat in Egham, bought an amplifier, and drifted around in various semi-pro, Rock'n'Roll, social
club type bands. I went out with this girl whose ex-boyfriend, Wiffle Smith, was the singer with a
band called Contraband and their guitarist had just walked out because of personal problems and I
got a job with them. They were out virtually seven or eight nights a week, twice on Sunday, and
holding down day jobs. Later on, because there was a folk/rock band with the same name that had
big exposure in Melody Maker, Contraband had to change their name and went through Geronimo
and then changed it to Matchbox. I was with them for about two and a half years.
I got friendly with Glen Stoner, the guitarist with Dave Sutch, and Tony Dangerfield who used to
come down to the Duke of Cambridge in Hounslow next door to the bus station.
Contraband/Geronimo/Matchbox used to play there three times a week; twice on Sunday, lunch
time and night time, it used to be packed at night time, and Tuesday, also occasionally on a Friday
or Saturday. Fred Poke wanted another guitarist so we got Steve Bloomfield in. Tony Dangerfield
was playing with Sutch at the time and Glen, who I didn’t really know that well, when I had trouble
with my guitar one time lent me his Les Paul and his Strat while mine was being repaired. Every
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time in the break it was always Tony, Glen and my missus whisking me off to the bar telling me to
leave the band, you’ve got a voice, do your own thing but I just didn’t have the guts to do it. It’s all
right singing a couple of numbers on the mic but I learnt that what you’ve got to do when you front
a band is a whole different concept. You have to learn stagecraft, you have to learn how to
communicate with an audience, and you have to learn how to pace a set. The worst thing in the
world, and you see this with local social club bands, they do a number and then there’s somebody
scratching their cheek, “Ooh, what we gonna do now?” looking round, sipping a beer, all the gaps
when it should be boom, boom, boom.
Later on I learnt with Screaming Lord Sutch, mainly under the tutelage of Steve Woolly the singer
with Rock Island Line, how to pace a set. You start with a crash, bang, wallop, whatever music you
do, you level it up and the set should level like that and then you pick it up, light and shade, and
always play in the key in which the singer wants it to be played. I sing some things in flat keys
which is something I learnt off Muddy Waters, a lot of his stuff is played in flat keys and there is
something about certain numbers being done in flat keys. You’ll get the untutored musicians who’ll
ask what key do you do that in and when told A flat will ask to do it in A, shove it up just to make it
easier for the musicians. I learnt that with Steve Woolly over two and a half years in Germany
when I was learning my tricks from various people - always do it in the key the singer wants.
Whatever you lose instrumentally, you’ve got to follow the singer.
Coming back to Matchbox, somebody then had the
bright idea to go professional although we were
already out for eight gigs a week and holding down
day jobs, so the money was flowing. The
Rock'n'Roll scene was kicking off on its resurgence
with seven or eight bands at the Lyceum. You had
Shaky coming up and down the motorway with the
Sunsets and you had bands like Rocking
Pneumonia, Matchbox obviously and Crazy Cavan
coming up from Wales. We went professional and
signed with Lee Allen at the Carousel Agency and
our gigs went down to three or four a week on the Rock'n'Roll scene... but we were professional.
Then the money got really tight; up the motorway to Scotland and all the way back down, the usual
apprenticeship that everybody does. What we should have done was stay as we were because we
had a really good following around Feltham, Hounslow, Isleworth and Brentford, all round there.
Any gigs we played as early Matchbox, the place was packed and we were earning great money.
It was a hectic lifestyle but maybe what we should have done financially was venture out for the
odd Rock'n'Roll gig in London but kept our situation much the same.
Through Carousel we got this invitation to play at the first Hard Rock Café in Copenhagen. At that
time, agency-wise, you were either with Paul Barrett or Lee Allen and if you were with one, you
couldn’t work for the other. Crazy Cavan was with Paul Barrett and bands like the Flying Saucers
were with Carousel. In the middle was Phil Bailey who was always his own man and managed
Rock Island Line and, for a few years, Dave Sutch and that was while we were out in Germany. By
that time I’d left Matchbox and joined the Strangers, a country/rock band with an old school friend
(that came to an end when he tried to strangle me in the comfort of my own flat). Jimmy Redhead
left Matchbox to join me and after the strangling incident (my wife was asleep and said she didn’t
hear anything) Jimmy and I left the Strangers to form the Cruisers with Gordon Scott. Gordon was,
and still is now, very much into doo-wop, as am I and as is Jimmy because we love vocal things,
although I’m not a doo-wop freak as I love the whole gamut from Skip James to the Flamingos as
it all speaks the same message to me. It could be Muddy Waters playing slide, Freddie King
playing funky soul, James Brown, the Silhouettes, the Rays, whatever, I love it all, even up to
Wilson Pickett. Anyway, Gordon was a doo-wop fanatic, had all the old vinyl stuff, and we formed
what turned out to be a six-piece vocal doo-wop band. We had John Sweeney on keyboards and
we rehearsed intensively. Gordon was a stickler for the getting the harmonies right and was
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encouraging me with various Anglo-Saxon expletives to open my mouth; I had a voice so I should
use it (but not as politely as that). I’m grateful to him for teaching me how to project my voice.
We were going along quite nicely, we played Hastings when there was the big riot there and
somebody got thrown off the pier. Cavan was on, Matchbox was on, the Cruisers were on and I
managed to save Steve Bloomfield’s guitar because it all spilled over on to the stage and I
managed to whisk his guitar off before it got damaged.
I was put in for taking over from George Currie from the Darts, after they’d had commercial
success, through Stuart Coleman after I’d done a Kid Jensen session at the Beeb at Maida Vale
with Stuart Coleman driving me home in what I called the Batmobile. Apparently I was too drunk
and he hid my car keys, and I just remember coming out and seeing all these lights shining on this
car at four o’clock in the morning and I referred to it as the Batmobile. I found out later when I did a
stint with Freddie Fingers Lee that it actually was one of the Batmobiles.
They had three Chevrolets converted for the camp sixties
Batman series; one was static, it didn’t have a motor in it,
and the other two they shaved off and put a bubble over. I
think it was Ed Stewpot Stewart who bought it, had it
shipped over, got bored with it, had the bubble taken off,
and had the roof put back and he sold it to Stuart
Coleman, that’s what Freddie told me anyway. All those
years and I didn’t know until I was in Germany, because I was drunk at the time, and referred to it
because of all these lights at the back as the Batmobile, not knowing that it really was.
Driving home Stuart asked, “How would you like to play with the Darts?” After Den Hegarty had
left, when they advertised through Melody Maker for a bass singer, they had a load of
unprofessional people apply and went through about 300 people and they couldn’t go through that
again. Now they were only going through producers and the top guys in the business who could
recommend a guitar player, so they went through about fifteen guitar players and it was the guy
from Mud (Rob Davis) who got the job. I think it was a managerial thing with Bob England but I got
into the final three. Rita Ray and one of the other singers came up to me and I was told that, when
they were in a doo-wop band before Darts, they used to come to our gigs as the Cruisers and take
note of the stuff we were doing. They’d go home, rehearse it all and do it in their band. Indirectly
the Cruisers were an influence on the Darts. I don’t know if it’s true but I was told Rocky Sharpe
and the Replays used to come and see us play, bearing in mind that things like “Daddy Cool”
weren’t really done on the Rock'n'Roll circuit.
Back to what I was saying about Paul Barrett and Lee Allen and why I left the Cruisers. We
weren’t on the books with Lee Allen at the time and could do gigs with Paul Barrett. We told
Gordon, who was being enticed by Lee Allen, when he was going down the office because
Rocking Pneumonia or one of his bands was on the books with Lee Allen. Jimmy and I said
whatever you do, don’t sign with Lee because we knew our control would have gone and he came
back and had signed with Lee Allen.
Apart from that, to his credit, Gordon was always updating the gear; we had a band “pot” of stuff,
we had a mixing desk, then Gordon added a more up to date version and then a more state of the
art mixing desk. There was a dispute over these mixing desks and I was still owed money as far
as I was concerned for decking out the band with two sets of stage gear and trying to live off £5 a
week. Rock Island Line were on the bill and we were supporting them, somebody else was top of
the bill. I bumped into Steve Woolly in the loo and he asked if I knew any guitar players. Tim
Green, their guitarist at the time, had fallen in love with a West German girl and was leaving at the
end of the week and they had a tour coming up with Screaming Lord Sutch. I told him I was his
man - he’d had an idea I wasn’t happy with the Cruisers having overheard an argument in the car
park when he’d pulled up. He was pleased at not having to audition a replacement and I was off
with Rock Island Line.
How long were you with them, because they were in That’ll Be The Day with David Essex?
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About two and a half years but the film was before I joined them. The great version of Rock Island
Line, if I say so myself, was Tim Green on guitar, Larry and Gerry who went off to form a new
band but what a great swing outfit they were with Steve Woolly, and originally on drums it was
Nick de Palma but later on there was a dispute when we recorded a version of “Justine” for Phil
Bailey and they got Dave Dufort in. Dave was with us when we nearly got shot by the Russians
when we crashed through the Berlin barrier (more of that in a minute). Dave Dufort was the
original drummer for Angel Witch, heavy metal, and I think he had a stint with Motorhead before
they settled on their line-up and his sister Denise Dufort was the drummer in Girlschool who
reached number 5 with Motorhead as Headgirl. Just before Girlschool were supporting us in Rock
Island Line, backing Screaming Lord Sutch when we did a great gig at the London Dungeon.
Denise was twisting my arm to give little details to the two girl guitarists during the breaks between
the sets.
Back to my mention of Berlin. I always thought you had West Germany and East Germany and
Berlin was right in the centre of it. Apparently West Berlin was an island and you had to go a few
miles inland of East Germany before you came to West Berlin. The reason is that when the
Russians were coming through that side in the war, Eisenhower was going to make a stand
against the Russians. Apparently Churchill and a few of the others were worried about the third
world war starting so they said let the Russians come all the way around Berlin and then we’ll
negotiate the territory back after everything’s settled down which of course never happened.
What used to happen if you drove there was you’d
have three main corridors to drive and as soon as you
got over the West German barrier it was like going
back in time, it was like you were thrown back to the
thirties or forties, really dilapidated, lovely old houses
but still bullet holes in them, and steam trains. As you
drive over these hills you’re looking at what you think
are garden sheds in allotments but as you come closer
you see curtains in the windows and people are
actually living in these garden sheds. You’re told not to
deviate from these corridors and we’re in an old Transit
van driving over cobblestones. You go through the West German barrier, go through no man’s
land and go through East Berlin then the East German barrier, no man’s land and Checkpoint
Charlie and then you reach the West Berlin barrier. Coming out, which we didn’t know, they put an
extra barrier on the East German corridor so you come through the West Berlin barrier, no man’s
land, the East German barrier, drive through the corridor for a bit then they stick an inspection post
there with barriers then you go through another East German barrier, no man’s land, then the
West German barrier, so coming back the sneaky swines put an extra barrier in.
Anyway, we’re coming back after doing these gigs with Dave Sutch and the way we used to do it
in those days with Phil Bailey was you’d have two vans, one full of Sutch’s props with a German
driver and Steve Golly invariably in that van, you had the Rock Island Line van with the back line
and more of Sutch’s props that wouldn’t fit in the first van, and then you had Phil Bailey’s Bentley.
We had a rota where a couple of the band could take turns to ride in the Bentley with Phil Bailey
and Dave Sutch in comfort. It was my turn to be in the Bentley but no, I wanted to be one of the
boys and went in the van.
We’d lost touch with the Bentley (we weren’t in convoy as such) and the other van. Steve Woolly
had a 50 Deutschmark East German note and because communist money wasn’t recognised he
was trying to get rid of this note. It was raining and windy, it’s about four o’clock in the morning,
we’d done three or four gigs in Berlin where nobody ever slept, highest suicide rate in the world
because they live on a knife edge all the time it’s such a fast city. We’d gone through the first
couple of barriers and suddenly we’re at the bottom of a hill and Steve saw what he thought was a
transport café and said he’d treat us all to a drink to spend his note. He turned round, bearing in
mind we weren’t supposed to deviate from the corridor, then realised his mistake as it turned out
to be a motorised Polizei unit, and swiftly turned back again. Unbeknown to us the extra barrier
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was at the top of the hill and they’re watching a Ford Transit with western number plates turn
round at the bottom of the hill and then turn round again. An extra complication was that they were
changing the guard.
We got to the barrier manned by the Russians in their dirty green uniforms whereas the East
Germans always looked smart in a Confederate coloured uniform although the Russians were the
dominant, authoritative force. The Russian had his back to the barriers and, in his delight to get off
duty, one of the East German guards has left one of the barriers up with a green light and one
down with a red light, with a white line in the gap. The Russian doesn’t know this and is standing
there with his Kalashnikov and has waved the van up. Nigel Williamson, our roadie at the time who
had taken some pills to keep him awake, has passed the papers through the window. The
Russian, still with his back to the barrier, has waved us on, meaning for us to go to the white line,
not knowing that the barrier is up. Nigel, never mind the papers, has driven through the gap in the
barriers, the Russian has turned round and shouted “Halt! Halt!” Nigel, instead of stopping, has
panicked and put his foot on the gas.
All these sirens went off, all these vehicles came out of nowhere and, just like the movies,
everything goes into slow motion. The guard on the turret has pulled down his goggles and got on
the machine gun and the screen was coming down so somebody had got Nigel round the throat,
someone had turned the ignition off and stamped on the brakes and, because we had this wooden
partition in the back of the van and in those days we used lots of massive, 120 watt, valve Hiwatt
amplifiers, they all came forwards, built like castles, crashed through the partition, hit Dave Dufort
in the back of the head and he’s out cold. All these vehicles pull up, the doors are yanked open,
and just like in the Blues Brothers film, we had what seemed like 50 (but probably more likely 15)
guns pointed right at my head and the heads of the others. We were pulled out and had to totally
empty the van with armed Russian soldiers walking around the van, no medical attention for Dave
Dufort, no water, no food, no nothing. They fined us what was a lot of money to them but not much
to us, 200 Western Deutschmarks which was nothing under the circumstances.
We were kept there for an hour and twenty minutes, bearing in mind we were carrying some of
Sutch’s props and the big aluminium axe came out (fortunately the coffin was in the other van).
They eventually phoned through to the next barrier, the East German one we’d been expecting to
reach, and when we get there we’re given a hard time and held for about another hour. They
phoned through to the West German barrier and when we get there, totally different. “Oh hello, we
hear you’ve had a bit of trouble” and we were finally able to ask where the nearest hospital was,
which was about 25 minutes away. On the way to the hospital, the delayed shock hit and
everybody was vomiting, except myself and Dave who was still out, and we were really worried
about him as he was getting paler by the minute. Suddenly my cheeks started shaking, and then
my left hand and I was sitting in the back of the van like Shaking Stevens. We did then get to the
hospital and get some medical treatment for Dave. We also made the papers that week.
They must have been on their toes because we were told that two weeks earlier a West German
DJ was allowed in to do some gigs and he smuggled out a West Berlin girl in the speaker cabinet
and instead of keeping it quiet it was all over the news. We were told in no uncertain terms by one
of the Western guards that if we hadn’t got Nigel to stop the Russian guard would have shot our
petrol tank.
Back in the UK after Berlin, what happened then Iain?
I got a knock on the door from Fred Poke out of Matchbox saying they wanted me back as I had
about five or six days off before I went off on tour with Sutch and Rock Island Line again. I did
three or four gigs over here with Matchbox but then I couldn’t leave Sutch and Rock Island Line in
the lurch with only a few days’ notice for a major tour so I went back with them. I was earning quite
a lot of money doing it and I was having the time of my life, apart from nearly getting shot.
The highlight of my musical career, such as it is, and hopefully there may be more to come, no
matter what degree of success I’ve had with the reformation of Matchbox, is my two and a half
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magical years with Screaming Lord Sutch and Rock Island Line in Germany. And that’s really
sincere; every week was like a film script, brilliant.
After that I was with various bands such as the Jive Brothers,
Clive’s Jive Five with Clive Osborne, who appeared on QTV
and Pebble Mill At One, a great band that should have been in
the charts along with the Stargazers, we had an offer from
Red Bus but for whatever managerial reasons that was turned
down. I’m proud of the great album I made with Clive on
Rockhouse. I formed a country/swing band with my current
drummer Les Curtis, only 17 then (in the meantime he’s gone
off to play with Imelda and Darrel Higham), Electric Accordion
where we were jazzing up old Hank Williams tunes like “Dear
John” and then, at the tail end of one of the reformations of
Matchbox, me and my missus decided to emigrate to Canada.
I had the privilege of playing with about six bands out there; I
played bass with five around Toronto because there are no
bass players in Toronto. You’ve got bands like Steve Lee and the Ride I played bass with and the
singer, Steve McQuarrie is his real name, driving around with a bass and a bass cabinet in his
pickup truck. He doesn’t play bass but they knew they could find somebody like me who needed
the money. I played with Frankie Foxx and the Highway Hepcats who were very good. He used to
play his guitar tuned to a D chord in a most unorthodox style. He had a Gretsch Eddie Cochran
replica guitar and didn’t necessarily play just rocking music; he played a lot of Elmore James and
stuff like. It was great playing with them. I played bass with a couple of other bands then I played
guitar with a guy called Joe Passion and we toured up and down the Sheraton hotels.
What year are we talking about now?
This would have been ’95 or ’96. I played a few ranches for cowboys; there are a lot of cowboys
around Toronto so they had these ranch house dances, usually around Christmas time with all
their wives and girlfriends. Dances with Rock'n'Roll music as a lot of cowboys like Rock'n'Roll and
country. I did a couple of Indian reservations, you’re not supposed to call them that but talk to
anyone and they say just call me an Indian. Don’t think poverty because they’re the richest people
there, they pay no tax at all because of their status and with their casinos money is all over the
place.
I went to New Brunswick with Joe; a big band, two girl singers, saxophone player, a guy called
Spike Katz on double bass who ended up playing bass behind Ronnie Dawson, he actually moved
down to America to do that. I was told that once I got my immigration status in order (I was actually
chucked out of the country twice) he was working on getting me involved with the Ronnie Dawson
band. They used to do a bit where Joe set fire to his piano but in a controlled way. He had this
effigy of a grand piano with gas pipes running through, controlled from his stool so when he did
“Great Balls Of Fire” at the end of the act, flames would come up and then he’d turn them down.
While he was doing that if there was enough room, Spike would take his double bass with a radio
mic, get on the double bass on top of the bar which brought the house down. Not so much at the
Sheraton where you had a strict half hour deadline and you were just a distraction from the
gambling.
This was New Brunswick and we were working our way down towards Buffalo. We started at the
first Sheraton hotel and they’ve all got big gambling casinos. We weren’t playing on the first night,
it was just our introduction to the hotel. We were given our rooms and free tokens to have as many
meals as we wanted, Spike and Joe being typical musos, if it’s there have it. They must have had
about three steaks on the first night and made themselves really ill. We were taking over from
Barbara Mandrell and we were making our way to the back to introduce ourselves to the manager
of the casino when we heard this massive argument coming out of the dressing room. It doesn’t
matter who you are, you could be Michael Jackson for all they care, and you are just a distraction
from the gambling for a break. You have to do three half hour spots and that’s it. I believe Barbara
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Mandrell was a big star at the time and the manager was having a go at her because she was six
or seven minutes late coming off stage and, amongst various expletives, he was explaining she’d
cost him $30,000 in lost revenue. So, needless to say, when we went on stage the following night
Joe’s at the piano with a clock on top, Spike’s playing with a clock stuck to his bass with masking
tape, I’m playing with my travel clock. It was all synchronised, half an hour, we’re off!
Tell us about your return from Canada.
Coming back from Canada, the family was in a state, the kids wanted to come out of Canada, I
was doing three jobs just to survive, just sleeping on a Wednesday and my doctor told me to take
it easy or I’d get ill. I let two of the jobs go and as it happened I got a call from Greggy’s swing
band asking if I could play guitar because he was doing holiday camps and Rock'n'Roll gigs and
stuff like that which I did. I had to go back to Canada to sort some things out and Greg moved on
with some different members. The sax player Dave and the drummer Jamie Royce decided to
form something with me when I came back from Canada so we formed a trio. I said I’d get a singer
and a bass player in but Dave wanted to keep it as a trio and he would play bass. I pointed out
that he didn’t play bass, he’d been playing saxophone for 25 years and he told me I could teach
him. Anyway we carried on with that and then I was forced out front to lead the whole thing and
that’s when I found out you have to accumulate stagecraft when you’re in front of a band. It’s okay
if you want to sing a couple of numbers from within a band but if you’re leading the band it’s a
whole different ball game. This was down to other people’s situations as they wanted more money
from a gig by cutting down on members.
John Bedder, who was involved with the Joe Meek stable in the early days, had his own affiliated
blues club built into his pub in Derby and he gave us our first kick off for the trio. I was really
nervous on the first gig because that’s when I learnt that you had to communicate with the
audience. I had Dave walking behind me with the bass saying “More rabbit, more rabbit, you’ve
got to talk to them.” We used to run it like a business, we’d do John Bedders’ Blues Bar and then
Wades Bar, another blues bar on the other side of Derby, we’d do like holiday camps and cabaret
so we commercialised the setup a bit, mixed it all up, instrumentals, Ventures and all that. We’d
support a couple of Rock'n'Roll gigs, come back down and go straight back to work in our day
jobs.
On the first gig I was really, really nervous, the first time I’d been nervous for years, bearing in
mind I’d done Wembley, a country festival backing Hayden Thompson, I’d been on the same bill
as Jerry Lee Lewis ten times and I couldn’t give a toss if my trousers fell down, I just wasn’t
nervous. Even when people are being ill in the dressing room I’m just sitting there, reading a book
and drinking a whisky and then just go. Fortunately the audience at John Bedders’ Blues Bar knew
us and were really friendly. At one time we backed Big Jim Sullivan up there when he came off a
tour with Vince Eager. this was our first bout of doing this with me leading the band and we did a
cabaret at Berwick-upon-Tweed, came back and did a couple of Rock'n'Roll support gigs and after
those four or five gigs we were back at John Bedders’ Blues Bar. By this time I’ve got some
confidence, a lot of confidence, I’m really getting off on it, cracking jokes and all the rest of it. “Any
Buddy Holly fans in? Shame he died at 21. Good news, Glenn Miller’s just landed at Gatwick…
one two three four…” and off we’d go. I’m rabbiting away now and not feeling ill between numbers
and I’ve now got Dave walking behind me saying “Shut up, shut up.”
That band carried on for about seven years and then dissipated because I knew that Dave would
miss playing his sax and Chris Black came along with his big review. he already had a sax player
and we were crossing over at a Skegness Rock'n'Roll festival and Chris asked Dave to stand in
with his band. Chris didn’t need another sax because he had Jerry but then he got used to the two
saxophones together and gradually Dave drifted off back on sax which is what I thought would
happen after seven years on bass. I just carried on working and then depping with Matchbox. I’m
like the official dep for Matchbox, which doesn’t upset the promoters abroad because if Fred
doesn’t go out, the bass player, as we’ve got older in years although I’m a founder member of
Matchbox, for whatever reason me and Fred look alike to the punters when they don’t see
Matchbox for months on end. Fred won’t mind me saying he’s slightly bigger built than me with a
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slightly more sizeable stomach. It gets really embarrassing even recently at Hemsby, where I had
Scandinavian bikers coming up to me, about fifteen minutes into a conversation talking to me as if
I’m Fred and then realising I’m not him, so embarrassing.
I was depping with Matchbox
then my good friend Clive
Osborne had a row with his bass
player’s fiancée who wouldn’t let
her man go out with Clive as she
thought Clive was a bad
influence in the Surfin’ Gorillas. I
did a couple of albums with Clive
and the Gorillas and a few gigs
with them. We’re doing an album
next month as it happens. That’s
all I was doing until the driver for
Matchbox, P J Johnson who is
also a double bass player, hinted
he wouldn’t mind having a jam
with me about three or four years
ago. He had his own little studio
P.J., Les and Iain © Radio Caroline
attached to his garage, so we
had a blow, initially with Jimmy
the drummer from Matchbox who dropped out and then I got Les Curtis in. Originally we were
doing cancer festivals and gigs around Hitchin up to Milton Keynes and we were called Beach
Brazil and the Walnuts. When Les came in he didn’t like the name too much, saw Smiley Jacks
written on one of my flight cases and decided to take that as our name. I’d used the name for a
short while before when Dave Thorncroft’s wife Sarah used to book our gigs as Smiley Jacks until
Dave changed it one day to the Iain Terry Band. Off stage I don’t have an ego and I really didn’t
want my name up front but Dave explained that whenever he or his wife were on to promoters
abroad, they didn’t know what Smiley Jacks was and they had to explain it. However, as soon as
the name Iain Terry was mentioned they’d take the booking so he changed the name but I’d
already sprayed up my flight cases with Smiley Jacks.
In the days with Dave and Jamie Royce, when we first formed the trio after the great swing band,
we were sitting round Dave’s place at Chelmsford wondering what to call ourselves. It was about
three in the morning in Dave’s front room and we were watching a film called Heaven’s Prisoners
with Alec Baldwin set in New Orleans. Alec Baldwin’s character is talking to some ladies of the
night in a brothel come drinking place and he asks where they were going and they replied. “We’re
all going down Smiley Jack’s.” That’s when everyone jumped up and decided that’s the name. I
did some research and Smiley Jacks is the New Orleans equivalent of a Del Boy. In the twenties,
thirties and forties in New Orleans culture, it wasn’t really a pimp or a drugs dealer although a
Smiley Jack would get that if required, but he invariably had a zoot suit and a homburg hat and if
you wanted a stolen carpet or stolen tyres or stolen petrol, anything that was a bit iffy, you’d phone
up the Smiley Jack.
Beach Brazil and the Walnuts was a name I thought of when I was 13 years old at school because
I was into Bee Bumble and the Stingers, Johnny Kidd and the Pirates, so dreaming away in a
maths lesson which always bored me I came up with Beach Brazil and his Walnuts. The name
was on hold for all those years but sadly Les refused to gig under that name so Smiley Jacks was
brought out of retirement.
Clive Duffin out of Foot Tapping Records gave us an opportunity to do an album, we did a few gigs
and that’s where I am today with Smiley Jacks.
What plans do you have for the future?
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We’ve just done a few tracks with Robb Shenton up at his studio in
Nottinghamshire and Shane O'Shaughnessy, the guy up there who runs
Hoodwink Recordings, is interested in us doing a few tracks for his label
(Smiley Jacks forming part of the nine-piece group backing Robb) so we’ll be
going back up there to record another release of original tracks. Apparently,
with Robb’s recording, the stuff I did on organ and a bit of piano seems to have
gone down well so I might do a couple of tracks featuring the organ. We’ve
now got a really good harmonica/singer in Martin who was with us at the
Dublin Castle. He’s got a kind of black voice and I think he plays harp really well. We’re now a
four-piece and he’s brought a different aspect to the band so we take rockabilly, blues, R&B with
Martin’s R&B influence, things like “Walking The Dog”, “New Orleans” and we just mix it all up with
some original things. We have loads of instrumental ideas and
we’ll see what happens there, now I’ve got this £3,000 guitar
that I shouldn’t have bought…
Anyone reading the magazine that might want to book Smiley
Jacks, who do they contact?
They can either go through you or the Smiley Jacks website.
When John Spencely was taken ill and Graham Fenton
suggested you as a replacement, how did you feel about the
show?
I’m grateful he did, it’s opened a lot of doors. I really enjoyed
the show although I thought it was hard work rehearsing with
eight different people with their individual songs and individual
styles. I do enjoy backing people of note anyway and I do
enjoy variety. It was hard work but I thrive on hard work
musically, it’s better than hard work in social work and I think a
lot less dangerous.
Once again Iain, many thanks for taking the time to talk to us.
It’s been a pleasure Keith.
Recording and photos © Denis Hoare

Booking The Big Beat Since Johnny Burnette Was In The Charts
Paul Barrett
Rock'n'Roll Enterprises
(est. circa 1960)

For all pre-Beatles Rock'n'Roll, coast to coast and world-wide.
From the Jets to Crazy Cavan, Jackson Sloane and the Rhythmtones to Matchbox, Wee
Willie Harris to The Class Of ’58. With Gene Summers, Roddy Jackson, Linda Gail Lewis,
Jack Scott, Ray Campi, Billy Harlan, Charlie Gracie.
As well as the Incredible Roy Young and Band, Alvin Stardust, Shane Fenton and, from
Germany, the Lennerockers

One call, book 'em all.
Tel: 02920 704279, Fax: 02920 709989
e-mail: barrettrocknroll@ntlworld.com
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by Tristan Bernays, Southwark Playhouse

A group of Woodies went to see this musical fringe production at a matinee performance on
Saturday June 13th. It was set in the Elephant and Castle area (where the Southwark Playhouse
actually is) in 1956.
Showing that teenage knife and gun crime didn't start in the modern era of drug-related gang
warfare, if focuses on Teddy and Josie on the Teddy-boy/Teddy-girl Rock'n'Roll scene of the time.
The music was provided by the show's band, Johnny Valentine and the Broken Hearts, who
performed mainly numbers specially written for the show by Dougal Irvine. The cast was listed as
Alexander Bean, Jennifer Kirby, Will Payne, Joseph Prowen and Alice Offley. However apart from
the band members (three guys and a girl) all other parts were played by the two leading actors,
which made it a bit confusing at times.
The story features a riot at a showing of the film 'Blackboard Jungle' when Bill Haley's 'Rock
Around The Clock' is played (a snatch of the record was played, sounding to me far more
electrifying than anything the band played. The lead singer was slightly better, I thought, on the
slower numbers.) The story features a robbery of a pawn shop with a gun, which inevitably is used
during a fight later in the play and someone dies.
I suppose Rock'n'Roll enthusiasts are bound to pick loads of holes in the production as so many
things lacked authenticity. Teddy, for instance, was dressed in a frock coat rather than a drape
jacket, the dance steps were all wrong (even The Twist was featured which didn't exist in 1956),
and whoever heard of local radio advertising gigs in UK in the 1950s? Even pirate stations didn't
come along till the 1960s. Also, when escaping from the police, a siren is heard, but of course
police cars all had bells in the UK in the 1950s. The female lead was dressed more authentically
with pedal pushers, pony-tail, string tie, white blouse, etc.
I suppose this is nit-picking, but the music itself I found unexciting when compared with some of
the Rock'n'Roll bands we are all familiar with on the circuit. Only one actual 1950’s number was
sung, after the performance ended, and that was Chuck Berry's 'Johnny B. Goode'.
However it was a nice afternoon out. Many Woodies ventured to a local pie and mash shop before
the performance and to a pub afterwards. I felt the idea was fine, but the production would have
benefited from a better band/lead singer and at least one or two more actors to play the various
parts, and more attention to details which stuck out like a sore thumb when they got it wrong.
Tony Papard
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SOUL KITCHEN
“Required reading” - John Broven.

LOST SOUL
MIGHTY SAM McCLAIN
Sam McClain was one of the truly great unsung heroes of soul, a
genuine original. His gruff rich gravel voice, and potent gutsy mix of
driving sledgehammer Soul-blues, combined perfectly with agonised
pleading material.
Sam McClain was born, 15 April 1943, in Monroe, North Louisiana. He
was one of twelve children and was part raised by his Grandma in
nearby Winnsboro. His mother sang in a local gospel group, so it was
the natural path, from a very early age, for young Sam to sing in his
mother’s church choir.
After dropping out of school he picked up work as a cotton picker.
School friend Robert Green (aka Little Sonny Green) introduced him to
Little Melvin Underwood, who had a very successful road band,
particularly on the 'Chitlin Circuit'. He offered Sam a job in his road
crew. It wasn't long before Sam was singing backing vocals. When Green quit the group Sam
became lead vocalist. He stayed with Melvin's group until 1963. The group played a club date in
Pensacola, Florida, where he met up with a group called Dothan Sextet, who sometimes backed
Otis Redding. They were very keen to sign Sam as their lead vocalist. When Melvin left for
Wisconsin, Sam stayed behind joining the Sextet.
Sam was with Dothan Sextet for three years. Overtime he got disgruntled by the continuous round
of service bases, the group’s lack of ambition, although financially rewarding, basically they were
stuck in an unadventurous existence.
Sam packed for Mobile, Alabama, where he soon hooked up with a group called the Rounders. It
was while with the Rounders that Sam got his "Mighty Sam" tag. By accident a promoter billed him
as Mighty Sam, it stuck. Now called Mighty Sam and the Rounders, the group built up a healthy
following around the club circuit.
In 1966 the group had a residency at the popular 506 Club in Pensacola, Florida. It was here one
night things were to change dramatically, when he was discovered by producer/DJ 'Papa' Don
Schroeder, resulting in Sam being offered a recording contract. Schroeder took him to the famed
Muscle Shoals studios. Sam cut a fiery gospel workout version of Don Gibson's classic country
song, 'Sweet Dreams (Of You)', along with a handful of other demos. Schroeder headed to
Nashville, meeting up with representatives from Amy/Bell. They liked the product and within a few
days the record was released on Amy Records, backed with a jumping country blues, 'Good
Humour Man'. The record was a sizable hit in the Southern States, but failed to make any
impression on the national charts. Also at the time the record was competing with a version by
Tommy McClain, which was a big hit. The follow up also failed to make any inroads to the charts.
It was a version of Buster Brown's classic R&B stomper, 'Fannie Mae' b/w 'Badmouthin', a gritty
mid pacer, with that Fame sound well to the fore. In the UK when released on Stateside this piece
of wax became a prized possession.
A further six Amy releases ended with a stunning version of the standard, 'I (Who Have Nothing)',
flipped with an uncompromising up-tempo mover, 'Papa True Love', a real Southern Soul
experience in all its untainted glory. Alas all saw little success in record sales. In 1969 Dave Godin
released, on his UK Soul City label, the album MIGHTY SOUL, which featured all his Amy
recordings.
In the early seventies quality output on Atlantic never materialised in sales. A one-off single with
Malaco, resulted in an excellent version of the country soul, 'Mr and Mrs Untrue', which had
already been a hit for many, including the original version by Candi Staton.
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Disillusioned, he slowly moved away from music, first heading for Nashville and finally ending up
in New Orleans around 1981, taking any menial jobs he could find. His marriage had broken up,
he was completely broke, sleeping rough, eating out of the garbage can and becoming more
reliant on alcohol.
As fate would have it Sam forced his way into singing a few numbers at the 544 Club in New
Orleans, with the resident band the Blue Rockers. Their drummer Kerry Brown was very
impressed and, along with some friends of Kerry, resulted in the formation of a six piece group
called Brownsville. The group started to pick up bookings at smaller New Orleans clubs, playing
blues and soul.
Sam was introduced to Carlo Ditta, who got Sam's vinyl career back on the comeback trail, with
the deep ballad, 'Pray', on the New Orleans label, Orleans. Also an excellent 5-track mini album,
YOUR PERFECT COMPANION was issued in 1986 which included one of the finest ever covers
of Sam Cooke’s 'A Change Is Gonna Come'.
Out of nowhere Sam was offered a chance to tour Japan with bluesman Wayne Bennet. A brilliant
live album was recorded, LIVE IN JAPAN, which features a breath-taking cover version of O V
Wright's 'Gone For Good'.
So from his darkest hours Sam, now a born again Christian, had come back from what looked like
a hopeless situation.
Back home in the USA Sam, in 1987, guested on the Black Top HERBERT SUMLIN'S BLUES
PARTY album, (which I must confess I had forgotten all about), which features amongst his four
tracks the stunning Ronnie Earl penned, 'A Soul That's Been Abused', a seven minute
masterpiece of tortured emotion, with a storyline that really hits home.
In 1993 he signed for Audioquest label, then later
Telarc. Numerous successful albums, world tours,
major blues festivals, Grammy and Handy
nominations, award after award, put Mighty Sam
McClain deservedly well back in the spot light.
He will always be remembered as producing some
of the best Southern Soul-blues of all-time. His
subject matter covered all the trials of life from tears
and pain to happiness, love and hope. Genuine
Southern Soul never went away, alas we've now lost one of the few soul singers, and a major flag
bearer of that art. He died 15th June 2015.
Soulsssssssssssssssssssssssssoulssssssssssssssssssoulssssssssssssssssoul
SOUL/R&B SINGLES released in the UK by label. 1970. Part
15. Catalogue numbers in brackets. Unless stated all comments
relate to the A side.
SOUL CITY RECORDS
SOUL CITY began its existence in 1966, as a modest record
shop in Deptford High Street, London, devoted solely to the sale
of R&B and Soul records. It was owned by one of the most
respected soul journalists Dave Godin, along with David Nathan
and Robert Blackmore.
The shop soon outgrew Deptford and moved to Covent Garden,
London. It was from this base that the Soul City record label was
launched, a label which existed entirely for the release of American soul records. The label design
was purple and royal blue with the never to be forgotten phrase on the right hand side, "SOUL AS
DEEP AS YOU LIKE....AND THEN SOME..."
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April 1968 saw the label’s debut release with Don Gardner & Dee Dee Ford 'Don't You Worry' b/w
'I'm Coming Home To Stay'. The second release was the classic and greatest platter ever
recorded, 'Nothing Can Stop Me', by Gene Chandler. Although released previously in the UK on
Stateside, it went onto become Soul City's biggest selling hit single, which soared to number 41 on
the national charts. Unfortunately for Soul City the success of 'Nothing Can Stop Me' was not
emulated.
Soul City also released a handful of albums of which, in 1969, the late Mighty Sam's scintillating
MIGHTY SOUL was one, which contained his complete Amy output.
Allen Toussaint's 'We The People' was to be Soul City's final release. In 1970 the set up went
bust, which saw Soul City close both the label and the only true specialist soul shop. Today Soul
City is still fondly remembered.
Chris Jackson - I'll Never Forget You/ Forever I'll Stay With You (112) (UK Prod)
Jackson took up residence in the UK around this time, and this was his first single. He's fine
vocally and song is pleasant enough, but the production and arrangement are very amateurish.
Allen Toussaint - We The People/Tequila (119) (Bell)
Writer, producer and arranger Toussaint, as you know, is also an accomplished pianist and
vocalist. This is a funky piano led instrumental that features a vocal group solely for the chorus.
This was the last release on the Soul City label.
STAX RECORDS
The name Stax Records is identified with classic soul music. The
label is grouped with other great soul labels, like Tamla, Chess,
and Atlantic.
Founded in Memphis, Tennessee, in 1957, by brother and sister
Jim Stewart and Estelle Axton and originally called Satellite, the
name was eventually dropped in favour of Stax. At the onset the
label recorded local talent, but was soon drawing a who’s who of
soul talent. The label’s product was distributed by Atlantic
Records. Stax grew increasingly troubled, with artists deserting
the label, unable to pay taxes, royalties or meet its payroll
commitments. Stax was closed down on the 12th January 1976.
The Bar Kay's - Song And Dance/I Thank You (146) (Stax)
Here's a funky instrumental item from the Kay's. Chant accompaniment, and heavily influenced by
the Afro sound. Good driving brass, aided by heavy bass runs.
William Bell - Bring The Curtain Down/Born Under A Bad Sign (143) (Stax)
A couple of tracks from Bell's excellent BOUND TO HAPPEN' album. Top side is a splendid ballad
with a nice feel to it, plus good lyrics, nice tune and, as expected, beautifully sung. Flip is the old
Albert King hit that Bell co-wrote.
Booker T & The MGs - The Horse/Slum Baby (136) (Stax)
Booker T & The MGs - Down At Ralph's Joint/Something (152) (Stax)
Neither of these sides do anything for me. Nice productions and they do feature some nice Booker
T organ breaks and Steve Cropper guitar licks. Very mundane.
Steve Cropper - Funky Broadway/ Crop Dustin' (147) (Stax)
Now we have Steve Cropper solo, who was synonymous with the Stax Memphis Sound. This
competent piece of funk adds nothing to this soul classic. Interesting guitar instrumentals. Typical
Stax sound, that's it.
Eddie Floyd - Why Is The Wine Sweeter (On The Other Side)/People, Get It To Together (138)
(Stax)
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Heavy bass-laden beat, with Floyd relaying his message about stealing love, only for it to be
stolen. A well balanced record that's an indefinable touch of real soul, which went nowhere despite
the fact it is a good soul sound.
Eddie Floyd - California Girl/Woodman (145) (Stax)
Opens with Eddie rapping his explanation of how he met this girl in California. It's a very good
song, and Floyd's performance is as good as ever, but the backing doesn't seem to gel for some
reason. Pity; this was so close to being a real gem.
Eddie Floyd - My Girl/Laurie (153) (Stax)
You know the song and this version is quite stunning, with Eddie vocally in tremendous form. The
Stax brass is there and simply overall a good outing. Made top fifty in the States.
Isaac Hayes - I Stand Accused/I Just Don't Know What To Do With Myself (154) (Stax)
Now I confess that I'm a great Isaac Hayes admirer. He in his time had to be one of the most
creative artist in soul. Both tracks are from Isaac's brilliant album, THE ISAAC HAYES
MOVEMENT, where you find the extended and full length versions of these two songs, which are
far superior to the shortened 45s. The first song is attributed to its creator, Jerry Butler, whilst the
second side is the Bacharach-Davis song that has been recorded by virtually every worthwhile
artist. Needless to say, Isaac does them both in his own inimitable way, and they both come over
perfectly. Great stuff.
Luther Ingram - My Honey And Me/Puttin' Game Down (142) (KoKo)
In my opinion boss Ingram can do no wrong. Driving beat that never lets up with some very
interesting guitar chords. But above all it was a dance floor filler. Good brass. It was a big
American smash. Flip side is more of the same. Get your dancing shoes on.
Luther Ingram - Home Don't Seem Like Home/Ain't That Loving You (For More Reasons Than
One) (148) (Stax)
It’s a haunting mid-tempo ballad with a fairly strong tune but really not a lot going for it. In America
the flip was the a side, and was a top ten R&B and sizeable pop hit. It’s a gentle ballad with a
similar feel to Brook Benton's gem 'Rainy Night In Georgia'.
David Porter - One Part-Two Parts/Can't See You When I Want To (155) (Stax)
Disappointing considering the co-writer is Isaac Hayes.
Johnnie Taylor - Love Bones/Separation Line (141) (Stax)
Pulsating beat, but a rather repetitive item. Now on the b side we find the deepest track this time
around. A brilliant version of Laura Lee's coming of age song/opus. A marvellous high school
sweetheart story as they grow older and slowly drift apart. An impassioned tear jerker. Both from
the SOUL PHILOSOPHY album.
Johnnie Taylor - Who's Making Love/I'm Trying (106) (Stax)
One of the truly great soul records, the US million seller from 1968, got another chance to impress
the UK public. Musically, it concentrates on the heavy bass with plenty of that brilliant Memphis
brass. Great dance record that was popular on the London soul scene, even first time around. B
side is a slower ballad, where the brass steals the show, though there is a good, solid beat that is
perfected by Al Jackson's drumming and Duck Dunn's bass. Two excellent sides.
Johnnie Taylor - Steal Away/Friday Night (150) (Stax)
A bluesy cut on the old Jimmy Hughes 1964 classic. Don Davis has done a good down home
production with some clever use of brass and guitar/bass, whilst Taylor never fails. Another huge
R&B and Pop hit for Stax.
Johnnie Taylor - I Am Somebody pt 1/pt 2 (156) (Stax)
There was no stopping Johnnie this year. Each forty five release was so different from the
previous. This time the order of the day is a hunk of psyche-soul. Part 2 was the American R&B
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smash. The tremendous driving beat that dominates the two sider never lets up, and makes it
irresistible. Don Davis adds an ingenious and versatile arrangement. As our Johnnie says, we are
all 'somebody'. Ride on.
Rufus Thomas - Do The Funky Chicken/Turn You Damper Down (144) (Stax)
Bored with his dog he now picks on the chickens. Well the Dog Man has finally put his Jack
Russel in the kennel, and has now got his hand on a Chicken, although I seem to remember a
Chicken Scratch earlier, around the time when somebody stole his dog. Easily the best dance disc
from Memphis around this time. It was a big hit and had the whole of the States Chickening.
Driving brass riffs, in the accepted Memphis fashion as Rufus belts out directions/instructions for
dancing the Funky Cockerel.
Rufus Thomas - Old MacDonald Had A Farm (Part 2)/The Preacher And The Bear (149) (Stax)
Not satisfied with dogs and chickens, he’s now got the whole farm yard boogieing and dancing to
this nursery rhyme. I actually bought this. It maintains that unmistakable Memphis sound that was
so prominent on the Chicken. The great driving Stax brass battering ram, must have worn those
poor animals out. Now on the flip we have a ridiculous tale of a great big grizzly bear, holding a
preacher to ransom up a tree. Opening has shades of 'Hi-Heel Sneakers'. A good one from Rufus.
Seriously.
Israel 'Popper Stopper' Tolbert - Big Leg Woman (With A Short Short Mini Skirt)/I Got Love (157)
(Warren)
Beat and flare of the record is irresistible, although it sounded somewhat dated at the time.
Anyway it was a record that filled the disco floors, in the more fashionable soul dives, around
London. Was a top twenty R&B chart entry in the States.
Soulsssssssssssssssssssssssssoulssssssssssssssssssoulssssssssssssssssoul
WHAT'S BEEN ON SOULBOY'S DECK RECENTLY?
Another rummage through the soul boxes. This time a really
mixed bag, even a 12" and an album track. As Sam says, I'm
Comin' To Bring You Some Soul. The best kinda music you
can get. You don't believe, check this lot out.
Sam Baker - Comin' To Bring You Some soul (Sound Stage
7 1968)
Leon Haywood - The Streets Will Love You To Death pt 1
(Columbia 1976)
Third Time Around - Soon Everything Is Going To Be Alright
(Denine 1974
Jean Carn - Was That All It Was (Philadelphia Int 1979)
Millie Jackson - House For Sale (Spring 1976)
Chuck Jackson - Love Lights (All Platinum 1975)
Major Lance - Nothing Can Stop Me (UK Pye 1976)
Arthur Crume & the Soul Stirrers - Meeting Over Yonder (Atlanta 1983)
Gene Chandler - Does She Have A Friend For Me (Chi-Sound1980)
R B Greaves - Take A Letter Maria (Atlantic 1973)
Lenny Williams - Compared To What (Warner Bros 1974)
Marvin Smith - Who Will Do Your Running Now (Mayfield 1970)
Bobby Powell - Childhood Days (Excello 1973)
100 Proof Aged In Soul - Ghetto Girl (Hot Wax 1972)
Betty Wright- Tonight Is The Night (Alston 1974)
Howard Tate - She's A Bugler (Atlantic 1972)
R B Hudmon - How Can I Be A Witness (Atlantic 1975)
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John Edwards - Baby Hold Onto Me (Cotillion1976)
John Edwards - Vanishing Love (Aware 1974)
Bill Brandon - Whatever I am, I'm Yours (Moonsong 1972)
Lenny Miles - Don't Believe Him, Donna (Scepter 1961)
The Tomangoes - I Really Love You (Washpan 1978)
Lee Roye - Tears (Nothing But Tears) (Decca 1968)
Bobby Bland - That Did It (Duke 1967)
Bob's a broken man complaining about his heartless women...
THAT DID IT (Pearl Woods)
When we first met, baby, you said, "It's me and you,"
But I found out later there was others, too.
But I didn't quit you, baby; I hung on like a vine,
But when you say your love for me was all in my mind,
Oh, that did it, baby. Lord, that did it, baby
Well, ain't no need in coming back
That's the end and that's that
Oh, you did it, baby
I work six days a week in the rich folk's yard
And anybody can tell you, baby, that kinda work is real hard
You know, I didn't mind taking care of you,
But I saw your other man wearing my brand new shoes
Oh, Lord, that did it, baby. Oh, that did it, baby
Well, there ain't no coming back
That's the end and that's that
Lord, you did it, baby
There's one thing I wanna say (Come on Bob, tell it like it is)
You said we'd get married in the early spring
I passed a pawn shop today; I peeked in and saw my ring
You say you needed the money to pay your rent,
But I saw you sitting at the bar spending your last red cent
Oh, that did it, baby. Oh, that did it, baby
Well, I know you think you're slick,
But you played your last trick
Oh, you did it, baby
Lord, you did it, baby
It's all, it's all over now, baby
I said you that played your last trick now, baby
Lord, it's all over

That Did It (and I should think so too)
O V Wright - What Did You Tell This Girl Of Mine (Backbeat 1967)
Charles Drain - She's Gone (Checker 1967)
Sir Ted Ford - I Wanna Be Near You (UK Barka 1977) (US Stallion 1975, before he was knighted)
Irma Thomas- Full Time Woman (Cotillion 1971)
Moses Dillard & the Tex Town Display - I promise to love you (Shout 1972)
Remember you're in
James Brown - I Lost Someone (King 1961)
Jackie Shane - Any Other Way (Sue 1963)
safe soul hands with....
Otis Clay - I Paid The Price (Moonsong 1972)
Garnett Mimms - Anytime You Need Me (United Artists 1964)
The McCrarys - Love On A Summer Night (Capitol 1982)
Keep on keeping on
Garfield Fleming - Don't Send Me Away (Becket 1981)
We finish on something completely different; a brilliant stripped to the bone version of Michael
Jackson's Billie Jean by Soundgarden and Audioslave front man, Chris Cornell.

SOULBOY
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Mr Angry watches television
Those of you lucky enough to live outside the Greater
London area are spared constant congestion, eye-wateringly
high house prices and eastern Europeans who have
apparently got jobs in sandwich bars without knowing the
English for bread (date and time this happened to me
available on application).
You will also be spared the London ITV News, an example of
tokenism gone mad which has the end result of making
Hospital Radio look and sound the epitome of authoritative journalism.
This coven of incompetence ticks all the token boxes when it comes to presenters that probably
precisely represent every sector of the population of our capital, apart from the non-English
speaking eastern Europeans. Oh, and if London's population were 98 per cent female.
Yes, you got that right. The line-up of presenters includes just one mature WASP, and is otherwise
comprised a sisterhood of the Rainbow Coalition. It is so obviously an exercise in box-ticking that
it's had me wondering who is lesbian, who is transgendered and who is a transvestite. And who is
missing a limb. The news anchor, probably the most important member of the team, is invariably
female and almost invariably incompetent.
I reserve particular bile for a bint who goes by the name of
Lucrezia Millarini (no, I can't be bothered to look up the
correct spelling of her name). Presentably nice looking, she
slumps in her chair staring into the middle distance and
delivers whatever she is being told to say in a sing-song
monotone worthy of an eight year old.
She gives a good impression of not understanding what she is
reading from her autocue and totally lacks any authority,
visible personality, or facial expression.
If I were having dinner opposite her I would be face-down in
my soup bored to death before the main course arrived.
Back in the day, professional news readers like Richard
Baker, Kenneth Kendall and Michael Aspel were not holders
of certificates of broadcast journalism, but actors. They had
learned to project their voices probably at the same time as
they were being taught to pretend they were trees (I know what goes on in The Actors' Studio).
This meant their enunciation was crisp and precise, with emphasis where required, giving viewers
no reason to raise or lower the volume to work out what they were trying to say, and no reason to
find out how this sub-titles thingy worked.
I am reminded of the wonderful tale of the kids' TV animation Ren and Stimpy. The fun guys who
made that programme discovered none of the executives who ran their channel were watching it,
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and decided to make it as surreal and obscene as they could, until they were finally rumbled after
a year, and were removed from the show.
I must assume that no executives from ITV News bother to monitor or watch the London news.
After all, Channel 4 News, made by the same company, may be arguably politically biased, but it's
made to the highest production standards, with excellent interviews, great backgrounders, and a
presenting team who seem to know one end of a camera from the other.
Although I can't be arsed to find out how Lucrezia the mumbler spells her name, I did do a bit of
research into both the programme and her background.
She first came to my attention as the freelance entertainment correspondent on the show, and I
was appalled by her half-asleep interview technique. Amazingly, she is a qualified barrister and
only went into broadcast journalism after she got a certificate in the same. (I also have this, and
it only took me a weekend to get it.) No judge would be prepared to have a silk in front of him who
cannot be heard which is probably the reason for the U-turn in her career.
I also looked up the last Wiki entry for the programme itself, and the listing of full-time staff from
producer down was 100 per cent female, so I guess our token mature white male is a freelance
and unworthy of inclusion in any cast list.
I can understand why television programmes made for an audience whose members come from
every corner of the earth should attempt to represent that audience with the faces that it chooses
to put on screen.
But it should also ensure that those who are chosen are up to the job.
I run Sky TV News in the background during most of the day, so I am pretty much up to date on
national and international news by the time
6pm rolls around, and I am most interested
in what Boris, Ken, and the rest of the
comedians are doing to amuse me in London.

I also happen to live on the edge of East
Anglia, and watch the BBC TV Look East
programme that provides local news at
6.30pm, and presents it with calm
professionalism that proves a marked
contrast to the half-hour that precedes it on
my TV.

The Organ for the Swedish
Rock'n'Roll Club
KUNGSGATAN 5 - SE-432 45 VARBERG - SWEDEN
Founded in 1979, AMERICAN MUSIC MAGAZINE
is an A4 size magazine, published three times a
year for all devotees of 50's associated music.
Each issue comprises at least 48 pages of
interesting fact filled articles and reviews
complete with a cover in glorious colour, rare
photographs in abundance, artist discographies
and recording session details when available.

Why no-one else apart from myself has
chosen to comment on this must be down to
political correctness. Me, I think it is a story
akin to Hans Christian Andersen's Emperor's
New Clothes.
I view myself precisely in line with the little
boy who pointed out the Emperor is in the
altogether. My message to London ITV News
is get it right by training your staff, or scrap
the programme entirely. It's an absolute
disgrace.

Annual subscription rates for three issues is £24.
Sample copy is £9, PDF file is £15. For more
enquiries contact our UK representative Dickie
Tapp at e-mail: dickietapp@googlemail.com
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I hope I've spelt his surname right. Known to some Woodies as simply 'Max', Dave has strangely
cropped up in my life over and over again since I was a teenager.
In the 1960s my family moved from Wood Green in North London to Welwyn Garden City, a place
I hated with a vengeance. Being 16 when we moved back in 1961 I had a very lonely teenage,
since all the local teenagers had gone to school/college together. I was an outsider.
One of the few people around my age I had some contact with was Dave
McClellan who lived in WGC quite near me. I sometimes saw him on the green
London Transport Country bus (remember them?) on the way to work. Dave
always wore a CND badge (NOT a peace sign, incidentally. It stands very
specifically for Nuclear Disarmament, incorporating the semaphore initials 'N'
and 'D' within the circle of life). Although Dave was not active in the local CND
group (I was, mixing with mainly middle-aged, middle-class people), he was
active in the direct action spar of the movement, namely the Committee of 100. Dave would chat
to me on the bus because of my CND badge and encourage me to go on some of these illegal
demonstrations, mainly sit-downs. I did indeed go on several, getting arrested for obstruction of
the highway. My mother worried about me getting a criminal record!
Dave worked on and off for decades at Housman's peace
and progressive bookshop which is still located at 5
Caledonian Road, Kings Cross. I was getting a lot of stick at
my first job in the office of a local printers because of my
CND badge. A guy on the printshop floor constantly had a
go at me about the badge and what it stood for, telling me
quite irrelevant horror stories of what Arabs did to
Westerners in previous wars. Also in the office were a
Communist (daughter of a man quite high up in the Party), a
Jehovah's Witness and a Catholic. The last two were
arguing over their versions of The Bible all day long and
whether Christ was crucified on a Cross or a Tree, while the Commie girl kept quiet and was
never, ever verbally attacked by Len, the guy who gave me Hell.
I decided I'd had enough, so wrote to Housman's bookshop and Peace News (then at the same
address) asking if they had any vacancies. Dave intercepted the letter and although they had no
vacancies, he knew CND Head Office was looking for staff so he passed the letter on to Jessie
Goodchild, CND's Office Manager at the time.
I got the job manning CND's duplicators and doing odd jobs, and during my six year stay from
1962 to 1968 progressed to the Accounts Department, ending up being solely responsible for all
the organization's book-keeping, invoicing, etc.
Dave, whenever I saw him when commuting to work from WGC, would constantly remind me he
had got me a job for life at CND headquarters. Well not quite, because I left eventually, but Dave
kept cropping up in my life even when I moved back to London in 1968.
One day in 1990 I and my partner, George Miller, were sitting in a train at St Pancras station
waiting to go to Luton for the airport. Unknown to us we were on the wrong train - we should have
caught the Thameslink trains to Luton, which were much more frequent. However it was a fairly
new service, and we weren't told, so we had to sit and wait for well over an hour for this train to
depart. We were late checking in for our flight to Australia, and poor George (who suffered from
mouth ulcers) had to sit in a smoking compartment on the plane for well over 20 hours. He never
recovered throughout the holiday.
Anyway who should pass us on the platform as we were waiting for the train to depart, but Dave.
We chatted for a while, but it seemed too ridiculous to tell him we were waiting in a train which
didn't depart for over an hour to fly to Australia.
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Lo and behold, once I got in touch with the Woodies in the 1990s and 2000s, Dave showed up yet
again, manning the TFTW stall as an honorary Woodie. Of course I also ran into him over the
decades at various demonstrations, and when I visited Housman's bookshop.
Dave was a staunch Socialist like myself, and remained in the Scottish branch of the Communist
Party or its equivalent long after I left. He seemed very much a loner to me, I never got to know
him that well. It's just that our paths seemed to cross over and over again. However I'll always be
eternally grateful to Dave for getting me that job at CND HQ. Mixing with people who thought like
me brought me out of my shell, and gave me confidence. I never looked back, and after this
unique experience could always hold my own in any argument or debate. Len at the printers
wouldn't have stood a chance if he'd started an argument with me once I'd been at the CND office
for a few years.
It seems some people are destined to enter our lives, and certainly this was true of Dave who kept
cropping up in mine. I trust he is now in the Soviet Socialist 'Summerland'. No money, no State, no
police, no courts, no prisons, no war, and no nuclear weapons. If that's not a communist utopia
then it's near enough for me. A darn sight nearer than we are likely to get here on Earth.
Tony Papard

Dear Keith:
Thank you very much for the very quick reportage by Nick that appears in the latest Woodies
magazine. Now, back at home in Sri Lanka, looking back it all seems to have been a dream!
Beat regards
Royston Ellis
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By Royston Ellis

I fell in love with trains late in life. Of course, I remember being fascinated by the wooden carriages
that served the Metropolitan line from Pinner to Amersham in my youth in the 1950s. What I
particularly liked was being able to sit with friends in a wooden third class compartment with no
aisle, which could only be entered when the train stopped. Complete privacy between stations to
enjoy all the things naughty boys did together when alone.
Just the opposite to travelling on trains in India. I was lodging in a Buddhist monastery in Sri Lanka
in 1987 when a letter arrived from Hilary Bradt, the publisher of Bradt Travel Guides in the UK
(who had just published my Guide to Mauritius) suggesting I write a book about travelling by train
in India. This led me to abandon my temple seclusion for the rigours of travelling the length and
breadth of India for two years, and resulted in my book India By Rail.

Royston driving in India

I was lucky in being able to ride many steam-hauled trains
there, including narrow gauge ones, before dieselisation
and computerisation changed Indian Railways completely.
That’s when I fell in love with trains, even though
sometimes I spent days living in a carriage in perpetual
motion with 48 bunks in tiers of three and air-conditioning
at full blast while we raced through the arid plains. No
privacy there. For me the magic was in the movement and
the different people I met on trains, as well as the
schoolboy fascination one never loses of seeing a steam
engine in full flourish.

The success of that book made me take a longer look at the railways of Sri Lanka and in 1994 I
researched and wrote Sri Lanka By Rail. Again I was lucky, as some of the wooden rolling stock,
decades old with compartments for two with maroon drapes and bunk beds, were still available on
the Night Mail trains between Colombo and Trincomalee in the east and Badulla in the hill country.
There were steam locomotives, too. While
one (a Hunslet class J1A, number 220, 4-64t built in 1924) was still hauling a daily
passenger train on the Narrow Gauge Kelani
Valley Line up to 1991, others had been
restored to head the Viceroy Special. This
train was created by a local rail enthusiast
Hemasiri Fernando for tourists to experience
rail travel as it was before diesel arrived.
Locomotives used included Sir Thomas
Maitland, number 251, class B1, 4-6-0 built
by Beyer Peacock in Manchester in 1928.
My love affair for trains became so serious I even bought a
house because the Colombo to Galle broad gauge railway line
runs through its garden. Now I am awakened at 5am every
morning by the strident klaxon of the commuter express, a dirty
pink diesel power set built in 2000. Sometimes I see local (i.e.
stopping trains) hauled by a 60-year old diesel locomotive, New
Brunswick, No. 593 one of the M2 series donated to then Ceylon
by Canada.
To celebrate the 150th anniversary of Sri Lanka Railways I was asked to write the text for an
illustrated coffee table book. The event was to commemorate the first rail journey with passengers
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on Tuesday 27 December 1864, when a train carrying the Duke of Brabant who, the following year
became King Leopold II of Belgium, steamed into Ambepussa 34 miles from Colombo.
The driver of the engine was Guildford Lindsey
Molesworth, the project’s chief engineer, who was later to
become consulting engineer to the Government of India
and was knighted. In Colombo, the train started from
Colombo Terminus. This is now the first National Railway
Museum, about 10 minutes walk east of the city’s main
station, known as Colombo Fort.
Coffee planters had been agitating for a rail connection to
their plantations in the hills around the central town of
Kandy for years but when the first engine steamed into Kandy in 1867 coffee was in decline. (The
locomotive was a 4-4-0 type two wheel coupled engine with a tender, built in England by R
Stephenson & Co. It remained in service until 1926.) Coincidentally a Scot, James Taylor, planted
the first commercial crop of tea in the same year, 1867. The railways and tea developed in tandem
as trains provided the means to get tea to port for shipment overseas, and tea provided the freight
that made the railways profitable.
Naked Models
On the occasion of the railways’ sesquicentennial
another National Railway Museum was opened at
Kadugannawa, a suburb of Kandy, in a Victorian
warehouse between the station and the main road to
Kandy. In pride of place is a lurid purple and blue
painted steam locomotive No. E1 93, one of those
built between 1898 and 1928.
The admission ticket (Rs500 [£ 2.50] for foreigners,
Rs50 for Sri Lankans) is a cardboard replica of an
old railway ticket. Railway artefacts, including train
loos, are on display and in a converted carriage a video is
shown depicting the history of the railways. When I opened
the door of another railway carriage, I was astonished to
see a group of naked plastic models. I guess they are
waiting to be dressed in period costume as railway staff?
There is another static steam locomotive at the back
entrance to Colombo Fort railway station, Number 135 built
by Hunslet in 1908. It stands there reminding commuters
who now travel in Indian built, eight-carriage diesel power sets (series S11 & S12) imported since
2011 of the ‘good old days of rail.’
Meanwhile, my romance with rail continues. Only recently I was thrilled to spot a two-carriage
railcar in China Bay waiting for the signalman to change the points manually so it could run into
Trincomalee station. And, although rarely, I sometimes hear the distinctive whistle of a steam
locomotive and dash out into my garden to watch, besotted, as Sir Thomas Maitland slowly chuffs
past hauling the Viceroy Special.
Royston Ellis began his writing career as a teenage rock and roll poet performing his poetry
(“Rocketry”) on stage and television to music provided by The Shadows, the embryo Beatles (at
the Jacaranda in Liverpool) and a young Jimmy Page. He retired from being a teenage poet when
he was 20 and set off to see the world, finally settling in Sri Lanka in 1980. He has written over 60
novels, biographies and guidebooks, including The Big Beat Scene and the recently published
Kicks Book, Big Time, the fictional autobiography of a 1960’s pop star.
In a future issue we will be printing the interview held with Royston on May 29 th this year.
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Ritchie Gee and his crew always put on an excellent Weekender, but this time they really excelled
themselves coping with one disaster after another. The weather was glorious for the Saturday
Beach Party, but unfortunately the record hop speakers broke down after about an hour.
Nevertheless we had a great sunny afternoon on the beach and swimming in the warm ocean.
The night before there'd been a thunderstorm, and Saturday evening Bernie Wood and the
Forest Fires had just started their set when the power cut out. The lights came on again for a
second, then all power went off. A major power-cut in the Lowestoft area due to lightning the night
before striking a tree a few miles down the road and damaging an electric cable underground.
What a thing to happen when Sonny Burgess was due on stage later that evening.
If I had been Ritchie I'd have been panicking, but he and his team, with the help of Pontins, got
about three generators going, and we had a record hop in the area outside the main hall (which
was evacuated), and outside the smaller Princes Hall the fabulous French group The Spunyboys
played to an appreciative audience. I heard that round the corner a barbecue was going on. Of
course we had no idea how long the power-cut would last, but about three hours later the lights
came on again to huge cheers. All the bands went on later than in the official program, including
Sonny Burgess of course, and we finished up in the wee small hours of Sunday morning.
Congratulations to Ritchie, Andy, Frank, Cathy and all their team and Pontins for insuring we all
had a rockin' time even in the power-cut. Ritchie said he'd tried to foresee every eventuality, but
this power failure was a first.
Surely nothing else could go wrong? Well, only the weather.
Glorious sunshine all weekend. We'd had that thunderstorm Friday
night, that's all. But just for the duration of the Sunday midday Car
Cruise into Lowestoft, where Danny & The Seniors played from a
covered truck awaiting the arrival of the American headliners, it
poured with rain. Attempts were made to dance in the rain with the
help of brollies, but this downpour was worse than last year. The
headliners arrived in a vintage coach instead of the usual open
Cadillac (Ritchie had foreseen most things!) but had to pose for photos with the Mayor under
umbrellas. Most of us then gave up and retired first to a shelter, but then to bars and cafes to await
the coaches back to the camp, those of us who didn't arrive by classic cars of course..
Well so much for the mishaps, but the rest of the weekend was great. Some had arrived Thursday
when several bands played, but the first act I saw was Ray Campi
with his pianist Rip Masters. A great set as usual, playing his most
well-known numbers and others: 'Caterpillar', 'Rockin' At The Ritz',
'How Low Do You Feel?', etc. Later that evening it was Screamin'
Lord Sutch's son Dave Savage and The Savages. He came on,
like his father, in a coffin. I'd seen his act
before, but to be honest this time I felt it
a pale imitation of his dad's stage act.
Saturday evening, as I said, The
Spunyboys from France played outside the Prince's Hall instead of
inside, with the help of generators. It was a great atmosphere. When the
power came on we were back in the Ballroom for Sonny Burgess,
along with his drummer. They were staying in the next chalet to myself
and Frank Walker. Sonny, resplendent in a red jacket and a hat,
performed well as usual, and during 'Red Headed Woman' several girls
with red wigs joined him on stage. We also had 'We Wanna Boogie' and
several songs by other Sun artists Very enjoyable.
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Sonny was followed in the early hours of Sunday by the ever popular Crazy Cavan and the
Rhythm Rockers, and the evening (Sunday early hours) finished with the very visual stage-act
and excellent music of Lucas & The Dynamos.
All too soon Sunday rolled around, and after the washed-out Car Cruise I
caught Yann's new Corrupted group and Remmie from the Spunyboys
did a couple of numbers. Both these groups hail from France. They
performed in the Prince's Hall, and were followed by Sandy Ford's Flyin'
Saucers, one of my favorites.
After dinner I rushed to the Ballroom to see the Kingcats, who really are
superb. They were followed by Danny Reno performing mainly uptempo
Roy Orbison songs, complete with shades. Then it was time for Charlie
Gracie, looking very well for his 79 years and I found him far more rockin'
than I ever remembered him on previous occasions. There was a perhaps
rather unfortunate mention of Vera Lynn, now 98, and how she helped
win the War, but as John Cleese said in 'Fawlty Towers' when Germans
are present 'don't mention the War, I mentioned it once but I think I got away with it'. Anyway
Charlie did a great set, though I confused 'Butterfly' with 'Fabulous' - similar tunes surely? Charlie
even did a little bit of 'Maybe It's Because I'm A Londoner' though he realized we were many miles
from the capital.
Charlie was followed by the great German band The
Lennerockers, and Porky the compere felt obliged to say,
in an international gathering like this where we are united
by our love of rock'n'roll, politics was not to be mentioned.
Apart from Charlie's gaffe about the War, this could also
have referred to the American controversy over the Rebel
Flag, which at all rock'n'roll events in UK and Europe is
always very prevalent. To us it means rock'n'roll, the music
which helped break down segregation in the Deep South,
much to the horror of the KKK and other racist groups who
called it 'jungle music corrupting our white youth'.
The Lennerockers are also a very visual group, as well as performing great songs including Jerry
Lee's 'Rockin' My Life Away'. Did I imagine it, or had they changed the words to 'Women, Booze
and Rock'n'Roll' to 'Rhythm'n'Blues and Rock'n'Roll'? That's what it sounded like this time to me,
so perhaps more political correctness creeping in? Anyway I enjoyed their set as always, including
the skiffle number 'Puttin' On The Style' complete with washboard. In fact the lead singer had
joined Lucas & The Dynamos on stage during their act to play the washboard.
Final act of the weekend was the Jive Romeros. I
watched some of their set, but decided to go back to
the chalet and pack for the journey home. This was
easier than usual as due to the very hot weather I'd left
my drapes at home and just had four t-shirts to pack,
plus a few sox and sundries. Oh and blue suede
shoes, more comfortable than my winkle-pickers.
A great weekend, and of course I've paid my deposit
for next July. There's also a Xmas Party Weekender at
the same venue of course, at the end of November.
I'll always remember this particular one, however, because of the power-cut and the fun we had
during it thanks to Ritchie and his crew. I'd say it was reminiscent of the British spirit in the Blitz
and blackouts, but dash it, I've mentioned the blasted War again! So sorry. Entschuldigen Sie
bitte!
Tony Papard (words and pictures… and selfie)
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Baker’s Dozen
A dip into 40 years of correspondence from the
Ken Major (London) / Chuck N. Baker (Las Vegas) archive cabinet
Contact Ken for the fuller stories.
1.
Martin Scorcese “The Blues” documentary 6: “Godfathers and Sons” was Marc Levin’s production.
The focus was on the relationship between Marshall Chess and rap singer Chuck D, the leader of Public
Enemy. Chuck’s introduction to the blues was the 1968 Muddy Waters album “Electric Mud”. The album
attempted to reconvene the original Muddy Waters band and included hip-hop elements by Chuck D and
Chicago rapper Common. The unlikely pair strike up a warm rapport and Levin mingles the history of the
Chess family with that of the music. Source: Richard Cromelin, Los Angeles Times, 28.9.2003
2.
Roy Brown Good Rockin’ Tonight 6: King Records bought out Roy’s De-Luxe contract in 1950 but
Roy had to go to the Musicians Union to recover royalties, but then he was blackballed. After his 1951 “Big
Town” the hits dried up. He quit King in 1955 and then recorded for Imperial for two years. “Let The Four
Winds Blow” and “Party Doll” were minor pop hits in 1957. By 1959 Roy returned to King for two sessions.
In 1960/61 he cut four singles for Home Of The Blues label. In 1967 Roy recorded “Hard Times” for
Bluesway and singles for Gert, Summit and his own Tru Love and Friendship labels. Source: Nick
Tosches, Creem, Dec. 1979
3.
Etta James: L.A.’s Soul Queen 2. Following the 1980 Jazz and Heritage Festival, Etta and Alan
Toussaint recorded the album “Changes” set for release in May. Etta says she was born and raised in Los
Angeles and started singing in church when she was 5. Her grandfather argued with the preacher and took
Etta out of the church, and Etta stopped singing, only starting again at her school’s Glee club. Johnny Otis
first heard Etta in San Francisco in 1954 when she sang “Roll With Me Henry” and received $100. Etta
remembers the bus tours with Buddy Holly, Gene Vincent, the Midnighters, The 5 Royales and Little
Richard. Source: Bill Bentley, L.A. Weekly, 17.4.1980
4.
The Platters’ late founder Buck Ram urged Robert L. “Duke” Hall and Chrissie Zasteow to move to
Las Vegas. Hall, born 7/12/39 in Shelby Miss, worked as manager and musical director for singer Chrissie
Zastrow and The Zone. Ram and Hall promoted Chrissie’s career until Ram died in 1991. Hall first
collaborated with Ram in 1966 and toured with the Platters through 1969. In the ‘70s Hall was staff
producer for Reflection Sound Studios and later for HMC Records in N.C. He produced a Christmas album
for Brook Benton. Hall/Ram worked on the Platters album “A Second Time Around” in 1984. Hall died aged
53 in July 1993. Source: Las Vegas Review-Journal 14.7.1993
5.
Tina Turner was showcased on Disney Channel’s “Going Home”. 18 excerpted songs were
included, plus Tina talking candidly about her troubled life. However lengthier versions of “Proud Mary”,
”Private Dancer”, “Better Be Good To Me” and her duets with David Bowie on “Tonight” and with Mick
Jagger on “It’s Only Rock and Roll”. Tina said “rock and roll is white, basically because white people
haven’t had that much problems so they write about lighter things and funnier things. And because I didn’t
get depressed about my depressive life I happen to like the songs that weren’t depressing”. Source: Lee
Winfrey, Las Vegas Review-Journal/Sun 28.3.1993
6.
Jimmy Reed’s early drummer was Albert King. As a singer/guitarist King’s first recordings were for
the Parrot label in 1953. First hit in 1961 with “Don’t Throw Your Love On Me So Strong” for King Records.
In 1966 King signed for Stax finding fame with his Gibson Flying Vee guitar he called Lucy. Backed by
Booker T & The MGs he made “Born Under A Bad Sign”, “Crosscut Saw”, “Laundromat Blues”, ”The
Hunter.” King had been planning a European tour in 1993 with “cousin” B.B. King, and Bobby Blues Bland.
Although thinking about retiring King was the headliner at October’s Memphis Arts Fest. King died aged 69.
Source: Larry Nager, Las Vegas Sun 22.12.1992
7.
Warren Hellman, who died 18.12.2011, was the founder of the annual October free “Hardly Strictly
Bluegrass Festival” in Golden Gate Park. The Hellman museum is open 3 to 7pm on Wednesdays only and
by appointment, www.hardlystrictlybluegrass.com. Artefacts were collected from Hellman’s house in
Presidio Heights, including photo albums and scrapbooks. Steve Earle played a weekday afternoon set
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there and guests can hear a playlist of 200-300 songs when there is no live music. Buddy Miller and Jim
Lauderdale played recently with a four song set including “The Train That Carried My Girl From Town.
Source: Sam Whiting, San Francisco Chronicle.
8.
The five man Checkmates recorded a platinum single “Black Pearl” off their album “Love Is All I
Have To Give” on A&M. Also released “Checkmates”, ”F/S/O” and “The Sun Still Shines” on High Rise
Records and had several releases on Capital and Fantasy. The original band was Harvey Tress, gtr., Bill
Van Buskirk bs., Bobby Stevens lead vcls., Sweet Louie dms and Sonny Charles on vcls and k/board.
Leaving high school they formed a doo-wop group learning Frankie Lyman songs. Now, Harvey works for a
casino, Buskirk is a president of a realty company. The group will be inducted into the Casino Legends Hall
Of Fame. Source: Stuart Osborn, Henderson Home News 21.9.2000
9.
Born in 1930 in Maryville, Tenn., Jack Greene played bass and drums in various groups and then
got his break when Ernest Tubb hired him in the early 1960s as the drummer for his band. A Long time
Grand Ole Opry star who earned fame with the late 1960s’s hit “There Goes My Everything” he recorded
duets with Jeannie Seeley including “Wish I Didn’t Have To Miss You”. In 1967 the Country Music Ass.
awarded him Single Of The Year and Male Vocalist Of The Year. Other hits include “All The Time”, “Statue
Of A Fool”, “You Are My Treasure”, “Until My Dreams Come True”, “What Locks The Door”. Died from
Alzheimer’s disease in March. Source: L.A. Times, 16.3.2013
10.
Wayne Newton’s leased estate 1. The Las Vegas entertainer’s habitat “Casa de Shenandoah” is for
sale, but the Newtons have no inclination to move out. There are three homes on the 40 acre leased estate
which they bought for $19.5m in 2010 including animals, and under the rights of the lease the Newtons may
be able to remain there. A court has to decide if Wayne owns the barns where some of the animals are
kept and he does not own the irrigated green pastures. The Newtons own 20% of bankrupt landlord
property owner CSD LLC, and there is bitter feuding between the entities, including death threats and
sexual harassment. Source: Ken Ritter, Las Vegas Review-Journal, 16.3.2013
11.
Jonathan Kellerman an author-psychologist states that Santo & Johnny’s “Sleepwalk” was the
record that started his obsession with guitars. Grew up in Queens, N.Y. he was the oldest of three children
and spent time alone listening to their Philco radio. Santo & Johnny were brothers who lived in Brooklyn,
N.Y., Santo played a Fender Steel guitar and Johnny played an electric guitar. Jonathan’s uncle bought him
a $25 Gibson Archtop made during WWII, and he eventually collected 120 guitars learning to play
“Sleepwalk” on a Weisenborn steel guitar built in the 1930s. Source: Wall St, Journal 14.2.2015
12.
“How The West Was One” 1. is the current exhibit name at the Autry Museum. 150 western attire
pieces are on display made by three men known as the rodeo tailors – Nutya Kotlyrenko aka Nudie who
opened his tailoring shop opposite Hollywood High School, L.A’s Nathan Turk and from the East Coast
Rodeo Ben (Bernard Lichtenstein). Also running alongside the exhibit is a book of the same title coauthored by Michelle Freedman & former Rolling Stone writer/editor Holly George-Warren. The 292 page
book published by Harry N. Abrams, 2001, describes the origins of western wear. Source: Booth Moore,
L.A. Times 26.10.2001
13.
The
13th
annual
Curly’s
Christmas dinner and show was held in
Victorville, a tribute to singer/songwriter
Jim “Curly” Musgrave who died in 2009.
The Academy of Western Artists gave
him the Will Rogers award for Male
Vocalist of the Year and Entertainer in
2003. Elizabeth Lopez was present; she
came to America from the UK in 1963 to
meet Roy Rogers and met him at his
Victorville museum. A saddle/pair of Colt
gold pistols were raffled with $170,000
going to the Happy Trails Children’s
Foundation Copper Home. Source:
Senior News Baby Boomers & Active
Adults, Jan 2015

Chuck N Baker / Ken Major
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American rocker and Woodie, Chuck N. Baker (The Victors, "Fungus Among Us" and other
records) was recently honoured as "Veteran of the Month" by his home state of Nevada.
Baker is a combat veteran of the U.S. Army. From left, his son Nicholas (1st Lieutenant U.S.
Marine Corps), wife Linda F. Guiffreda-Baker, Chuck and Nevada Governor Brian Sandoval.

Rock’n’Roll on RADIO CAROLINE
EVERY TUESDAY NIGHT
Between 6pm & 9pm UK time
with your host Dell Richardson & guests!
TO LISTEN ON BROADBAND INTERNET THEN GO TO
EITHER OF OUR WEBSITES ON
www.caroline.rockers.co.uk or www.radiocaroline.co.uk
To tune in your satellite set top box, go here

The Boat That (still) Rocks!
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JAZZ JUNCTION
Gilad Atzmon at East Side Jazz Club, 16 June 2015
Israeli-born (and now British citizen), saxophonist Gilad Atzmon has ruffled a few feathers with his
outspoken political views, causing offence to both the extreme right and left. On this night there
was an absence of any such commentary, as he was in impish mood, joking with a large audience
who can only have been offended by his sporting a Blockhead tee shirt. This was a garment that
he had every right to wear, having been accepted into the band by Ian Dury for two years before
his death, and remaining with the band ever since.
The assembled group comprised Gareth Williams (piano), Geoff Gascoyne (bass) and Clive
Fenner (drums). Before the first number Gilad Atzmon pointed out that both he and Clive Fenner
ran classes for would-be professional jazz musicians, with the highlight of their achievements
being that they had been able to teach their students how to survive on the dole.
Gilad Atzmon is restless in his jazz journey, equally at
home exploring tunes of Middle Eastern origin or reinterpreting standards from the jazz pantheon.
On
ballads, such as Here’s That Rainy Day, All The Things
You Are or Laura, his alto sax, occasionally abrasive,
provided a tender take. And on uptempo numbers, such
as those associated with two of his heroes, Cannonball
Adderley (title forgotten) and Charlie Parker (Cherokee),
he became alarmingly enervated, as he swung back and
forward like a pumpjack in full flow.

Two Of A Mind at Karamel Restaurant, 11 June2015
Earlier in the month I had made my first visit to this Thursday night venue.
Arriving too early, I found a poetry reading taking place, and as my eyes
began to take in the scene before me, I noticed the figure of the Hornsey
Howler waving at me. No surprise in the warm welcome, of course, but the
thought that he might be the new Henry Lawson or Banjo Paterson did
temporarily stun me. However, it transpired that he was there to admire the
artworks of a friend.
The band that I had come to see was formed to honour alto
saxophonist Paul Desmond and baritone saxophonist Gerry
Mulligan, with Allison Neale and Chris Biscoe taking on those
roles, and in that order. The rhythm section comprised Colin Oxley
(guitar), Jeremy Brown (bass), and Stu Butterfield (drums).
Some beautiful music was played during the first set, when
numbers that Paul Desmond and Gerry Mulligan had recorded
together, such as Standstill, The Way You Look Tonight, and Easy
Living, were chosen. For the second set they were joined by Kate
Williams (piano) and Henry Lowther (trumpet), and, although both
excellent musicians, the crowded stage caused focus to be lost, in
part due to the original recordings being piano-less.
Dave Carroll
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(Pictures “borrowed” from Nick Cobban)
The twenty-eighth edition of the Porretta Soul Festival, once more took place in its spiritual home
of the Rufus Thomas Park, amid high temperatures and a thunderstorm that fortunately occurred
during lunchtime on the Friday while we enjoyed some Italian cuisine in a certain roofed
restaurant. The festival attracts serious soul fans from around Europe, and one of its pleasures is
the opportunity for discussions on all matters soul with friends and acquaintances who might be
seen only once a year.
As austerity has set in and advertising revenues fallen, the Artistic Director and Founder, Graziano
Uliani, has had to find different ways to replace them. This year traders in the outside street food
area have had to pay for their pitches, and admission prices have inevitably been increased,
added to which a modest entrance fee has been introduced for the previously free Thursday night
concert, which normally involved only Italian bands.
The stars of Thursday night were Osaka Monaurail, the Japanese funk band led by vocalist and
keyboard player, Ryo Nakata. A surprise hit two years ago, the band retained the same line-up of
drums, a horn section of two trumpets and one saxophone, together with lead, rhythm and bass
guitars. They played with commendable precision, combining it with some visually arresting
choreography, as the trilby-hatted horn section spun their instruments and Ryo Nakata made
James Brown steps across the stage.
Covers dominated the set with excellent versions of The Horse (Cliff Nobles & Co), and two of
their main man James Brown’s finest, Hot Pants and Get Up (I Feel Like Being A) Sex Machine.
Less entertaining was their cover of Isaac Hayes’ dirge-like version of Walk On By, but their own
(She’s A) Riptide and Fruit Basket caught the ear. They also found favour with the audience as
they honoured tradition by ending with Rufus Thomas’s Do The Funky Chicken.
Sax Gordon © Nick Cobban

Friday night got off to a good start with a couple of instrumentals
by the Luca Giordano Band featuring the saxophone of the everenthusiastic Sax Gordon. They were providing the backing for a
tour by bluesman Sugaray Rayford, and when he appeared the
tightness of the unit was evident.
The Texas-born vocalist, who has been located in Phoenix,
Arizona since 2013, is a regular at Bob Corritore’s Rhythm Room.
He is the front man for The Mannish Boys, and has recorded with
them as well as under his
own name. This year he
was nominated in two
categories of the Blues
Music Awards: BB King
Entertainer Of The Year
and Traditional Male

Vocalist.
A physically imposing man, he is a powerhouse singer
with gospel inflections, and a commanding stage
presence. His blues on the night was of the soulful variety
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Sugaray Rayford © Nick Cobban

purveyed by Albert King and Little Milton, whose I’ll Play The Blues For You (with audience
walkabout) and If You Talk In Your Sleep were examples. Particularly enjoyable were Blind Alley
(from his 2010 album of the same name) and Live To Love Again (from his latest album
Southside). The choice for his encore of What A Wonderful World, which he sang seated to
keyboard accompaniment, was by no means the strangest event at the festival.
Next the stage was changed to accommodate the band that was to provide the backing for most of
the artists at the festival, The Anthony Paule Band, comprising Anthony Paule (guitar), Tony
Lufrano (keyboards), Paul Olguin (electric bass), Paul Revelli (drums), Nancy Wright (tenor
saxophone), Mike Rose (trumpet), Mike Rinta (trombone), and Sax Gordon (baritone saxophone).
The backing singers known as Sweet Nectar were made up from Maureen Smith and Sue
McCracklin, with the addition of Loralee Christensen. Both the band and backing singers provided
excellent support throughout the festival, with the tasty guitar playing of Anthony Paule and the
soloing of Nancy Wright worthy of mention.
An instrumental warm-up was followed by Loralee Christensen who, like Carla Russell last year,
appeared destined to fulfil the Janis Joplin fantasy of some fans, though again not so vocally
equine as the latter, as she strained her way through Hold On I’m Coming and Son Of A Preacher
Man.
Making a return after last year’s favourable reaction when he was allowed time for only three
songs during his appearances over two nights, was Chicago-born Theo Huff, dressed in a striking
red suit and matching hat. His stagecraft as a ‘lover man’ is top class, and his vocals reminiscent
of his hero Tyrone Davis, which is no bad recommendation.
He couldn’t go wrong with Johnnie Taylor’s Who’s Making Love? and Cheaper To Keep Her, nor
Tyrone Davis’s Turn Back The Hand Of Time and Turning Point, but this time we got to hear a fine
southern soul-blues song, It’s A Good Thang That I Met You, which appears on his ‘Now Is The
Time’ album. He went out with another Johnnie Taylor song, Last Two Dollars, being joined on
stage by David Hudson for a storming version of the song.
Eagerly anticipated was one of soul music’s greatest ever songwriters, Prince Phillip Mitchell.
Also a singer in his own right, his recording career, which stuttered to an end in the early 1990s,
included a number of top quality songs that were never covered by others. However, certainly for
his fans, his excellent set was one of the festival’s highpoints.
Prince Phillip Mitchell
© Nick Cobban

A tall man looking sharp in a beige suit,
his voice higher than the standard soul
singer, he began with his 1974 Hi
recording Turning Over The Ground,
which grooved along nicely. I’ve Been
Loving You Too Long followed, as did a
song he recorded at Fame Studios in
1966, Keep On Talking, which was
written by Dan Penn and Spooner
Oldham.

He had to revise the spoken intro for the
Mel & Tim classic, Starting All Over
Again, a song which he said he had
never sung before. I’m Gonna Build
California All Over The World was
another chugging song, which came out
on a single in both the USA and the UK, and was recorded in 1969.
At Last, apparently a festival choice, was sung movingly, and then came the classic dance-floor
filler, which he wrote for the late Bobby Womack, Home Is Where the Heart Is, to which he added
a spoken middle not included on the latter’s recording. Slightly ungainly-looking on stage, he fell
over the bass player’s monitor speaker as he left, but rose immediately and appeared unharmed.
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Another man repeating last year’s visit
was Frank Bey, the Anthony Paule
Band’s long-time vocalist, and a
member of the Otis Redding Revue
back in the 60s. He strolled on to the
stage, casually dressed and still
wearing his boater. His relaxed vocals
adorned a set of down-tempo urban
blues and soul, as he made occasional
use of the stool provided.

Frank Bey © Nick Cobban

Beginning with It’s Good To Have Your
Company, a smooth and classy set
ensued, taking in a couple of songs,
Next To My Heart and (my highlight) If I
Could Reach Out, from his latest album,
taking the latter at a faster pace than
the original Otis Clay version, full title If I Could Reach Out (And Help Somebody).
Wee Willie Walker
© Nick Cobban

Bringing to a close a night on which a
high
standard
was
maintained
throughout
was
former
Goldwax
recording artist Wee Willie Walker, still
in first-rate voice. Although he had a
handful of singles released in the ‘60s
and continued to perform thereafter,
albeit while maintaining a day job, it was
not until 2002 that he made another
recording under his own name.

The diminutive Wee Willie Walker was
another boater wearer, also casually
dressed and sporting a colourful shortsleeved shirt hanging outside his
trousers. He started with the blues
standard I’d Rather Drink Muddy Water
and followed it with one of his ‘60s
recordings, You Name It, I’ve Had It, which had been leased by Goldwax to Checker.
The remaining four songs after A Change Is Gonna Come all came from his latest and rather fine
CD, ‘If Nothing Ever Changes’. IsThat It? and the title track were followed by a fine arrangement
of Help!, which showed off Willie’s raspy singing voice at its best. Alas, rather than singing it as a
duo with the outstanding Curtis Salgado, who appears on the album, it was the Janis Joplin-esque
vocal of Loralee Christensen. Finally, Read Between The Lines and another Checker release A
Lucky Loser brought an end to the set and the night, for once before 1.00 am.
Saturday night, being the main night of the festival, had to be even better, didn’t it? But no. The
first punch to the solar plexus was the appearance of The Sugar Hill Band from Gran Canaria,
which apparently translates as Great Island Of Dogs. And thereby hangs a tale. Not originally
listed on the bill, rumours of financial expediency abounded.
Described as providing Spanish, soul, funk and pop sounds, they might just have passed muster if
you were on holiday and they were the only live music act available - if you did not have to pay, of
course. That they might have been enthusiastic amateurs does not mitigate the lack of
soulfulness, and the fact that their appearance delayed the start of the programme proper by an
hour and twenty minutes was to have a deleterious effect on the whole evening.
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Derek Martin
© Nick Cobban

It was a relief to see the arrival of The
Anthony Paule Band and their usual
warm-up instrumental featuring Sax
Gordon. They were soon joined by
another of the festival’s newcomers, the
Detroit-born
Derek
Martin,
who
relocated to Europe many years ago.
His instruction for everyone to get up on
their feet at the start of what was a very
good rendition of Hit The Road Jack
with Sue McCracklin providing effective
support detracted a little from the
performance. A seriously spiritual man,
he felt the need to thank Italy for “taking
care of my brothers and sisters from
Africa”.

Singing 1963’s Daddy Rollin’ Stone and its flip side Don’t Put Me Down Like This, it was
heartening to hear his voice still in good shape, although his 1965 recording You Better Go did not
quite hit the spot. His other two songs were a cover of Otis Redding’s I’ve Been Loving You Too
Long and a new self-composition Let’s Talk About It.
Former member of The Memphis Horns, saxophonist Joe
Arnold, had been invited over to receive one of the festival’s
annual awards. And it was a pleasant interlude to hear three
soul instrumentals, including 634-5789 and Last Night.
Maintaining the Memphis connection, though she has been a
Chicago resident for over twenty-five years, was the frail figure
of Chick Rodgers, the poster face for the festival. She may
have been appointed substitute for ‘La regina di Porretta’ too,
as she was dressed in a salmon evening gown that
disconcertingly she appeared unaccustomed to wearing, as
she continually clutched at it with her left hand to lift it in order
to avoid tripping.

Joe Arnold
© Nick Cobban

She may be regarded by some as ‘just a
covers singer’, but she has a powerful
expressive voice, and her interpretations
are entirely her own. Besides which,
instead of hearing Gladys Knight sing
(I’ve Really Got To Use) My Imagination
(the first number) at the Royal Albert
Hall recently, you could have afforded to
pay for two four-day festival tickets, and
have been able to chat and have your
CD signed afterwards.

Chick Rodgers © Nick Cobban

Last
year
her
Saturday
night
contribution was three Aretha Franklin
songs. This year it was four, allowing
for the fact that it was Ben E King who
first recorded Don’t Play That Song (I
Lied), during which song she went in for some amusing flirting with the audience. The other three
were Dr Feelgood, Baby, I Love You and (You Make Me Feel) Like a Natural Woman.
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She finished with To Know You Is To Love You, which was written by Syreeta Wright and Stevie
Wonder and appeared on the album ‘Syreeta’, though it is perhaps best-known by BB King. Apart
from being yet another artist to waste time introducing each of the band, this was a top
performance by a highly capable professional singer. Deduct points if you don’t like listening to
covers.
Then it was time for another award invitee to appear.
This time it was drummer Bernard ‘Pretty’ Purdie, a
softly spoken man with a gentle sense of humour, who
had played with Aretha Franklin for twenty-five years,
and had appeared on over four thousand albums.

Bernard Purdie © Nick Cobban

Before receiving the award, he played in what seemed
a contrived set. Loralee Christensen got two more
songs, Cold Sweat and Rock Steady, and there were
three instrumentals, ending with a bubbling Memphis
Soul Stew with Sax Gordon leading the way and
dubbing it Porretta Soul Stew.
By the time the presentation had been completed it
was a quarter past midnight and there were still three
acts to go. At this point, one of them was not ready,
so the band played an instrumental, and then MC Rick
Hutton threw himself gamefully into Land Of 1000
Dances.

Sugar Pie Desanto © Nick Cobban

Dressed in a pink dress and wearing a sequined hat, Sugar Pie Desanto, now almost eighty
years old, returned to Porretta for the third time, unreformed and still playing the role of a Minnie
the Minx. It’s all Music Hall, of course; and like Music Hall, the jokes remain the same, but they
still make us laugh.
It was clear from the first few words of I Don’t Wanna Fuss that her singing voice has diminished
somewhat, but it doesn’t matter. Shoes are kicked off, hat thrown away, bra is readjusted, booty is
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shaken, and what looks like cycle shorts are revealed under her dress. Kenny Everett’s assertion
“It’s all in the best possible taste” could well be her watchword.
Life Goes On was followed by her 1959 hit I Want To Know, when, as is customary, she danced
with a male victim from the audience, wrapping her legs around his waist and leaning back. I
Don’t Care was interrupted to have fun with the band, and In The Basement ended with another
set of unnecessary band introductions. Nevertheless, it had been another Sugar show which had
given enjoyment to band and audience alike.
Breaking with custom, Frank Bey was scheduled to appear on all three main days of the festival.
He started with Don’t Mess With The Monkey, before settling on to a stool for the semiautobiographical Black Bottom from his latest album. From the same album came Kiss Me Like
You Mean It, and he ended with Ray Charles’ Hard Times, the best of his short set.
The most frustrated artist of the evening
must have been David Hudson, as he
had to wait until 1.40 am to start his set,
by which time some of the audience had
begun to drift away. He did not help
himself by dragging out Feel So Good,
introducing the backing singers and
asking for applause for them, the band,
the audience et cetera, so that by the
time of the opening notes of Take Me To
The River, we were already on our way
out for a nightcap.
Meanwhile back on stage David Hudson
was now dragging out Take Me To The
River for over ten minutes, only bringing
David Hudson © Nick Cobban
it to a halt when Graziano Uliani
signalled from stage-side that it was time to stop and go home to bed. He ended with Try A Little
Tenderness, which he gave the treatment it deserved, with no messing about, and departed
having taken forty minutes to sing just three songs.
Preceding the Sunday revue was the Italian band Ambrosia International. With vocals by the
drummer, they ran through some soul standards, and even allowed MC Rick Hutton another five
minutes of fame on Midnight Hour and Mustang Sally.
The Anthony Paule Band began their third marathon in three days with their usual instrumental
warm-up, and proceeded to grant Loralee Christensen more vocal exposure with Clean Up
Woman and Son Of A Preacher Man, rather generously considering that this was the same
number of songs that the star acts were granted.
Ignoring that fact, Derek Martin squeezed in three with his signature song Daddy Rollin’ Stone,
Let’s Talk About It, and Hit The Road Jack. It had been a satisfactory appearance at Porretta for
this journeyman singer.
Prince Phillip Mitchell was unfortunately suffering with a bad throat, and it was perhaps not wise
to select At Last to be repeated. However, he found it easier to complete the vocally less
challenging Home Is Where The Heart Is, although he almost tripped over the bass player’s
monitor again when leaving the stage.
As ever dressed like the proverbial soul love man, Theo Huff was wearing a white suit, orange
waistcoat and shirt, and orange feathered hat. Even before he had sung the first words to Johnnie
Taylor’s Running Out Of Lies, he was gyrating at the front of stage. In order to increase the
dramatic nature of the song, he called forth a lady from the audience and sang to her as she sat
on a chair helpfully provided by Bernard Purdie.
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His jacket came off for his second song
It’s A Good Thang That I Met You, and
again he pulled someone out of the
audience. Unfortunately (or not), he
chanced on the Italian cougar, and soon
she had his hat and waistcoat on, and
was attempting to undo the buttons on
his shirt. But he managed to extricate
himself from the situation without
moving away from the song.
Theo Huff has impressed greatly on
each of his two visits, and it would be
good to hear a longer set. There is no
doubt that he has a very good singing
voice, probably the best soul voice at
the festival, if Tyrone Davis is one of
your favourites. And his stage performance is nicely judged too.

Theo Huff © Nick Cobban

After the deep soul of I Just Can’t Go On, Frank Bey said that they had been asked to do two
extra songs. Kiss Me Like You Mean It was repeated from the night before, and Imagine was also
included. He ended another successful Porretta visit with the driving Get Your Money Where You
Spend Your Time.
A change of drummers saw the return of Bernard ‘Pretty’ Purdie and a repeat of Cold Sweat
sung by Loralee Christensen. This was followed by two instrumentals, The Meters’ Cissy Strut
and King Curtis’s Memphis Soul Stew.
Almost conservatively dressed was Sugar Pie Desanto, although her black trousers and top were
covered in sequins, and her hatband was made up of flashing lights. She went in for much of the
her usual clowning, including what looked like a hamstring stretch on the Hammond organ and
then hanging on to it. Shoes came off at the start of Slip-In Mules, and hat by the end. In The
Basement may have been her last ever song at Porretta, though I wouldn’t count on it.
It was chalk and cheese for David Hudson. The previous night’s meandering was replaced with a
much more focussed approach by concentrating on the songs. Love And Happiness segued into
a bit of Take Me To The River, a quote from I Can’t Stand The Rain, and back again. The funky
You Got The Love, originally recorded by Rufus and Chaka Khan, was stretched and gospelized
to positive effect.
Looking more comfortable in a simple sleeveless dress, Chick Rodgers selected two songs from
her Saturday set, serving up one of her favourite Aretha Franklin songs, (You Make Me Feel) Like
A Natural Woman, and (to her) the BB King song To Know You Is To Love You. And she
confirmed once again that she is always worth seeing, especially if you are a fan of Aretha
Franklin.
When Wee Willie Walker came out to thank the people of Porretta for how they had made him
feel, he temporarily broke down, as tears began to form. Then, joined by Loralee Christensen, he
sang the most soulful version of Lennon and McCartney’s Help! that you are ever likely to hear.
Read Between The Lines was his final song and that of the festival.
All that remained was for all the artists, apart from Derek Martin, to re-appear and take turns in
singing lines of different songs to the same backing, starting with I’d Rather Drink Muddy Water.
Overall, it had been an excellent festival, apart from the shambolic aspect to part of Saturday
night. This was disappointing, as last year I had reported that it appeared that the festival had
finally got a stage manager who actually managed. However, sometimes even the best can be
defeated.
Thanks to Nick Cobban for the photos.

Dave Carroll
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Recorded live at the Rica Hotel, Norway on 15.1.2011 and 14.1.2012
Label 33 Records, 33WM147, 14 tracks.
Same personnel as Brian’s “Trouble In Store” CD review, plus the
addition of Henri Herbert.
Henri and Big John Carter you will remember set the Spice of Life
club alight this year with the TFTW boogie woogie night, then
followed up another similar night at the 100 Club.
Although the CD is a live recording, the quality is such you could be
hearing a first class studio recording. However being live, the
overall production remains in a fairly zipped up bag, i.e. fast blues,
stroller blues, with on occasion the release of something extra
special. That something different and special were two tracks:
Track 9 where Henri sizzles with the only instrumental track
“Boogie Hamar”, 3.19 secs of frantic boogie woogie bliss with shades of Jerry Lee Lewis riffs
thrown in. Plus the last track 14 is 5.02 minutes of the thundering “Berry Lou’s Last Pair Of
Shoes”, probably the only real but certainly the best rocker with terrific piano in a CD of
predominantly vintage blues and R&B.
Track 4 “Ding Dong Daddy”, a Jimmy McCracklin song is my next favourite with Mike Adcock on
accordion giving the track a fast great Louisiana flavour. Mike also takes the vocal lead on track 6,
a Mike Thomas/Mike Adcock original with “Zydeco Cadillac”. Any of my TFTW Stompin’ USA
Stompers will name check the Cajun Country towns mentioned in this accordion stroller. Another
original from Mike Thomas is track 7 “Just A Matter Of Time”. Possibly dedicated to TFTW this
could have been sub-titled “Old Age Is Coming” with a heavy reminder that the Grim Reaper is
sharpening his cutter.
I have no doubt many tracks reviewed from the two CDs will be performed at the TFTW Spice of
Life gig on September 27th. Live, the Caddy Kings sound a lot more Louisianan (including New
Orleans) than on their CDs, even with the lack of a sax in the band, and I am astounded they have
never performed at the Rhythm Riot. So, all you jive bunnies, get along to the Spice, grab a seat
for the evening, relax, and enjoy one of the best rhythm & blues bands in Europe.
Ken Major

Johnny ‘Ray’ Harris, born in Louisiana in January 9, 1932, was a
fireman looking to crack the music business on his own. He was a
frequent visitor to Mira Smith's Ram recording studio where he
probably recorded "Doggone" between mid to late 1959.
In February 1960, he released “Tired of Crawling, Gonna Start to
Run” b/w “When a New Love is Born, Does an Old Love Die” (Ray
820) that was followed a few months later by “Doggone”/“Cajun
Weekend” (Ray 601). That single is a classic heavily bootlegged for
decades. Johnny’s third and final release on his own label was “No
More Hurtin’”/“In Memory of Johnny Horton” (Ray 602).
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Some unissued recordings from the early ‘60s were issued on LP in 1985 including these two
great sides. Be aware “Lawdy Miss Clawdy” is not the Lloyd Price song but an original. There is no
copyright on song titles in the USA. Raw recordings that show the incredible hot musicianship of
players in the area blending Cajun, Nola Rhythm and Blues, East Texas Blues and a drop of
Hillbilly.
Johnny's life ended on March 19, 1983 in Shreveport. It’s good to remember him with a such a
neatly packaged single carrying a premium sound. Forget about the bow tie, this is a strong and
welcome release on 45 rpm you will enjoy.
Dominique “Imperial” ANGLARES - June 27, 2015

Sleazy records, from Spain, keeps the good work going on with this new release dedicated to
Wynn Stewart, a Missouri born cat who moved to California at 14
years old. After a short stunt on "Intro", he was signed by "Capitol"
cutting his first session on January 30, 1956. "Slowly But Surely", a
great gentle boppin' song featuring Eddie Cochran and Joe Maphis
on guitar was recorded on May 9, 1956. This bright tune with Ralph
Money on steel guitar was issued on Capitol F3515. On the other
side of this new vinyl is an alternate take of the classic "Come On"
issued on Jackpot 48005. Recorded in April 1958, the tune is a bright
classic rock-a-billy recording you can't miss.
It’s always worth it to have on the good old 45 rpm format an unissued tune. Sleazy working with
Bear Family on this series of 45 rpm will probably bring us more neat sleeved rockin' records in the
future but right now ... Come on, buy yourself that nice piece of wax at: www.sleazyrecords.com
Dominique "Imperial" ANGLARES - June 25, 2015.

Today I am glad to give some exposure to this great new EP
featuring four songs by Nico Duportal and his Rhythm Dudes,
three being originals and one a cover. Side A opens with
"When I'm Gone", a strong rockin' side with catchy rhythm, hot
sax and piano. The guitar is just stunning and if you had ever
heard of a white guy from Memphis singing like a colored cat,
just listen to what ya got here to know about the real deal!
"Real Good Lovin' Tonight" is custom tailored for dance. The
tune would have been recorded at Cosimo Matassa's place
somewhere in the early ‘50s with the best musicians of the
time. The sax cooks, the guitar is hot, the vocal is strong, the
beat is perfect and the rhythm section will drive you loose and
crazy. Don't need no strawberry wine... There's a great NewOrleans feel there ... the one brought to us by Dave
Bartholomew, Earl Palmer, Frank Fields, Ernest McLean, Salvador Doucette and Red Tyler to
name a few. Now flip the wax and enjoy "Polish Woman", another original and cool mover with
piano and sax. It's a fine rockin' bluesy side that showcases Nico's expertise on guitar. To close
comes "Much Later" recorded first in 1957 by Jackie Brenston with Ike Turner's Kings of Rhythm
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(Federal 1229). It's a great romping Rhythm and Blues tune with strong vocal and guitar work that
would challenge some of the best blues pickers from the ‘50s. I am not a musician but before
going on something featuring Ike Turner, you had better be damn good! If you're still on the real
deal, wax that run and sound from the great days ... these are for you!
Dominique "Imperial" ANGLARES - January 13, 2015

Letters to the Editor

Only just got around to
reading the latest mag,
and wanted to compliment
you on the Denys Wheelie
Bag interview. I've
enjoyed the experience of
attending a few of his
musical occasions in
various pubs over the
years. He really is a oneoff and the sort of
character to suit Tales
From The Woods interesting, amusing and
dedicated to good music.
What other magazine
would feature such a guy?
... and long may he
continue to spread his
unique form of melodic
mayhem.

Dear friends,
I am sorry to let you know about the passing of my
friend Bernard Boyat on June 28, 2015 from a
bleeding ulcer. He was born in 1945 and since the
'60s he was a huge contributor to '50s music
magazines and for various projects. He was a fine
record reviewer and writer for "Rock and Roll
Revue" and "Le Cri du Coyote", to name just two
French magazines. He has also written for the UK
Bill Haley Fan Club in 1966, for "Goldmine" and
many other magazines. He had strong
connections with Louisiana's artists and some
recorded his songs like Warren Storm and Al
Ferrier. We worked together on a book about the
music of the Pelican State. The project failed for
lack of money and stayed... Just a Dream! Last
but not least he was made honorary Mayor of
Natchitoches. Please, remember him and pass
the news around to all who may have know him or
crossed paths.
Dominique "Imperial" ANGLARES

Lee Wilkinson

It is with great sadness that I have to let all his
fans and friends know that Johnny Meeks has
passed away today July 30th. He was like a
brother to me and we had wonderful memories
together - he will be missed as he was one of the
best. He had a cool life and was doing what he
wanted. He is up there now with Gene and Paul
Peek and they may be rock and rolling as we
speak. I am sure they will be playing ''Say
Mama'' and “Be-Bop-A-Lu-La''. Thank you and
prayers to his daughter and her husband who
took care of him til the end. Thank you for all
your prayers. So long my buddy, my friend and
my brother - love you man. RIP
Dickie Harrell

56

From left to right
Francois, Kate, Dominique,
Roddy, Bernard Boyat

The Buzz
Welcome to The Buzz
The 'Tales From The Woods' round up of gigs where you really need to show
your face.
Hi Gang.
As just about everybody in the world of Rock'n'Roll will know by now,
Jerry Lee Lewis will be 80 years old on 29th September and will be
doing two UK dates to celebrate his birthday and what is being hailed
as his final European tour. Like many of our slightly more senior
members I first caught Jerry Lee in concert back in the sixties,
location, Club Noreik Tottenham way back in 1964, or possibly 1965
(I may need to be corrected on that). A short while later a memorable
night at the long gone but still very much alive in muso's memory and
in printed word, the wonderful Flamingo in Wardour Street, Soho.
Not quite as memorable was one of the wildest nights in Rock'n'Roll
history at Wimbledon Theatre. Over the years I would witness Jerry
Lee in venues that are not only a part of post war music history but
also a history of our lives, far too many to name, some sadly no
more, some still active, although rarely for Rock'n'Roll or any form of
roots music.
As celebration of all those memories our Tales From The Woods meeting room is throwing open
its doors on Sunday 6th September around 4pm for fans who wish to meet up and natter about all
things Jerry Lee and no doubt roots music in the private upstairs theatre bar of the Kings Head ,
before heading off to London Palladium just 10 to 15 minutes’ walk away. The pub is located at 13
Westmoreland Street, just off New Cavendish Street, near Marylebone High Street; BBC
Broadcasting House in Portland Place is a short walk away as is the Langham Hotel where I am
told many fans are staying overnight. We shall publish full details and updates if required as we
move through the month of August.
Whilst on the subject of upcoming gigs, it is now time to hand over to the man who is generally
perceived to produce the finest gig guide in any publication anywhere in the land, essential,
incredibly informative, are just a couple of praises often heard; "the nearest thing to a muso's
bible" has joined the accolades of late. Ladies and Gentlemen we here at Tales From The
Woods present Dave 'Jazz Junction' Carroll’s informative gig guide.
The Gig List
Information is obtained from various sources and is hopefully accurate.
The advice ‘check before travelling’ remains sound.
August 2015
7
Friday
Jimmy Cliff
Jamaican singer-songwriter wisely choosing summer to re-appear in London.
Indigo2
£23.20 - £51.50
13
Thursday
Connie Lush
Winner Best UK Blues Vocalist more than once. An Eel Pie Club function.
The Cabbage Patch, Twickenham
£12 + fees
19
Wednesday
The Stray Birds
Folk/Americana band from Pennsylvania, who have impressed Bob Harris.
Green Note at Cecil Sharp House
£14 + fees
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20
Thursday
Sturgill Simpson
Country or Alt country? Will he be a hit, or miss with you?
Islington Assembly Hall
£15 + fees
26
Wednesday
Leo Bud Welch
Foot-stomping Mississippi blues veteran who delighted a crowd of blues aficionados only a year ago.
The Blues Kitchen, Camden 7.00 pm to 1.00 am Music 9.45 pm
Free
26
Wednesday
Wilko Johnson
Feeling good again, having proved that reports of impending death may be the new best career move.
Shepherd’s Bush Empire
£25 + fees
September 2015
3
Thursday
Martha Reeves & The Vandellas
Differing opinions on her voice. So, do you feel lucky?
London Brooklyn Bowl
£25 + fees
4
Friday
Lee Fields & The Expression
Hard-working soul singer and funkateer taking on the skittles.
London Brooklyn Bowl
£20 + fees, £23 door
4
Friday
The Fatback Band
Do the Bus Stop in the shadow of one of the busiest railway stations in Europe.
Clapham Grand
£27.50 + fees
5
Saturday
City Funk Orchestra
A soul covers band featuring the lovely Imaani on vocals.
Half Moon, Putney
£10 adv, £12 door
13
Sunday
Steve Cropper + James Burton + Albert Lee
Sounds like a guitarists’ convention.
Jazz Cafe
£39.50
13
Sunday
The Mavericks
Better to dance the night away rather than try to brand this band.
Shepherd’s Bush Empire
£42.18
16
Wednesday
Si Cranstoun
Tony Blair once gave him 30p. Probably had some spare silver.
Jazz Cafe
£15 + fees
19
Saturday
Michael Roach
Piedmont blues from American songster-bluesman, who moved to Gloucester.
Great Northern Railway Tavern
£15
27
Sunday
The Cadillac Kings
Fantastic jump jiving, rock ‘n’ roll, r&b band. A TFTW promotion.
The Spice of Life
Woodies £12, Adv £15, Door £17
28/29 Mon/Tuesday Leon Bridges
Gospel and soul singer from Texas, promoting first album.
Shepherd’s Bush Empire
£15 + fees

58

October 2015
1
Thursday
Tom Russell
Top country singer-songwriter being promoted by Not The Same Old Blues Crap, would you believe.
The 100 Club
£20 + fees
7
Wednesday
David Gest’s (I’ve Had) The Time of My Life Tour!
Bill Medley, Deniece Williams, Jean Carne, Dorothy Moore, and many others.
Indigo2
£19 - £95 + fees
12
Monday
Robert Cray
No surprise to anyone who saw his first UK visit (in 198?) that he has become a senior bluesman
Barbican
£32.50 + fees
17
Saturday
The Kokomo Kings
Mississippi-style, laid-back blues meets rock ‘n’ roll. A TFTW promotion.
The Spice of Life
Woodies £12, Adv £15, Door £17
24
Saturday
PP Arnold
Just a warm-up for her important appearance at the next year’s TFTW 2is gig.
Jazz Cafe
£17.50 + fees
November 2015
15
Sunday
The Allen Toussaint Band
Appearing as part of the London Jazz Festival.
Barbican
£10 - £35 + fees
Simon Prager wrote to tell us of some forthcoming gigs:
On Saturday 29th August, Hylda, 'Doc' and I are playing at the Ivy House Festival. This is the site
http://www.ivyhousenunhead.com/events.php but I don't know any details yet except that it's a
smashing community pub and it's very cheap. Last time I was there, a blackcurrant and soda cost
me 20p!
On 3rd September, I'm playing with Alan Glen (ace harmonica player) and Hylda at the
Bermondsey Folk Festival. I don't know the details yet but it'll be free. In my day, Bermondsey
was a place where you didn't go - not without a blade anyway - and they certainly didn't have Folk
festivals…
On 18th Sept, I'm playing with 'Doc' Stenson at Folk of the Wood at the Portico Gallery in West
Norwood. This is the site http://www.folkofthewood.co.uk/ It'll be a Ceilidh with us in the interval.
These gigs are really well organised by Will Rutter and great fun. Details will be on the site nearer
the date.
Claire Hamlin also told us - I have some dates coming up in the London area; be great to see any
Woodies who might fancy coming along.
With Booga Red (Piano/Guitar/Vocal Duo - Blues Roots of Rock'n'Roll - www.boogared.co.uk)
Wed 5 Aug: Blues With Bottle Club at The Anchor, Sevenoaks, TN13 1AS 9pm
Fri 7 Aug: Pelton Arms, Greenwich, SE10 9PQ 9pm
Fri 14 Aug: The Red Lion, Godalming, GU7 1HF 9pm
With The T-Birds (New all-girl rockin' trio: piano/double bass/drums)
Sat 8th Aug: Big River RnR Club, Hullbridge Community Centre, SS5 6PA, double header with
The Marvels. 7.30pm, £8 on the door. https://www.facebook.com/events/1582436375344953/
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occasional newsletters/round robin emails which advise all our subscribers of items of interest, reductions on all
TFTW gigs/merchandise, also reductions on selected promotions, automatic invitations to all TFTW social
events, or if you wish to advertise in the UK's only on-line roots music magazine, please contact

'Tales From The Woods'
25 Queen Anne Avenue, Bromley, Kent, BR2 0SA
Telephone/Fax 020 8460 6941
Articles for publication can be e-mailed to TFTW@blueyonder.co.uk
All subscribers receive a membership card. For those who do not possess a computer we send out black
and white paper copies of the mag which will incur a fee of £10 per year.

Remember - you’re only young twice… Keith Woods
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