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John Spencely got to practice his selfies at Keith’s birthday get together 

at Gerry’s Club… 
 

Keith chats to Peter Donegan 

Mr Angry sees Dave Berry (and enjoys it) 

Neil Foster dies - or does he? (Spoiler - he doesn’t) 

We “borrow” more stuff from Nick Cobban 

Jazz Junction, Soul Kitchen, Blues Rambling 
And more....   

ALL ARTICLES/IMAGES ARE COPYRIGHT OF THEIR RESPECTIVE AUTHORS. 
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The Mekon (ruler of the Treens 

which sounds a bit like Three) 

demands that we  “ HOLD  THE  

THIRD  PAGE! ”  
Hi Gang,  

Welcome to the autumn edition of Tales From The Woods magazine, issue 

105. At the time of typing however, we’re still in August, although with a 
definite autumnal chill in the evening air, a far cry from the temperatures we 
were experiencing barely more than a week or so ago. Phew! That was a 
scorcher wasn't it gang? Certainly nothing like that in the UK since that 
incredible summer of 1976, that I'm sure many of our marginally senior 
Woodies will recall. 

Anyway that's enough of the small talk, time to get on to the serious business of all things roots 
music. Before we do that, I need to have a little chat with our hard copy readers, those that prefer 

their bi-monthly dose of Tales From The Woods in paper form. So if you’re an on-line reader, feel 

free to skip this bit and join us again somewhere near that photo below. 

As you know around the end of 2017 or thereabouts, we had to increase our yearly subscription 
from £10 which it had remained at for a number of years, until it came to the point of being 
untenable, when we put our rates up to £15. Even then it barely covered costs, and sadly we have 
to increase it to £20 as we fade from 2018 into the year of 2019. Plenty of time to renew your 
subscriptions; some folks have already paid the new rate, so obviously this will not apply. Those 
costs keep rising, and on my recent trip to my local privatized post office to post out issue 104 I 
was to discover they had pushed up their postage yet again. Our excellent printer who replicates 
all our photographs and words with such professional clarity, is fighting a losing battle with costs 
too, as he confided to me over a cup of coffee recently, so he too has to raise his rates. I bet the 
next time I visit my local stationers I will probably find envelopes too have risen in cost. When you 

get a suitable opportunity gang, pop a cheque in the post to us, made out to Tales From The 

Woods please, or if you prefer and have access to computer, via PayPal that'll do fine too. Sorry 

gang, but I'm sure you'll all understand and think we are worth it. 

                                                        

Time Out magazine for some bizarre reason feels the need 
to celebrate 50 years in the business come the 29th of this 

month of typing, September. thankfully by the time Tales 

From The Woods appears on screen you will have missed 

their street party in Granary Square, London by several 
days, a celebration that will consist of, wait for it, 
professional women wrestling, what it's editorial describes 
as top London DJs (?), a drag superstar (??) will be 
performing or rather lip-syncing with his company on a 
floating canal stage. Oh! I almost forgot, a London brewery 
will be selling 40 litres of their brand gin, no doubt at a very 
special price!! And so it goes on.  

As many of you no doubt remember Time Out was once a 
magazine of choice, the entertainment guide for the capital 
city it was designed to serve. A free gigs listing was one of 
its most endearing qualities; cinemas both mainstream and 
art-house, theatres, west end productions to fringe events 
held at 50 seaters above pubs, exhibitions big and small, 
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mass interest and minority were all included in its near 100 pages. Articles that exposed injustices 
inflicted upon Londoners both young and old found a sympathetic home in this left leaning radical 
weekly publication. Somewhere however it all went seriously wrong; shrunk in size both width and 
depth, its pages filled with corporate events for the biggest of arenas, theatres, cinemas and 
galleries, its campaigning for the under-dog now very much a thing of the past like the free listings, 
its pages filled with full length adverts for those who can afford to pay, now given away free on the 
streets and no doubt like that other freebie just a mere shadow of itself, the Evening Standard (or 
Sub-Standard), clogging up bin-bags of trains, tubes and buses throughout the suburbs. 

In truth it all started to go wrong long while before it became a giveaway. In the early days of TFTW 

events I submitted a flyer to Time Out, within a short while receiving an email from the 
entertainments editor showing interest. As time passed interest declined and, despite promises 
that our next event would find a place in the free listings, they rarely did. I remember clearly 

walking into their Tottenham Court Road offices clutching a flyer of what would have been TFTW’s 

latest show, handing it to the receptionist with a word or two of explanation, which probably failed 
to enter her ears, turning to walk away, instinctively knowing it all had been a time wasting 
exercise, the chances of the flyer making its way upstairs remote, left on reception for the cleaner 
to later bin was the most likely outcome. Similar stories reached these ears from other promoters 
and venues too, so not just us. If Time Out disappeared from the streets tomorrow, like the hard 
copy format of NME (The Buzz column Issue 102) it would be neither missed nor mourned. 

                                                        

Saturday September 8th at the Water Rats, in the 
Kings Cross area of London, one of the very few 
areas of our capital city where a certain amount of 
gentrification by local planning authorities has 
actually benefited its character as opposed to 
ruining it. The venue has a long history; once known 
as The Pindar Of Wakefield, famous for many years 
for its music hall entertainment, how much of the 
original 1517 structure is still in place I have no idea. 
Its first landlord was a certain George Green who 
claimed to be a direct descendant of Robin Hood; 
no doubt such stories kept his customers 

entertained on cold winter nights. The building as it stands now dates from 1878 and, fanciful 
stories aside, what can't be disputed is that it was a regular meeting place for Karl Marx and his 
buddy Vladimir Lenin during the turn of the last century.  

Fast forward around 120 years or so, Tales From The Woods who, within its organization, has a 

couple whose politics would find sympathy with the aforementioned. However we were all there 
for entirely different reasons, to promote a show with iconic sixties hit maker Dave Berry, originally 
from the city that once was the home of the British steel industry and the spiritual home of the 
master cutler, Sheffield, whose tough working class credentials would please Marx and Lenin 
whose photos adorn the walls of the front bar restaurant alongside many of the bands and artists 

that have played the venue in recent times. TFTW has history too at the venue; our first ever 

central London show was performed there in 2006, a sold out "fifty years of skiffle" with several 
follow ups over the next couple of years. After a break of a few years we were back again to 
celebrate the birthday of long time Woodie and one time 2is Coffee Bar Skiffle group Blue Jeans’ 
drummer Tony Annis. That evening we proudly reunited The Allisons after decades of them both 
taking very different paths. Tony was back with us again, this time celebrating yet another 
birthday, his 80th with his new wife Deanna at his side, both enjoying what proved to be an 
excellent show.  

As you will read accounts elsewhere in the magazine, suffice to say attendance was far from 

excellent, it has done little for Tales From The Woods’ standing at this particular venue. We can 

promote quality shows, we can possess the finest most versatile, professional backing band to be 
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found on any stage across the length and breadth of this land, we can proudly claim to have the 
most hardworking loyal personnel behind the scenes of any organization, but if the fans don't turn 

out to support us, then all that effort has gone to waste. Tales From The Woods is run by the 

fans for the fans and, without their backing, we can’t have a future. 

                                                        

Our sister publication, American Music Magazine issue 148, current issue, September 2018, our 

friends in Sweden, Bo and company, have done a wonderful job, covering Tales From The 

Woods Doo-Wop show at the 100 Club, Oxford Street, London back in June, along with wonderful 

in-depth article that reflects on one of black music’s greatest innovators of immediate post war 
years, Buddy Johnson. Much else too can be found in this the most academically informing of 
magazines. Woodie Dickie Tapp is a dedicated contributor and propagandist for this excellent 
quarterly publication, so I’ll let Dickie advise you of all the details, how to subscribe etc. Take 
centre stage, Dickie. 

 

The latest issue of American Music Magazine is now available. It features an outstanding article on Buddy 
Johnson and his sister Ella who made a long series of good rhythm and blues recordings with jazz 
influences spanning the years 1939 thru 1964. In the mid ’50s Buddy and Ella adapted for the prime 
Rock’n’Roll era, enjoying popularity with the teenagers of the day. There are lots of cool photos and ads 
from their careers and, of course, a complete session and record discography. Of special interest to 
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Woodies is Nick Cobban's illustrated review of the fantastic TFTW doo-wop evening which featured Gaynel 

Hodge, Tommy Hunt, and John Cheatdom with a cameo appearance by Jackson Sloan, whilst Ian Wallis 
reports from Hemsby 60 which was headlined by Eva Eastwood and Freddy Cannon who both delivered 
superb performances. In addition there is an interview with Ralph Braband who is behind the popular 
record company Rhythm Bomb, whilst the instrumental series rolls along reaching part 11. American Music 
Mag works in conjunction with TFTW and deserves your support. For this issue only there is a special 20% 
discounted price for Woodies of £8 postage paid. Payment via PayPal to dickietapp@googlemail.com or a 
cheque (payable to A R Tapp) to Dickie at 75 Potters Lane, Burgess Hill, W. Sussex RH15 9JT. Dickie can 
also provide subscription details via the same addresses. 

                                             

At the time of typing, just one week ago, we received the shocking news of the loss of a very good 

friend to us here at Tales From The Woods and long-time personal friend of number of Woodies. 

I refer of-course to Chas Hodges who left us aged just 74. Chas performed two shows for us at 
London’s Borderline, headlined one of our rare theatre shows, the theatre in question being the 
Empire in Halstead, Essex, back in 2010. Chas was a surprise guest on our show at the 100 Club, 
celebrating a return to his native UK of rockin’ piano man Roy Young (obit issue 103) as well as a 
wonderfully intimate afternoon at Kings Head Private Theatre Bar, Marylebone in honour of our 
tragically sick friend Danny Rivers (obit issue 93) amongst a gathering of friends and fellow 
performers. Contrary to what I put out at the time, Chas’s cancer was in fact under control at the 
time of his death, the cause of his death was in fact pneumonia so my profound apologies for any 
misunderstanding. 

In Issue 106 we shall attempt to do justice to Chas, a real genuine "geezer" as they would say in 
his hometown area of Tottenham and Edmonton; a true gentlemen, who had enough Rock’n’Roll 
history in his career to fill a museum, although for the public at large he will be forever be 
associated as part of that much loved duo, Chas ‘n’ Dave. 

                                             

Tales From The Woods raises a glass and says farewell to the legendary swamp blues 

harpist/singer and guitarist Lazy Lester who lost his battle to stomach cancer on 22nd August 
2018 aged 85. 

Tales From The Woods was not even a twinkle in my eye when I 

first encountered Mr Leslie Johnson otherwise known as Lazy 
Lester, purveyor of the authentic sound and unique style, known 
as "swamp blues". House Of Blues, New Orleans, 1993, last night 
of my first ever trip to the Southern states and Lester was at the 
bar enjoying a drink with a small group of international blues fans. 
I recognized Lester from photos and record covers etc., so I shook 
his hand, passed pleasantries; he spoke in an accent so strongly 
identified with his native south west Louisiana, I'm not sure if I 
caught more than half the words briefly spoken. He sounded liked 
he looked, the real deal. However it was not Lester we were in the 
venue to see; like Lester we were there to see the mighty 
Solomon Burke. Wow! What a show it proved to be, one of the 
greatest gigs of all time, you bet, near four hours long with just 
one break, climaxing with Burke jumping off stage, walking 
through the audience, signing autographs, whilst singing Little 

Richard’s "Lucille". 

A year or two passed, I belatedly became a regular at the annual blues festival in the bustling 
Dutch city of Utrecht, the Blues Estafette, sadly missed and still rated by many as the greatest 
blues festival that ever existed. As Dickie Tapp amusingly points out in the inset, Lester was one 
of its biggest fans, booked to play or not he would be there, sharing a few lagers with the fans 
from countless countries who flocked to the festival each and every year. 

Lazy Lester, Rye 2013 
 © Paul Harris 
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Fast forward into the present century when, almost by 

accident, Tales From The Woods was born. In the 

middle of the first decade we were promoting a few 
shows in central London, when in 2006 I was contacted 
by a blues fan and promoter up there in the bonnie 
north of England, Des Demain, asking if I'd be 
interested in booking Lazy Lester. Would I? Not ‘alf! 
Soon Des and I were firm friends, kindred spirits for the 
love of the blues. I booked the wonderful Metro Club in 
Oxford Street for 19th March 2006, now savagely 
demolished to make way for the all-conquering 
Crossrail.  

I got to work giving Lester a backing band that would do 
him proud, no less figures than Big Joe Louis on lead 
guitar, Little George Sueref on rhythm guitar, Wayne 
Hopkins on bass. It was indeed a triumph and, along 
with our very first 2is Reunion show, it certainly put 

Tales From The Woods on the map. Lester was far 

from Lazy that evening, he was having a ball, and we 
couldn't get him off stage even when the clock had 
passed the bewitching hour. Lester never shied away 
from declaring his love of Country music, as proven that 
night, visiting the catalogues of Hank Williams, Jimmie Rodgers, Merle Haggard. 

A real shame about Lester. Yes, at one time the Estafette was jokingly known as the 
'Lesterfette' as he was such a regular there. And of course, the bar takings in the 
downstairs artists' bar always shot-up when Lester was performing. 

One of Juke Blues's memorable moments was the big in-depth interview/article by 
Fred Relph in issue #8 just ahead of Lester's first UK tour in 1987. This was soon 
after his rediscovery and I'm sure that helped Lester regain the recognition he 
deserved. That was an early 'triumph' for the magazine, just like the early triumph for 

TFTW with the 'Metro' gig which sadly I missed. I heard great reports though. 

Dickie Tapp 

A few years later Lester was treading the Tales From The Woods boards again, this time at the 

pre-renovated Water Rats in the Kings Cross area of London, this time not entirely in his own right 
but as a special guest to a Zydeco band from the USA, although not from the musical birth place 
of southern Louisiana, but California. An enjoyable evening, not entirely successful, I wrote in my 
log; not because numbers were down, the attendance was healthy, but many felt that Lester was 
not given a fair crack of the whip, not given the respect by the band he so richly deserved. Some 
would opine that only when the band realized that it was Lester who was the star attraction and 
not them did they amend. 

There can’t be too many Blues fans who have not once seen that wonderful film of some thirty 
minutes in length of the great Lonnie Johnson performing with just his guitar in a Parisian jazz 
club; black and white, moody, cigarette smoke and shadowy light, so full of atmospherics, it is 

indeed a true piece of art. TFTW’s rather grandiose ambition was at least to attempt to if not 

actually emulate, certainly try and recreate that very same feeling with Lazy Lester. The venue not 
quite a Parisian jazz house, but a social club belonging to Guys and St Thomas Hospital at 
London Bridge. Accompanied by Little George Sueref on guitar, the tiny club area was full to 
capacity, an excellent night even if it failed to challenge the French capital’s inspiration. It was 
however filmed, allowing us at least a few segments of Lester at just one of his three 
performances for us, it was also the early days of our film and audio recordings, so it's not perfect. 

more importantly though it's there for all to see and enjoy on our TFTW YouTube channel. 
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Born Leslie Johnson, 20th June 1933 in Torras, Louisiana. It has 
been said that even as a child barely more than beyond his first 
walking steps, music had to be his living as he was what we now 
describe as 'laidback', it appeared to be ingrained into his psyche. 
Growing up during the forties, the Blues was all around him, on 
radio, juke joints and bars, as well as the rhythms of the cities up 
north, up tempo and hip. The burgeoning rhythm and blues scene 
is what the younger black folks were listening to, and the boy 
soaked all this up, listening intently to his mother who played the 
harmonica proficiently, the influence that no doubt would make it 
his chosen instrument. He loved white country music, or hillbilly as 
it would have been called back in the day, especially the singing 
brakeman, Jimmie Rodgers, and later the Hillbilly Shakespeare 
himself Hank Williams who, by the time of Leslie’s formative years 
would be finding the creative peak of his short tragic life. Little 
Walter, Jimmy Reed, Sonny Boy Williamson were his heroes of 

harmonica, and by the age of 19 he was sitting in on the band stand with the Rhythm Rockers led 
by his friend Big John Jackson. Having met Guitar Gable at local club, he began to sit in with his 
band too. However it would be teaming up with local swamp blues master Lightnin’ Slim that 
would change the direction of his life. It was head honcho of Excello records Jay Millar that 
handed him his lifelong moniker "Lazy Lester" allegedly because he spoke in a sleepy way and 
seem uncaring of personal ambition. Whatever the truth, it suited and served him well throughout 
his career. 

Lester would go on to perform both with his own band, and with such luminaries of native 
Louisiana music as Katie Webster, Lonesome Sundown and most famously with his friend Slim 
Harpo. A number of the songs that he wrote and recorded such as "I'm A Lover Not A Fighter", "I 
hear You Knocking", "Sugar Coated Love", would be covered and made famous in decades that 
followed by artists as diverse as the Kinks, "Dave Edmunds, Dwight Yoakam, "Freddy Fender, 
Raful Neal, Anson Funderburgh, Fabulous Thunderbirds, Flaming Groovies to name but a few. 

Despite complaints that Jay Millar never rewarded him sufficiently with record royalties he stayed 
with Excello records through to 1965 before moving to Pontiac, Michigan where he quit the music 
business, disillusioned and disgusted. 

In 1971 Fred Reif set up a Lightnin’ Slim gig at University Of Chicago, and Lester was invited to 
join his old friend, reluctantly stepping on the bandstand again. However it was not until 1979 after 
being invited to perform at the aforementioned Blues Estafette in Utrecht, Holland that things 
would get serious again, although it would be another eight years in 1987 before Lester’s return 
would be complimented with a new recording, an album entitled "Lazy Lester Rides Again" 
followed up with "Harp and Soul" on Alligator records. Unreleased Excello material saw the light of 
day on Flyright in the final months of the decade of the eighties. Come the new century he was 
invited to appear on the Telarc label with an album dedicated to blues harmonica maestros that 
also included Snooky Prior, Carey Bell, Raful Neal. Later years would see him upping sticks again 
far from his native state of Louisiana to that of the west coast town of Paradise, California where 
he lived with his girlfriend.  

                                             

Yet more sad news reaches us here at Tales From The Woods. A few hours ago a true legend of 

immediate post war rhythm’n’blues Big Jay McNeely passed away a few hours ago aged 91, the 
wildest saxophonist that ever rocked the boards, "kept a honking and screaming" virtually to the 
end. Let’s all play "Deacons Hop" as loud as we can on our trusty turntables in his memory. See 
Nick Cobban’s page for an obituary. 

Veteran Rock’n’Roll agent, promoter and Woodie Paul Barrett pointed out; 

Lazy Lester, Rye 2013 
 © Paul Harris 
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One of the first turned out to be one of the last. Big Jay was a wonderful artiste, 
Rock’n’Roller and guy. I recall after booking him a number of times during the 
eighties, I teamed him up for a weekender with Nappy Brown, thinking they were 
similar guys from the same times and musical background and also then of an age.  

So I booked them to fly back to the US from the same Heathrow airport and flight, 
even booking them together to share a large twin bedded airport hotel room. Not 
being cheap I thought they would enjoy this. No way. 

The next morning before departure Nappy rang me, saying “Please Paul, never book 
me with Jay again because it’s good for a man to carry a bible with him but Jay has 
SIX and preaches to me morning, noon and night!” 

Jay then called me saying “Paul, never book me with Nappy again because while a 
man must eat and drink, Nappy seems to skip the eating bit so he can drink more”. 
Jay had religion seriously, never drinking or using bad language etc. while Nappy 
was a real fun guy who liked to wake earlier so he could start drinking earlier. 

Both great showmen and while Nappy could only do three to five numbers before 
taking a break, when he performed he too would dance and rock up a storm.  

What a shame Jay has now gone too. Terrific guys and I enjoyed too their refusal to 
use the white man’s NME, BBC etc. term rhythm and blues. They only described 
their music as Rock’n’Roll and blues. Sure enough.  

In my opinion they both enjoyed, admired, and irritated each other. Their kind will not 
come again.  

Loyal Woodie and TFTW contributor Dominique "Imperial" Anglares noted;  

More bad news that hurts. Big Jay was a very nice man and a gentle fellow who 
welcomed me and Lucky backstage in May 23, 2010 while playing in Paris with Ray 
Collins and Mike Sanchez. I had brought him a French 78 rpm on CID and an 
October 1955 edition of the weekly magazine "Paris Match" where he was pictured 
in a full page spread laying on his back and blowing that horn. All that makes him 
happy but not as much as I was after his wild, rowdy, rockin', rollin', blowin' 
performance backed by Ray Collins' band. He blew, blew, blew doing Jay’s walk in 
the crowd. Big Jay was fully packed with energy and talent. The Deacon told me he 
stood among the Kings of the Honkers... That's the Gospel truth, Brother! He will be 
missed. 

I was worried about bothering Big Jay prior to the show when I saw him backstage 
'cause he seemed to have some difficulty in walking. He was already an old man 
and I sure didn't want to be pushy but... Once on stage, he was a different man, in a 
different world. He was standing strong, movin' and blowin', honkin' up a storm. He 
was flyin' high having a ball playing for that crowd. The magic of music! 

                                             

Tales From The Woods raises a glass and says farewell to 

singer/guitarist, one half of rockabilly/country duo The Collins Kids, 
Lorrie Collins who died after complications from a serious fall aged 
76 on August 4th 2018. 

Lawrencine Collins was born 7th May 1942 in Oklahoma and her 
brother, who would become a guitar wizard by age 10 on his double 
neck Mosrite guitar, modelled on his hero and mentor Joe Maphis, 
came along a little over two years later on 4th October 1944. 
Growing up on the family dairy farm, it was very much their mother 
who greatly encouraged their talent, she being a semi professional 
musician on mandolin, fiddle and piano. It was also she that directed 
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her children, then aged 12 and 10 respectively, to audition for the town hall party television show 
in 1954, beamed out of Pasadena, California. The hugely popular country, western swing, cowboy 
style singers show began life on radio in 1951, transferring to TV a couple of years later.  

Obviously the "kids" passed the audition with flying colours, young Larry with his adept picking 
way beyond his years and Lorrie’s fine voice made them a great deal more than a mere novelty 
act. They instantly hit on the show, and soon the family were selling up the dairy farm and moving 
to California, chaperoning their off-spring’s career. Their timing could not have been more perfect, 
Rock’n’Roll was breaking through across the USA, Carl Perkins being the first artist of that type to 
appear on the show, soon many would follow. The Collins Kids would soon be appearing 
alongside many that we now consider legends of the genre including Jerry Lee Lewis, Gene 
Vincent, Eddie Cochran, Johnny Cash, as well as giants of country music like Patsy Cline, Lefty 
Frizell, Merle Travis, not forgetting too the western arm of country names such as Gene Autry, Tex 
Ritter.  

Young Larry’s hero Joe Maphis was a regular session musician on the show and, in later years, 
surf guitarist Dick Dale appeared on it too. The Kids recorded, co-wrote or wrote a considerable 
number of sides throughout the fifties among them, "Lonesome Road", "Hoy Hoy", "Hop Skip and 
Jump", "Whistle Bait", "Beetle Bug Bop" all pretty much aimed at the early teen end of the 
Rock’n’Roll market. Regular appearances on the show guaranteed healthy sales, and soon Lorrie 
would be dating erstwhile teen idol Ricky Nelson - a rare commodity, a teen idol with talent - who 
had literally grown up in public on television on his parents’ television show, the Ozzie and Harriet 
Show, their dance band being the starring feature of their long running show. According to Lorrie, 
Ricky’s passion for Rock’n’Roll was not in any way shared by his parents.  

The fifties gave way to the sixties, Ricky and Lorrie’s relationship was by now teenage crush 
history, the music scene making rapid changes at near breath taking speed, by 1965 the Kids 
called it a day, and Lorrie settled down to a normal life, bringing up a family. Larry, on the other 
hand, headed to Hollywood and found success as a songwriter either writing or co-writing "Delta 
Dawn", "God Made Oklahoma" and other such strong selling country hits. However, more 

interesting maybe to TFTW readers and certainly myself, his writing credentials proved on Bobby 

Helms’ hit "You’re The Reason" later the same decade. Larry studied law, within a few short years 
earning a very lucrative career as an attorney. 

The Rockabilly and Rock’n’Roll rebirth of the mid-
seventies through much of the eighties ensured that the 
Collins Kids’ records found a new home on Rock’n’Roll 
dance floors once again in both UK, Europe and 
eventually in their native land. However, it would be 1993 
before they could be enticed to a UK stage, possibly 
their first in a number of years, at the long and still 
running twice yearly Hemsby Rock’n’Roll Weekender in 
the county of Norfolk.  

It was there I witnessed their return; it was there also, I 
overheard one of the classic remarks that will be forever 
enshrined into memory, suitably in the bar, a purist fan 
heard to say in all seriousness, that he was disappointed 
that their voices didn’t sound the same as their records. I 
guess a man approaching 50 and a lady a couple of 

years older don't sound anything like their pre-teen and teenage selves! Lorrie and Larry Collins 
from that time on became hugely popular attractions at countless rocking festivals until relatively 
recently. 
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TFTW  TOP 10 
27th July 2018 ~ 25th September 2018 

Position  Plays 

1. (1) Dave Berry - The Crying Game  2064 

2. (2) P.P. Arnold - The First Cut Is The Deepest 1225 

3. (3)  Mike Berry - Tribute To Buddy Holly 1046 

4. (-) Chas Hodges - Travelin' Light 700 

5. (4) Billie Davis - Tell Him 696 

6. (6) Charlie Gracie - Fabulous 634 

7. (5) The Allisons - Are You Sure? 512 

8. (7) Zoot Money - Big Time Operator 402 

9. (-) Chas Hodges - Don't You Just Know It 396 

10. (9) Cliff Bennett - Turn On Your Lovelight 391 

(Previous chart position shown in brackets) 

Total plays on the TFTW channel for this period = 12,433 (8,712) 

Total plays on the TFTW channel to date = 144,753 

See all available videos by going to our website at www.TFTW.org.uk and clicking the YouTube link 

 

                                                        

 

Pictures © Alan Lloyd 

Those annual Solid Silver Sixties package shows that tour the 
country seem to be good for singer Dave Berry, a regular star in 
the line-up. He remains slim, has great audience rapport, and 
his voice is in fine form. 

When he appeared at a one-off central London show headlining 
at the Water Rats Theatre in Kings Cross, the formula was 
slightly different. In addition to his hits, he was allowed to 
stretch out beyond the 20 minutes or so he is allotted on the 
packages to reprise some of his own favourites from the fifties 
and sixties. 

These included more of Chuck Berry, as you might expect from 
the man who placed Memphis Tennessee higher in the charts 
than the song's composer, and a whole slew of rockers to 
which he did full justice. 

As the backing band fired up Fats Domino's I'm Ready, Dave, 
initially singing from the wings, appeared on stage with a silver 
scarf around his neck, mysteriously wearing a single white 
glove, which he ceremoniously removed almost immediately. Of 
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course, toying with the microphone and its lead, plus ceiling-staring defined his shows back in the 
day, and gave him an identifiable image on dozens of TV appearances. 

The Sheffield-born Dave, now 77, formed his first band in his home town 
in the fifties, so his second number of the night and biggest hit was 
Memphis, which he must have been playing for years before he recorded 
it. 

There were various points of difference between his treatment of rockers 
he played on the night, and some he recorded and the often well-known 
originals. He varied the phrasing to make the songs his own, and he 
added Brian Woods' lap steel to the three piece rockabilly band backing 
him. 

Thus My Baby Left Me, his second release on Decca, was not a cover of 
the Elvis Presley hit, but a re-imagining of an Arthur Crudup blues and 
the live version lived up to what was, in retrospect, a fine recording, 
which, we were told, featured Big Jim Sullivan, John Paul Jones and 

Jimmy Page, all later lionised. 

Dave kept up a lively patter between 
numbers, often with jokes perhaps as 
old as some of the songs, admitting that 
he had not sung Bobby Parker's Watch 
Your Step for 45 years but still nailed it. 

He confessed his love of blues, proving 
it with an excellent take on T-Bone 
Walker's Stormy Monday Blues, and 
then identified Bobby Troup as the 
begetter of Route 66 without actually 
naming him. But, then again, we all 
know who married songstress Julie London. Don't we? 

Bo Diddley's Mona was a stand-out, and Dave told how one of his career building blocks was a 
song written for him by The Kinks’ Ray Davies, entitled This Strange Effect which certainly sounds 
more like a Dave Berry number than a Kinks composition with its mysterious ethereal feel, quite at 
odds from the rest of Dave's show on the night. But effective. 

Wilbert Harrison's Let's Work Together was next up to liven 
proceedings, which could have provided Dave with another hit, 
but others were to reap the rewards on that song. 

Dave confided he had three tours with the Rolling Stones, and 
when Decca Records’ Mike Smith suggested he cut a ballad 
The Crying Game, he was reluctant but relented, laying down 
the biggest song of his career that went on to become both a 
film title and a hit the second time around. He's still happy 
singing it, and is note-perfect. 

Audience response was 100 per cent positive, and a 
demanded encore was another Chuck number, Promised Land. 

The evening got off to a cracking start with the TFTW band 

working as a trio under the name I gave them, The Bipolar 
Bears. Without the usual horns and keyboards, and with 
bassist Robb Davies on upright for a change, John Spencely 
on lead vocals and guitar, and Jeff Tuck on drums offered a 
sparse and authentic sound. 
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Claire Hamlin, the usual piano player, was sent good wishes from both the stage and audience in 
her current journey back to full health. 

For some reason, the band were dressed in what appeared to be the top half of Mack Sennett 
swimming costumes from silent movies, but that distracted from their look rather than their sound, 
which was perfect on a set that opened with Buddy Holly's Peggy Sue and included Ronnie Self's 
Sweet Nothin's , Chuck Berry's Come On, Billy Boy Arnold's I Ain't Got You and Maybelline. An 
unusual choice, but a good one, was Wyn Stewart's Uncle Tom Got Caught, and they concluded a 
heavily Crickets influenced set with Peggy Sue Got Married. 

A surprise addition to the bill was Johnny Stud, vocalist with 
Rocky Sharpe and the Replays, in his first stage appearance 
as a solo rather than as part of a vocal group. He acquitted 
himself well, and certainly looked the part in black and white 
buckskin jacket. 

He opened with a creditable take on Randy and the Rainbows' 
Denise, reached the high notes on Conway Twitty's It's Only 
Make Believe, rocked up Fats Domino's I'm Walking, and did a 
worthwhile take on Roy Orbison's Oobie Doobie. 

One of the highlights of the evening was John Spencely's guitar 
intro to Mr Stud's version of Rosie and the Originals' doo-wop 
classic Angel Baby. The, ahem, original recording features 
wrong notes which Mr Spencely replicated exactly. It takes a 
brilliant musician to play the wrong notes right, and there's no 
doubt JS is a brilliant musician. 

The Water Rats Theatre was at one time owned by a trust, and 
was, until recently, full of atmosphere but a tad frayed around 
the edges. It has been sold to obviously caring incomers who 

have redecorated, revitalised but have somehow managed to retain the atmosphere. 
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In the front half of the building there is a restaurant and bar, with doors through to the theatre 
itself, a comfy, intimate space with a low stage and 50 something seats and benches. 

Most seats were taken for this Saturday night show, to the relief of promoter Keith Woods who 
specialises in London shows of the highest musical quality that do not necessarily have obvious 
commercial appeal to the general public. Once more, he is to be congratulated on staging an 
event that satisfied loyal followers of his shows who were initially dubious about a sixties pop act 
when more rootsy fare has been Keith's usual trademark. 

 

Sadly, Keith has no future shows until June next year. Perhaps we can persuade him otherwise... 

John Howard 

Booking the big beat since johnny burnette was in the charts 

Paul Barrett Rock'n'Roll Enterprises 

(est. circa 1960) 

Darrel Higham & The Enforcers - Rebel Dean & Band - Bo Walton & Band - Matchbox 
The Jets - Lucas & The Dynamos - Crazy Cavan & The Rhythm Rockers - Johnny & The 

Jailbirds - Jackson Sloan & Band.  

By arrangement: Mike Sanchez - Si Cranstoun.  
From the USA: Linda Gail Lewis - Charlie Gracie - Jack Scott - Robert Gordon.  

From Germany: formally The Lennerockers now The Lennebrothers plus the cream of The 
International Bop Crop and the Coolest of Cool. 

FOR THE BEST IN THE BIG BEAT 

Better call Paul on (UK) 02920 704279 

e-mail: barrettrocknroll@ntlworld.com 

 

© Johnny Stud 
 

mailto:barrettrocknroll@ntlworld.com
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The Bop Brothers 
The Water Rats WC1. 6/07/18 (courtesy Blues in Britain) 

 

It has been some time since I was at the Water Rats and I must say the refurbished and now air 
conditioned music room came as a pleasant surprise. The line-up for this long overdue reunion gig 
consisted of Jon “T-Bone” Taylor, g. Dave “Munch” Moore, k. Rob Statham, b. Marc Parnell, d. Ed 
Jones, ts. and Andy Roberts, v. 

The band found their feet with a couple of introductory instrumentals; “Blusion” (Taylor) and “Blue 
Shift” (Statham). It was then time for vocalist Andy Roberts to take the stage for the swinging 
“Cruisin’ and Coastin’”, written by original Bop Bros. vocalist, the late Al Eastwood. This was 
followed by the break up ballad “(Looking Forward to) Missing You” penned by Jon Taylor and 
featuring an incisive guitar solo by the same. Stand out number of the evening for me was 
“Borderline”, written by former Bops vocalist Earl Green. An encore of “Strange News” from their 
1995 CD, also penned by Al Eastwood, was another highlight with the magnificent Ed Jones to the 
fore. 

Well they got the band back together and their unique style of blues/jazz fusion lives on!  

The second band of the evening was the Catfish Kings, a lively jump jive outfit, fronted by Harry 
Lang (ex Mo’Indigo), playing mostly covers of Big Joe Turner, Bobby Charles, Elvis et al. All in all 
it was a very pleasant evening and an excellent alternative to the World Cup. Many thanks go to 

Keith Woods of Tales From The Woods for organising the event.  

                            Norma Victor 

© Fran Leslie 
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Letters to the Editor 

Woodie Roger Arthur is conducting some research on the musical activities of the 
influential though historically neglected 2i's Coffee Bar at 55 Old Compton Street, Soho, 
during the early to late 1960s and would appreciate feedback within these pages from any 
members who went to the venue during the British beat group years between 1962 and 
1967. Roger knows that the 2i's closed down at some point (the month of which is 
uncertain) in the latter part of 1967, although he thinks that the venue may have stopped 
putting on live entertainment at some earlier point in either 1966 or 1967. Apart from 
Screaming Lord Sutch and a few beat groups, he has little knowledge of which other 

artistes played then. Does anyone know more, please? Contact TFTW@blueyonder.co.uk 

 
HiYa to all my friends and family  

Our sailing boat is on the sea, and SorayAnnis is heading to our home waters, the waves parting 
as she flows through them like the Swan she is. Deanna and I are in the house and unpacking 
after our 8000 plus sea miles trip. The house being full of baggage after a long trip is not exactly 
fun but having bought tickets for a Rock’n’Roll show we left everything in disorder and went out to 
have some fun. 

Keith Woods, the Rock’n’Roll impresario and friend had a show at The Water Rats, so of course, 
we stopped unpacking and went to enjoy a night out and what a night out it was, it really was! The 
Water Rats, with a capacity of two hundred, goes way back to 1517 and was called Pindar Of 
Wakefield and has had many famous and infamous visitors and players including Bob Dylan, The 
Pogue Mahones, Oasis of today and Karl Marx, Lenin of the past. Old Time Music Hall filled the 
hall until the 1980s and in 1986 the place was bought by the Grand Order Of The Water Rats and 
the name was changed to Water Rats, now upgraded with good food and completely refurnished. 
Sally Fox the owner has put new life into this historic place and it is now well worth a visit to a 
function or just for a lovely meal. 

We have been away for some time and it was excellent to see so many of our good mates again; 
too many to mention but good to greet and meet so many old friends. Good to see seating 
because as I start to make my way through the 80s, that becomes a must! 

       



17 

The Bi-Polar Bears, just an excellent tight group, sounded like more than a trio. Missing from 
normal the only woman of the group, and we all hope keyboard player Claire is better very soon. 
Supporting was Johnny Stud out of the ‘60s but very much the star of the night was Dave Berry; 
not only a very good singer but also a great entertainer, a showman and was greatly liked by the 
whole house. 

So back in London Town a bit older but probably no wiser and looking forward to the next gig put 
on by my friend Keith Woods. 

Tony Annis 

Steam Returns to TFTW Rails 
 

Following my well received reminiscences of steam (well, according to Keith), here are some 
more. These are all about my first depot, Neville Hill. I also spent time at other depots including 
Holbeck, Stourton, Normanton and, on the GW, Old Oak Common and Oxford. 

Neville Hill 

Neville Hill was a large ex-NER shed serving anything that ran east or 
north of Leeds, with a mixture of express passenger and local workings 
and a variety of freight, from fast fitted freight trains to humble coal 
trains. 

Mean looking or what? It was cool for us young-uns 

to pin down the sides of our grease-top to stand out 

from the older men. 

 

Cleaner’s Pranks/Initiations 

There were several gangs of cleaners at Neville Hill when I started. One of the initiation rituals for 
new starters was to be given the inside of the tender to clean out. We were sent down into the 
tender by the senior cleaner with a flare lamp, bucket and shovel to clear up the debris that had 
accumulated there from the water scoops. Once down inside, an oil-soaked burning rag would be 
dropped in and the tender lid would be closed. The smoke soon filled up the tender and the 
unlucky lad would be banging the side of the tender to try to draw attention to the situation. After 
about 10-15 mins of this, the lid would be opened and the lad would be able to escape, coughing 
and spluttering. Of course, nobody would own up to perpetrating this dangerous practice and the 
lad would eventually get his breath back. His turn came when the next new cleaner started and 
the same trick was played on him! 

Ronnie Longbottom 

Ronnie was the senior cleaner in our gang and had been passed out for a year or two when I 
started. The first week I started, he cockily asked me if I’d ever driven a steam loco? Of course I 
hadn’t, so on my reply, he said, well, would I like to? Yes, I said. ‘Right follow me then’ he said. A 
set of men had been preparing a standard class five and were getting ready to move it out of the 
shed. Climbing up, Ronnie said ‘come on’, so I did. Once we were in the cab, Ronnie said to the 
driver, who he obviously knew ‘This is Tony, the new cleaner, can he have a drive?’ The driver 
then got out of the seat and put me in it and instructed me how to open the regulator etc. and we 
slowly moved out of the shed down to the water column down the yard and stopped. ‘What do you 
think?’ asked Ronnie, smiling. ‘Great’ I said, while my head was almost too big to climb down out 
of the cab. I’d actually driven a big engine all of 100 yards, what an achievement I thought! 

A sparkling A3 

In the spring of 1963 a couple of the five A3s that we had were put into store with the arrival of 
more diesel locos. One of the stored ones was 60036 ‘Columbo’. This was placed at the top of the 
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shed right next to the passageway leading to the shed master’s office. The loco was in a bit of a 
woebegone state. Mr Wintrip, the shed master, noticing the state of the loco, gave an instruction 
to the foreman cleaner to get it cleaned up and my gang was given the job. 

We got stuck in on the side nearest the office corridor and by the middle of the afternoon had it 
looking quite presentable. Then it was the turn of the other side. The senior cleaner told us to just 
chuck a bit of paraffin along that side and make it look shiny, even though there was a good layer 
of grime underneath the shine. Mr Wintrip, noticing the cleanliness of ‘his’ side, sent a 
complimentary message to our gang that we’d done an excellent job. A good job he didn’t come 
into the shed and look round the other side, but as far as I’m aware, he never did. 

Most of the older drivers, once they reached a 
certain age, were happy to come off the main-line 
onto less onerous pilot and shed jobs. Some of 
these men had started during the first world war or 
just after and were therefore ex North Eastern 
Railway men. I had chats with a couple of them and 
they said it was much easier and less regimental 
under BR than in NER or LNER days. 

We also used to taper our overalls 

until they were like drainpipes as can 

be seen on this shot astride a Tiger 

Cub. This was parked on the seafront at 

Bridlington and I had one just like it 

at home, so I sat astride it and got my 

mate to take a shot. 

  

Wilf Lally 

Poor old Wilf was a throat cancer sufferer and had had his voice larynx removed, rendering him 
unable to speak properly, apart from a low growl that was difficult to understand. He resorted to 
carrying a small writing pad and pencil with him in order to communicate. He’d been brought off 
the main line and was given the job of shed pilot driver on any engine that happened to be 
available, usually with a cleaner as his fireman. His illness had also robbed him of much of his 
strength and it was as much as he could do to climb on the engine. The fireman would invariably 
end up doing all the driving as well as the firing. I quite enjoyed getting the job, driving around the 
sprawling shed yard dragging dead locos and DMUs in and out of the repair and running sheds, 
tending the fire and boiler as needed. 

Wilf used to sit himself on the fireman’s seat and help with hand signals whilst shunting or 
occasionally writing an instruction down on his pad and passing it across. This worked fine and 
never resulted in any incident, but can you imagine this being allowed nowadays? 

Another amusing tale regarding Wilf: There was another driver, Ronny Smales, who’d been 
brought off the main line as he was practically stone deaf. Ronny was given the job of mess room 
attendant. The story went that occasionally the two of them sometimes ended up alone together in 
the mess room and, if the phone went, one of them could hear it but couldn’t answer it and the 
other could answer it but couldn’t hear it! Hard to believe, but true I can assure you. 

Baz and George Summersgill 

These were two brothers, both drivers in their twilight years on the footplate who’d been brought 
off the main line for health reasons (or disciplinary issues). The problem was they hated each 
other and would not communicate directly. Baz was permanently on shed duties and George was 
the regular pilot driver at Waterloo carriage sidings at Neville Hill East Jn. The fun and games 
occurred on a Monday morning, when both drivers were prepping engines. Both drivers would 
only communicate with each other via the fireman – ‘Go get the table’ was one directive. The 
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fireman would then negotiate with the other driver’s fireman to see if he could have use of the 
turntable first. Of course if the other driver had also told his fireman to get the table, there was a 
tussle. Neither one was willing to give way to the other. Usually the firemen had to reach 
agreement themselves, but the ‘losing’ driver would be in a hump all day, muttering words like 
‘useless bugger’ or worse to his fireman and threatening not to take him again! 

Harry Bannister 

Harry, another ex-main line man, was the regular driver on the Up Yard Pilot, which by then was 
covered by a Drewry 204 diesel shunter. It was a single-manned turn and Harry was not used to 
having company. Anyway, I came on one night shift and was sent over to the up yard. Harry’s 
diesel had failed and he’d been given a Q6 steam loco for the night, with me as his fireman. I’d 
only been passed out a couple of weeks and I tried to explain to him that I was quite 
inexperienced. The only response I got from him was a grunt, not even to ask my name. As the 
shift started he would communicate by hand signals, pointing to the fire told me to put some coal 
on, whilst pointing with a circular motion to the injector meant put some water in the boiler. I was 
pretty green as to the makeup of the fire and obviously ended up with too much coal in the firebox 
which meant it had blackened over and was going cold. As we were shunting the steam was 
dropping and Harry was grunting his dismay. Then during lulls in the shunting, the fire having now 
burnt through and burning fiercely, the engine was blowing its head off. This was the scenario for 
the whole shift and I was glad when morning came. Not having said a word to me all night, it was 
time-sheet time. Ah! I thought, he’ll have to ask what my name is now, in order to put it on the time 
sheet. Wrong! He passed me the sheet and a pencil, so I could write my own name in. Strange old 
chap Harry, I wasn’t sorry that I never ‘fired’ for him again. 

Sand house Duties 

When not required for firing, the next best thing was labouring, when the rate of pay went up by 
more than double as opposed to cleaner’s pay. 

One of the favourite jobs was sand house duties, which involved stoking up the fire under the 
sand house in order to keep the sand bone dry and also moving the sand around to make sure 
there were no damp patches in the corners. On the night shift in particular there was ample time to 
make a bed in the sand and have a good rest between stoking duties. I once ‘explored’ the darker 
recesses of the sand house and there, neatly stacked in a corner, were around half a dozen 
locomotive headboards, including the ‘North Briton’, ‘Queen Of Scots’ and ‘Harrogate Sunday 
Pullman’. It would have been so easy to carry them through a gap in the fence, through East End 
Park and down York Road to where I lived about a mile away, but I never did risk it in case I’d got 
seen by the police. If I had done, they go for a lot of money nowadays! 

Blackpool Illuminations Special 

I’d only been passed for firing a few weeks when I was sent on loan for a shift to Farnley Junction. 
On arriving at the shed, I reported to the foreman, expecting to be given one of the more menial 
jobs, shed work, prepping or disposing of locos. But he just gave me the engine number, a black 
five, and said ‘your mate’s on the engine’. I found the engine out in the yard, where the driver was 
oiling round. ‘Hi’, I said, ‘I’m your mate today’. I started building up the fire and tidying up the cab, 
checking the equipment etc. When he climbed on the engine, I asked him what the job was, 
expecting we were just prepping it for someone else. ‘Blackpool job’ he said, ‘as far as 
Manchester Vic’. I had to tell him that I’d never been on the main line before apart from light 
engine movements. ‘Don’t worry, you’ll be alright’, he said. We ran down to Leeds station and 
hooked onto our train - about 10 bogies, got the tip from the guard and we were off.  

There are some stiff climbs out of Leeds, through Morley, then a bit of downhill before the big pull 
up from Huddersfield to Marsden tunnel and on into Lancashire. I did my best, but got plenty of 
help from the driver (I can’t remember his name) bless him, and we got over the top without too 
much trouble. It was mostly downhill from there on into Manchester, which gave me a chance to 
sort the fire out, get a decent boiler level and clean the cab floor of spilled coal. When the 
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Manchester men stepped on at Victoria, I nodded to the fireman. ‘All in good order mate’, trying to 
sound like I was an old hand, which I wasn’t at just turned sixteen! 

We then had to make our way back to Leeds passenger, but not before paying a visit to the local 
BRSA (British Railways Staff Association) club to quench our thirst. As the first pints were pulled 
my mate ordered two more, explaining we only had 10 minutes before our train was due. The first 
pint never even touched the sides and the second soon followed it down and we ran for the train 
back to Leeds. This was my first main line run and I loved it, thanks to a good mate! 

Short Rest jobs to the Coast 

Around Easter time, 1963, there were a number of excursions to the East Coast resorts of 
Bridlington, Scarborough and other places and, having gained some about 6 months experience 
by then, I was duly rostered for some of these jobs. One such turn I remember well was with one 
of the local Leeds Working Men’s Clubs annual outings to Bridlington. I had Jim Whetstone, one of 
the younger drivers, as my mate, and Jim was quite happy to go with a relatively inexperienced 
fireman. I’d fired for Jim several times before on local work and he left me to it. We had a good, 
free-steaming black five and had a good run to Bridlington via Hull. We then had to put the engine 
on the shed and damp the fire down for the day, before returning in the evening. These jobs were 
known as ‘short rest’ jobs, where you had 5-6 hours to yourselves at Brid before returning to the 
loco. 

Here’s Big Jim Whetstone at the regulator on 

one of the ‘short rest’ jobs as described 

above. 

Well, Jim and I paid a visit to the British Legion club. He asked 
me what I drank, so naturally replied ‘Bitter please’, trying to look 
and sound manly (I was only sixteen, but did my best to look 
older). There were several sets of men, from Leeds, Bradford, 
Sheffield and other places and we soon had dominoes and card 
schools going. Well after a few pints, we went out into the fresh 
air and I realised I’d drunk more than I was used to.  

Anyway, we strolled (or in my case, staggered) down to the 
prom and had some fish and chips (luckily the pubs closed at 

three in the afternoon in those days). Then it was time to make our way back to the engine. 
Climbing on and checking the fire, it was soon apparent that my damping down earlier had gone a 
bit too far and there was only a glimmer of fire left under the door. I managed to find some scrap 
wood and began to coax some life into the fire and raise pressure. After about an hour steam had 
begun to build up enough to move the engine slowly back into the station onto the train.  

Departure time was imminent and the club members were all staggering back to re-join the train. 
Jim went down to see the guard, who was blowing his whistle, to explain that we’d be ready to 
leave in around 20 minutes or so, while I stayed on the engine building the fire up which was now 
starting to burn well. While this was going on, one of the club committee men appeared at the cab 
door with two bottles of beer in each hand. ‘Here you are lads, one for the road’ he said. Little did 
he know we’d already had a good few earlier in the day! Anyway I thanked him and put the bottles 
in the locker for later consumption.  

We eventually departed about half an hour behind time, but nobody seemed too worried, least of 
all the club trip members who were all in a party mood by then. After about half an hour or so 
using the shovel, I was pretty much sobered up, the fire was burning nicely and the engine 
steaming well, so we settled down for a pleasant evening run home, enjoying the bottled 
‘refreshment’ courtesy of the club. The consumption of alcohol was common-place in those days 
and I don’t personally remember any incidents happening because of it, although it would be a 
definite ‘no-no’ these days! 

Tony Watson 
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(Friday 31/8 at 13.50pm) 

 

I was crossing a dual carriageway near my flat when I was knocked down and 
killed by a speeding white van. 

Almost!  By some miracle, the van driver slammed on his brakes at the very last 
moment. The deceleration saved me from death or serious injury, even though he 
still hit me at about 10 m.p.h., knocking me off my feet. 

Some passers-by ran to my help and lifted me up and asked whether I was okay 
or needed to have an ambulance. I thanked them and said I was all right. One of 
them drove me home (only 100 yards away). 

While I was talking to my rescuers, the van driver reversed up the hill and asked 
whether I was all right and after receiving the answer “Yes” he drove off.  He should have stayed 
at the scene, as a few people pointed out.  However, while he was near, I made a mental note of 
his registration number. 

I reported what had happened to reception who rang 111 (the non-emergency number). I 
explained what had happened to the switchboard girl but she could not find the van's registration 
number on her computer, for some reason. (Had I written it down wrong? I don't know.) 

She gave me an incident number but I have heard nothing more, probably because no death or 
serious injury was involved. (There may have been some CCTV nearby but I am not sure.) 

I have been cutting across this dual carriageway for years and have had a few near-misses but 
this was different. Instead of using the light-controlled crossing at the bottom of the hill, which 
seemed to take ages to turn to green, I had formed the habit of walking up the hill and watching 
the traffic stream coming towards me. Then, it was a case of estimating the speed and 
acceleration of the oncoming traffic and crossing the road when I was sure it was safe to do so. 

I reached the traffic island in the centre of the carriageway and looked up the hill. There seemed 
to be just a little white van moving slowly down the hill towards me. I judged it was safe to cross 
the second dual carriageway and made for the pavement. I 
paused to look back at the van. 

JESUS CHRIST!! It was hurtling towards me at speed and it was 
as if the driver was aiming it at me. Had he seen me? How could 
he not have seen me? There was no other traffic in front of him 
and he could easily have swerved into the middle lane to avoid 
me. Was he using his phone? 

I realized with dismay that there was no time to move out of his 
way. When things like this happen, time seems to stand still and 
rather than fear, it is fatalism that takes over. 

I shall never use that crossing-point again, of course. All the 
roads around where I live are dangerous and need great care to cross safely. There are 
roundabouts, green filter arrows, multiple junctions, bus lanes, dual carriageways and blind 
corners. 

Many years ago, I recall reading this little bit of verse 

“I'll cut across” they heard him say. He ran it. 

They cut a cross for him next day – in granite. 
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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. Potential jurors in the Phil Spector case were given an 18 page questionnaire which included a 
category called “Attitudes about celebrities and high-profile people”. It asked jurors for opinions on whether 
celebrities feel they are “entitled to act however they please”, whether they “have bad tempers and act 
aggressively” and whether they think “they can bend the rules”. Questions also dealt with the prospective 
jurors’ knowledge of the case, the knowledge of firearms, whether they have law enforcement personnel in 
their families and whether they have carried guns for protection. Jurors will also be asked if they recognise 
any of the witnesses names, or have any personal connection listed in the questionnaire. Source: Linda 
Deutsch, Las Vegas Review-Journal, 20.3.2007 

2. 39 UK pubs close down weekly says the Beer & Pub Ass. More than 2000 have closed down since 
March of last year at a cost of 2000 jobs. 57,000 pubs remain, some going back to Saxon times. Reasons 
for the demise include: Govt. allowing big chains to buy up or control pubs, high alcohol duties, cut rate 
beer at supermarkets, H&S forbid workers to drink during their worktime; mobility encourages drinkers to 
travel away from their local; demands for better food and options for families and children. The 1930s 
Mass-Observation report describes… “the pub has more buildings, holds more people, takes more of their 
time and money than church, cinema, dance hall, and political organisations put together”. Source: Henry 
Chu, Los Angeles Times, 9.6.2009 

3. Elvis Presley Memphis (EPM) is a new Memphis $45m and 200,000 square feet complex across 
the street from Gracelend. Graceland offers 6 tickets options, including the $57.50 fee which gets you to 
the mansion, and the EPM, both operated by Elvis Presley Enterprises. The new complex ready in time for 
Aug. 16th 2017 will be the 40th anniversary of Elvis’ death. It includes the Presley Automobile Museum, the 
“Pvt Presley” exhibit and the “Icons: the influence of Elvis Presley”, unfortunately no exhibits about Elvis’ 
inspirators. Then there is “Elvis the Entertainer Career Musician” with its Sun records exhibits and the Elvis 
Goes To Hollywood” and “Elvis On Tours” areas. Also 2 diners named after Vernon and Gladys. Source: 
Blake Hennon, L.A. Times, 23.4.2017 

4. Norm Chan has a diner business in Las Vegas. Previously he was a chef at the International hotel. 
One night, Elvis, who was performing at the hotel ordered a chopped steak. Norm said “I spent a lot of time 
to make it nice, right I even made fresh gravy for him. I was waiting for the (room service) captain to come 
back and tell me that he loved it”. Unfortunately the room captain had to clear up the dinner when Elvis 
threw it against the wall. (Gravy-no wonder!..KM). Last February a patron introduced himself as an Elvis 
bodyguard who was present when the plate throwing took place. He said Elvis also used to shoot out the 
hotel’s TV sets. Elvis also threw a 50lb bag of cement out of the window which smashed cars in the parking 
lot. Source: Jan Hogan, L.V. Review- Journal, 1.6.2017 

5. Country Music Hall of Fame group “Alabama” members consist of Jeff Cook, Teddy Gentry & 
Randy Owen. They debuted on a national level in 1980, sold more than 75m albums and charted 43 no. 1 
songs. Jeff has been diagnosed with Parkinson’s disease and is choosing to step back from touring. A 
prepared statement for fans was read aloud to journalists from the USA TODAY network. He became 
aware of a problem when he could not accurately cast a fishing lure and struggled to hit his guitar notes. 
He told Teddy and Randy immediately, and because Randy had been diagnosed with cancer, they were 
prepared with the active members to keep on playing and a microphone set up regardless if Jeff is there or 
not. Source: Cindy Watts, USA TODAY, 12.4.2017 

6. The J. Geils Band was formed in Worcester, Mass. by John Warren Geils Jr. in 1967, while he was 
attending the Worcester Polytechnic Institute. In the 1970s the band became successful with a bluesy rock 
sound, and moved to a more mainstream new-wave sound in the 1980s. The band broke up in 1985 but 
regularly re-united. John was found dead in his Groton, Mass. Home on April 11th, probably from natural 
causes. Chief of Police Donald Palma said “foul play is not suspected”. John was 71, and a vocalist and 
guitarist for the band. When not playing music he restored sports cars “KTR European Motorsports“ in Ayr. 

Baker’s Dozen 
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Mass. In 1992 he formed Bluestime with Richard Salwitz and released 2 records. Source: name not 
shown, USA TODAY, 12.4.2017 

7. Born Cora Walton ln 1928, Koko Taylor was orphaned aged 11 and worked the cotton fields. She 
went to Chicago in 1952 with future husband Robert “pops” Taylor, but had no intention of becoming a 
singer. Hearing the amplified blues sounds in the Chicago South side clubs Pops persuaded the clubs to 
let her sing and Willie Dixon became a mentor and she recorded “Wang Dang Doodle” in the mid ‘60s for 
Chess Records. Signed to Alligator Records, Koko, aged 80, was recovering from a gastrointestinal bleed, 
but died at the Northwestern Memorial Hospital June 2009. She had performed weeks earlier at the Blues 
Music Awards ceremony in Memphis, Tenn. where she received her record 29th Blues Music Award. 
Source: Greg Kot, Los Angeles Times, 4.6.2009 

8. UK 2016 vinyl record sales were 3.2m, not seen since 1971 when Simply Red topped the charts. 
Bowie’s “Blackstar” was the bestselling album of 2016. Sales of CDs and downloads toppled. Consumers 
even want retro in other entertainment media such as physical TV or film recordings, which has pushed 
merchandise up 4.2% to $251.7 billion in 2015. 41% of people who buy vinyl have a turntable but do not 
use it, with 7% not even having a turntable. Polaroid have launched their Polaroid Pop instant digital 
camera, and Kodak are marketing their Super 8 camera, the first since 1982. The availability of streaming 
is driving up vinyl sales. Fans say they listen to an album on-line before buying it on vinyl. Source: Finbarr 
Toesland, Raconteur.net, Feb 2017 

9. Billboard advises that the Best Buy store will stop selling CDs from this July and that the Target 
Store will only pay for a CD if the customer buys it upfront. The author considered that a CD purchase used 
to be an investment and was nurtured, in the same way vinyl was. By owning a CD the opportunity was 
there to discover the qualities of the music with frequent plays, as opposed to Spotify which encourages 
you to move on rapidly if a track does not appeal, therefore not fully giving the album a chance to reveal its 
full potential. The CD could be the last physical recorded music medium, with streaming becoming the only 
way to retain a recorded music collection. Source: Jason Bracelin, Las Vegas Review-Journal, 13.2.2018 

10. According to Paul Pasquali, founder of the International Accordion Convention, Dick Contino was 
the teenage sex symbol before Elvis. Dick became a bobby soxer idol when winning the “Youth 
Opportunity Talent Show” in 1946 and went on to play the Ed Sullivan show a record 48 times. James 
Elroy wrote a short story “Dick Contino’s Blues” blending fiction with fact, which was part of a series called 
“Hollywood Nocturnes”. He also appeared in the 1958 “B” movie “Daddy-O”. Dick lived in Las Vegas from 
1975 to 2015 playing local hotels such as the El Rancho Vegas and the Tropicana Lounge. He bought a 
house from Las Vegas band leader Vido Musso and died in April 2017. Source: Mike Weatherford, Las 
Vegas Review-Journal, 21.4.2017 

11. Ben Moore, Eric McKinnie, Paul Beasley, Joey Williams and an original founder, Jimmy Carter, 85 
years old are the Blind Boys Of Alabama. The Blind Boys have performed for 75 years, meeting 4 
presidents. They have sung with Prince, Lou Reed and Ben Harper and won several Grammys. They were 
inspired by the Golden Gate Quarter who were on the radio from 4pm every day, and on June 10, 1944, 
the Blind Boys made their first broadcast on WSGN in Birmingham, Alabama. The programme was called 
“Echoes of the South” which is when the Golden Gate Quartet records were played. When Sam Cooke was 
offered Rock’n’Roll and R&B, it was in the same studio as the Blind Boys, but they turned the deal down. 
Source: Roger Catlin, Las Vegas Review-Journal, 22.4.2017 

12. In 2014 the Westgate hotel/casino signed an agreement with Elvis Presley Enterprises Inc., to host 
“Graceland Presents Elvis: The Exhibition-The Show-The Experience”. The company responsible for its 
production was Exhibit A Circle LLC.  Because Exhibit A threatened to default on its contract Westgate 
closed up, but retained the show’s artefacts including: Elvis’ high school year book, his first gold album, his 
1957 Harley, a 1962 Lincoln Continental and jewellery. Elvis Presley Enterprises filed a lawsuit against 
Westgate for the return of the artefacts. The case is on hold pending the Westgate/Exhibit A dispute. 
Source: Jenny Wilson, Los Angeles Review-Journal, 22.4.2017 

13. “You always wanted to learn a musical instrument. It’s time.” This is the article’s feature headline, 
declaring that attitudes have changed from when it was held that you missed your chance if you did not 
learn a musical instrument when young.  With longer lifespans if people started playing an instrument in 
their 50s they can keep on playing and improving for decades.  72 years old Nancy Beeghly took up 
learning to play the cello in 2003, she says “one of the most rewarding journeys of her life”. A cognitive 
neuroscientist and a prof. at the Institute for Health & Aging says that creative engagement provides health 
benefits. KW is learning to play the triangle.  The MacPhail Center for Music has 2000 enrolees and 350 
are aged over 50 learning an instrument. Source: Diane Cole, Wall St. Journal, 24.4.2017 
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Peter Donegan, where were you born? 

I was born in 1983 in London, Hammersmith to be more precise, although I don’t think the hospital 
is there any more. I was born here by accident - my dad was on tour and we were living in 
California at the time and I think I came out a little early. My mum always went on tour with my dad 
and I think I was a bit of a surprise, what they call a trunk baby. I didn’t start school until I was 
seven as we were always in tour in the early eighties. Hanging around at rehearsals, hanging 
around at recording studios, hanging around backstage. My mum tells me stories about when she 
was trying to get me to sleep in the dressing room about 7 or 8 o’clock but no, I didn’t get to sleep 
until about 11 when the gig was wound down.  

Did you feel that was what you were destined to do? 

From what I can recollect, yes; there was never really a thought of doing anything else. My dad 
always left it open for me, he didn’t pressure me to do anything. He said whatever I want to do, be 
it vet or musician, just pick what you want to do, concentrate on it so you can be the best at 
whatever it is you decide to do. Fortunately for him it was in the same industry. 

The poor buggers at stage school had to put up with me - I was 
at Barbara Speake’s for a short while when I was very little and 
I did a short stint at Sylvia Young’s when I was 13 until I got let 
out for good behaviour. This was on and off between 5 and 13 
and there was also a lot of private education and piano 
lessons, piano being my main instrument. As a child I wanted 
to play the piano - I don’t know what it was, every time I saw a 
piano I couldn’t pass it, I had to start playing it, so my dad 
bought me a guitar. I was very appreciative but at the same 
time I was thinking “not quite the same”. I insisted and dad said 
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he would take me for one piano lesson to see how it went, thinking it wouldn’t last. He took me in 
and I loved it and stuck to playing the piano and that’s what I took my grades and theory of music 
on.  

I didn’t pick up a guitar until after dad passed away. I started having more interest in it and it’s one 
of those things when you go to sleep and have dreams of playing the guitar. Dad had told me to 
concentrate on the piano until I had got that completely nailed and then move on to the next 
instrument. At the time, the next instrument happened to be the harmonica because it was 
something I could do with my dad. I’d play the piano and then join in with him on the harp and 
after he passed away I picked up the guitar which was lying there. 

The first time I performed was, I think, at the age of seven on “This 
Is Your Life” doing “Does Your Chewing Gum Lose Its Flavour (On 
The Bedpost Overnight)?” I’ve been doing things on and off ever 
since. When I was at Barbara Speake’s I did a commercial at the 
age of five for life insurance and my whole acting experience was 
that I had to spill water on the gentleman next to me. We were 
there for about 12 hours filming. Dad used to act as well, not just on 
his “Lonnie” shows and was actually in a couple of episodes of a 
short-lived soap, “Rockliffe’s Babies” in the late eighties. It came out around the same time as 
“The Bill” which took off and “Rockliffe’s Babies” didn’t. I do like acting but the passion lies with the 
music. Acting is fun but not necessarily something I want to do on a daily basis.  

As you were getting older what were your musical influences? 

Obviously dad massively, but then I’ve been through phases. Music is like food, you wake up 
every day and fancy something different, certainly from my perspective. Some days I like classical 
music and other days I want to listen to John Lee Hooker; it varies quite drastically. When I was a 
kid I was searching through my dad’s records and that’s when I started loving the piano more after 
finding his Fats Waller albums and things like that. I had the luxury of having a Roland keyboard in 
the house where the pitch changer was a little dial on the back so I could take it ever so slightly 
out of key which meant I could listen to an old Fats Waller album, tune the keyboard into the 
album (albums are never in key because they might be playing a little faster or slower) which is 
how I learnt all the left hand and boogie woogie stuff. I taught myself all of that from then on, much 
to the dismay of my piano teacher - stick to Chopin. I’d do the Chopin but let me do what I want to 
do afterwards. 

My main influence really was listening to Jerry Lee Lewis - I loved the drive in those recordings 
and I loved listening to the old Sun Records stuff and that was more the era I liked of Elvis, “That’s 
All Right Mama” which people sometimes forget and I think was great. That’s the same era when 
dad was releasing “Rock Island Line” and that’s what made that era so special - this sudden burst 
of energy coming. I wish I had been there to experience it but in a way I kind of was because of all 
the stories dad told me. I was kept up until 4 in the morning despite having to get up at 7.30 for 
school with dad telling me stories about what he was getting up to in Bermuda and other things. 
Funny stories and I’m grateful for them but could I concentrate on my History of World War II 
when I got to school? No. Germany invaded Poland you say? Did they really? Very nice. 

My dad started a book and I think my mum’s working on a lot of the old memoirs. That was 
entertaining to watch as my dad was never a great typist so he had one of the very first pieces of 
dictation software on an old IBM laptop. It was very funny watching him trying to train this dictation 
software back in 1997 - “Three little bears, mummy bear, daddy bear and baby bear.” 

When I turned 17 or 18, that kind of age, I’d reached a level of Grade 5, Grade 6 on the piano and 
dad liked to try getting us to jam with him at home. My younger brothers were playing the guitar 
and drums so he’d get us to jam together which was always good. He told me to learn to play 
“Frankie and Johnny” which was only a three chord turnaround but the point was it was a different 
skill, sitting at a piano alone playing all this stuff and sitting in a band and playing. It’s a totally 
different thing as you’ve got to learn when not to play really and let others play. So I was learning 
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that skill slowly. Dad said I was coming along nicely and he’d get me a ticket. When I asked what 
for he said so that I could come on the next tour.  

It was a massive learning curve for me at that point because then I ended up doing the opening 
set for my dad which was 20 minutes to warm up and I was also part of the band. I was on stage 
with these people like the bass player who’d been with my dad for forty odd years, Pete Oakman 

who had been with Joe Brown’s Bruvvers and he was one of my dad’s first ever 
bass players. My dad had tremendous loyalty for his band members; the 
drummer Chris Hunt had been there for about 26 years, guitarist for about 30 
years - they’d been with my dad longer than I’d even known him. These were 
people I’d been watching on stage as a child and idolising - the guitar player 
Paul Henry is on a par with James Burton, Elvis’ guitar player, Scotty Moore, 
and Albert Lee who did play with my dad for quite a while. Paul is one of the 
best guitar players but without the recognition he deserves and he tours with 
me now. 

They were all great to me; they put an arm round me and taught me to do that but don’t do this 
and the motto - when in doubt, do nowt. If you can’t remember it, leave it alone then you can’t play 
the wrong note. Because I was on the piano and covering the string sections it meant we could do 
songs like “I’ll Never Fall In Love Again” which dad wrote and was a big hit for Tom Jones. It was 
great fun. 

In my warm up set I did a couple of numbers I’d written, not very good ones but they were there 
anyway, John Lennon’s “Imagine”, “Outskirts Of Town” the Ray Charles blues number, and it 
would vary a bit so sometimes I’d do “Blueberry Hill”. Whatever theatre we got to they’d have a 
piano so I just sat there and played and had a little chat with the audience. It was nice. We’d do 
one or two tours a year and be on the road for a couple of months each time, something like 40 
dates in total. 

I’d frequently come across the likes of Joe Brown, good friend of my dad and fellow Water Rat, 
Chas and Dave, Brian May another fellow Water Rat and, later on, when Van Morrison did a 
couple of albums, “Mule Skinner Blues” and “Skiffle Sessions: Live In Belfast” with Chris Barber 
and, surprise guest on the night, Dr John, we toured with Van. I was my dad’s PA when I was 15 
in ’99 when we did the West Coast tour in America promoting that with Charlie Gracie as the 
opening act. I learnt a lot on that tour - mainly things not to do. I was there to make sure 
everything was set up for my dad, tune the guitars, make sure he was where he was supposed to 
be on time and that he took his medication because of his heart issue. He had been born with a 
faulty aortic valve and had been told, as a child, not to go outside, not to do anything strenuous, to 
be home-schooled and all the rest of it. So he went out, played football and won a sports award. 
Such was my dad, when told not to do something he’d go and do it. The only advice his dad, a 
violinist with the Scottish National Orchestra, ever gave him was, “Don’t become a musician 
because you’ll never earn a living”. I need say no more. 

So you’re now a support act with your dad. Were you still doing that when he died? 

He passed away on tour so yes. It took us by surprise because dad was having a whale of a time 
on that tour and it’s funny how things go round in a cycle. The first tour my dad ever did as Lonnie 
Donegan (his name was Anthony and he had the Tony Donegan Jazz Band before that) was up in 
Nottingham and the person who had auditioned for him before that with his own little skiffle band 
was Vince Eager. He ended up doing an opening set for my dad. The last gig we did was in 
Nottingham, about 20 feet away from where the original theatre had been and Vince turned up for 
the gig as he lives in that neck of the woods. Dad wasn’t feeling well and had tremendous back 
problems on that tour (we still don’t know what was causing it) and we had great problems getting 
him seen, the NHS being what it is, and we were a couple of hours late going on stage. I did an 
opening set, another band were doing an opening set and Vince Eager ended up going on and 
doing an opening set. Dad came on eventually once he was filled up with pain killers for his back 
and did one of the best sets I’ve ever seen him do. He was so energetic, leaping around the stage 
to “Rock Island Line” and we ended up doing a two hour set; we were there until midnight and 
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nobody went home. You think people have got buses to catch but it was as if everybody had 
forgotten what the time was so we still had a full theatre at midnight. So the first gig was in 
Nottingham with Vince Eager starting and the last gig ended up being in Nottingham with Vince 
Eager starting. 

Do you share your dad’s views on Traditional Jazz? 

Yes I do. There was nobody doing it like the Chris Barber Jazz Band and Ken Colyer at the same 
time. If you listen to old tapes of them you’d think you were listening to a band from New Orleans. 
Chris, being the perfectionist and the person with perfect pitch and wanting it to all be absolutely 
correct, was great as that tied in all those other musicians like Pat Halcox and Monty Sunshine 
and my dad all together who were the more artistic ones in the pack. They kept it slightly loose 
while Chris was trying to tighten it in so there was a good chemistry between all of them.  

Monty Sunshine could be very funny. When he had a heart valve replaced he rang my dad to 
complain; “It’s funny, what do they do, a Jewish guy goes in for heart surgery and they replace it 
with a pig valve!” Hell of a whingeing bugger but he was very funny and one hell of a clarinet 
player. That band was great when they used to go stomping through the audience playing “When 
The Saints Go Marching In” and I remember that as a child. Chris Barber rang my dad one day, 
very angry with him, over what I don’t know, and I picked up the phone. I was going through that 
stage where I sounded like my mother (not something you want as a young boy) and he started 
swearing at me and then my mother picked up the phone in another room, said “Peter, put the 
phone down” and then I could hear her shouting at him. About a week later I met Chris at one of 
the gigs and he had an awkward moment where he was on his own with me so he decided to 
cluck like a chicken, just walking up and down the stage “buck, buck, bu-buck aah”. 

Were you at the Royal Albert Hall in December 
1998? That was one of the greatest gigs of all 
time in my opinion. 

It was a good gig. 
Chas'n'Dave, Joe Brown 
was there, Chas McDevitt, 
Wee Willie Harris, Adam 
Faith turned up as well. It 
was Cliff Richard's stage 
that he'd been using and that was the one night that he wasn't there and it 
was in the round. We bought one fantastic picture from that gig which we 
used for the tour poster in 2000. Dad had struck a pose and the spotlight hit 
the guitar and went straight down 
the camera lens and it had this 

explosion of light coming out of the guitar. The guy who 
took the pictures was charging more than was acceptable 
for the photos so we just bought that one and we hope he 
enjoyed the rest of them. 

One of the numbers that sticks out to me most from that 
night was my dad’s version of the Lonnie Johnson song 
“Rocks In My Bed” which we still do now. Dad would do a little guitar solo on the acoustic as per 
Lonnie Johnson (which is where he got his guitar playing style from and the Lonnie part of his 
name) and then it would go into Paul doing the electric guitar solo which would completely rock. 
Of course, I’m sitting there having some sort of musical orgasm over the whole thing. I was about 
14 at the time. I keep trying to explain to my wife that it is possible to have a musical orgasm. My 
two year old son appears to have inherited it - I hit certain chord progressions at home on the 
guitar or piano and he stands there displaying the same facial and head turning tics as me which 
I’ve inherited from my dad had. It’s genetic. It’s good for me too when I’m composing something 
and he runs up going “ooh” (he can’t talk yet) and I’ll think “That’s staying”. 
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My dad did a country album in 1978 along with “Puttin’ On The Style” 
which was produced by Adam Faith. At the same time he was doing 
this country album with songs like “One Night Of Love” and Doug 
Kershaw’s “Cajun Stripper” - the sort of music I want to hear when 
doing a BBQ. 

Who would you like to play with given the opportunity? 

People I’d love to play with - difficult to narrow down. I’d love to meet 
Dr John just to stand alongside him and watch him play. I guess 
Willie Nelson as I love his stuff and his writing. I’d have loved to have 
met Waylon Jennings which can’t happen now but I met his son 

Shooter Jennings who’s worth seeing if you get the chance. I’d like to meet, just because he’s so 
great live, is Bruce Springsteen. I love performing live and picking up that great vibe my dad had 
live, the energy, the talking to the audience and the only person I can think of who was like that is 
Elvis, for having that natural relaxed talk with the audience while sounding great because of the 
band and everything. I think Springsteen’s along the same lines as that, someone who’s just a 
great live act. You don’t look at him for his guitar playing style, you look at him for his vocals and 
his sheer energy. Who looks at Springsteen and says they don’t like him? Even people who don’t 
like his music still think he’s a nice guy. 

Other people I’d like to meet I have actually met, Van Morrison being one of them. There’s a lot 
said about him and some not very nice things. There were some not very nice things said about 
my dad but a lot of it is just misunderstanding. It depends on the entourage around them and a lot 
of the bad that is said about Van is on account of the entourage. I know him on a different level 
and he’s a very nice man. He’s often not very comfortable in public situations - on stage you hide 
behind the microphone and it’s a different ball game. He’s not so much a people person as he is a 
really great artist. I’ve seen him hanging round my dad who he idolised and you get to see a very 
humble person. 

You remember the tribute show to George Harrison at the Royal Albert Hall that was closed 
beautifully by Joe Brown with “See You In My Dreams” when all the rose petals came down. I 
don’t think it could have been done better than that. Originally my dad was supposed to close that 
show. After the West Coast tour with Van, Eric Clapton, who was organising the show for George, 
had come to see the show at the Hamilton Theater in LA so I got to see him there, which was nice 
as it was the first English accent I had heard on the whole tour. I’d been asked about 20 times if I 
was Australian and everybody else I was around was from Northern Ireland. Eric contacted my 
dad a couple of weeks after that gig and explained about the tribute to George. He said that my 
dad was the one that started it all off and if it wasn’t for him, none of us would be here anyway and 
he’d like dad to come. Dad said he was honoured and asked if they wanted him to start the show 
off but Eric said everybody had seen him; Van couldn’t follow him and nobody wanted to follow 
him so he’d be closing the night with “Rock Island Line” but he passed away before it could 
happen. 

You then branched out on your own. 

I went back to doing a lot of variety 
and review shows which I’d been 
doing before in the North East with a 
lady called Leah Bell. I had good fun 
with that because I still had to learn 
a lot as an entertainer. We did a 
musical based on my dad’s life 
telling the story from a fan’s perspective which I and my older brother Anthony narrated and for 
the second half of the show we had my dad’s band on and we did a gig as we did with dad. We 
toured that for a couple of years. 
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I started my own band, the Pete Donegan Band, and we used to do a lot of the skiffle stuff as well 
as a couple of Woodie Guthrie songs and things like that which we used to listen to at home that 
my dad didn’t do. Then we went back to with my dad’s band just purely touring with them. We did 
a lot of review shows with them as Peter Donegan featuring the Lonnie Donegan Band including a 
lot of my dad’s stuff as we’d done on the last tour. Some of it was changed up and we’d also do a 
set in the middle which was my stuff. I’d do a solo set - the band could go and get a drink and I’d 
sit with the audience and tell them a little story or they could ask me questions, depending on the 
audience really.  

In 2009 we recorded the first album which was me and my dad’s band, 
the “Here We Go Again” album, which was a mixture of my stuff with 
dad’s stuff. That one was never fully finished - the version that’s out there 
we didn’t get the final mix down because the engineer disappeared with 
all the original tracks. Still don’t know where he is. After that we didn’t 
record for a couple of years, just continued touring and then I took a 
sabbatical for a couple of years, 2014 to 2016, when my son was born. 
Now I’m back into it and I’ve just come back from recording an album in 
Nashville, a place I’ve always wanted to go. I got to go to the Grand Ole 

Opry and to visit Sun Entertainment (not Sun Records in 
Memphis) in Nashville which was really fantastic. There are 
some people I’d been in contact with before out there at Ultra 
Audio Productions and I got to record in Studio 19 which has 
seen the likes of Brad Paisley and Dolly Parton. I didn’t realise 
that until I got there and saw the plaques on the wall. I gave 
them an acoustic demo I’d made of the songs I’d written, all 
country numbers, and some current numbers and said I wanted 
a mixture of them. All the musicians who were standing around 
just said let’s do it. I went in the studio and I didn’t have to say a 
word, they just played everything as I’d already heard it in my 
head or better. These were great guys. The backing vocalist, 
Michael Lusk, is currently on tour with Loretta Lynn and the 

drummer, Pete Young, was also the producer and he also used to play 
with Loretta and work in Disney World, all very experienced. The 
engineer was editing stuff while we were recording it, fantastic. The 
album, Superman, is in post-production now and should be out in the 
summer and if you don’t like any of it, it’s my fault as I wrote all the tracks. 

The album is completely me; it’s more modern country than my dad’s 
stuff, much more up to date. The feedback I’ve been getting from the little 
teasers I’ve been putting up on social media from people I don’t know is 
great. 

Which modern artists interest you? 

Chris Stapleton is one. I love his sound because if you took him 
and placed him back in 1976 it wouldn’t sound out of place. It’s 
got that rawness which I really like. I think one of my absolute 
favourites has to be Little Big Town, they’re absolutely 
brilliant. The only way to explain them to you really is to 
imagine a country version of ABBA without the outfits. It’s two 
guys, two girls, amazing vocals between the four of them and 
they’ve got some great songs, including one that my son is 
addicted to and which I loved when I first heard it. A really 
simple song called “Girl Crush” which I think is great. They are something I definitely like to listen 
to. Country vocalist of this year, Maren Morris, a great singer and she’s about 4 foot 5 or 
something. Great vocals, and she does some wonderful stuff, not traditional country but more of a 
crossover.  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JYZMT8otKdI
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While I was out in Nashville I got to meet Charlie Daniels. One great thing I noticed while I was out 
there, a lot of these huge country artists are just wandering around the place and they’re really 
nice, down to earth people. The lady I was with from Sun Entertainment introduced me to Charlie 
as the son of Lonnie Donegan. She was introducing me all the time by saying “Remember Lonnie 
Donegan, you know the guy who had the hit with “Does Your Chewing Gum Lose Its Flavour”, this 
is his son. I asked why she kept mentioning the novelty songs and she said it was the biggest hit 
he had in the US. I told her that in 1956 “Rock Island Line” went to number two, above 
“Heartbreak Hotel” all the way up the charts until it overtook it to get to number one. When she 
introduced me to Charlie he said “Oh Lonnie, yeah, the skiffle guy, “Rock Island Line” right?” I said 
“See?” She said she remembered Johnny Cash doing it and he had released it but two weeks 
after my dad.  

Earlier I mentioned Shooter Jennings who I got to see in Newcastle has a great sound. 
Occasionally he spookily sounds like Waylon with the timbre in his voice and a good writer too. I 
like a lot of the stuff he’s done. He’s a bit more country rock, a bit more where I am, it’s got an 
edge to it. He writes some funny lyrics too. A song of his I like is “Aviators” - You can't see the 
tears behind my Aviators. The rest of the song goes on with him saying sorry to this girl - I'm sorry 
about that time that I accidentally shot your dog while I was hunting and I told you he ran away. 
Oh wait a minute I told you that didn't I? He’s someone I can relate to.  

He wrote a song a few years back called “It Ain’t Easy” and there’s a line I like - It's been four 
years today he died and they won't even play us on the radio. I suffer the same thing because I go 
to gigs and do my own stuff and I get people saying “That’s awesome, great stuff. Go on, sing “My 
Old Man’s A Dustman”. I love my dad’s stuff, don’t get me wrong, I do and I’m immensely proud of 
my dad and I always have been and I’ll never stop playing his music. I enjoy it, especially things 
like “Rock Island Line” and “Pick A Bale Of Cotton” is just a great song which I do acoustically and 
it’s great watching everybody join in. Hearing everybody shout “Puttin’ On The Style”, some great 
songs that my dad used to do and I love doing them. It’s a massive part of history and a massive 
part of who I am but, at the same time, I get to gigs and people shout “Lonnie!” and I go “No, not 
unless my dad found the fountain of youth”. It gets to the point where you have to say, “Yeah, but 
I’m me”. I get a wonderful range of people at gigs from ages 14 to 92 and they all love it because 
it’s great music. However, I still occasionally get people come up to me and say “I’ve heard your 
dad over many years and he never sounded like that”. “When was 
the last time you saw him?” “1964.” “So you’re a regular then?” 

You live in Florida? 

I was born a permanent resident in the States and that’s where I 
would call home. I split my time between West Palm Beach and 
Streatham. It’s a hell of a walk. West Palm Beach particularly 
because my brother lives there and my son was born there so he’s 
an American citizen as well, but I work on both sides of the pond.  

Who was in the band when you played at the Water Rats in 2006? 

That was my dad’s band we had Pete Oakman on bass. At the 
moment we’ve got Eddie Masters who unfortunately didn’t play with 
my dad’s band and, to quote Trump, “He’s great, he’s totally great, 
he’s the best bass player ever, fact. It’s not fake news”. We had 
Paul Henry on guitar, Chris Hunt on drums and I think, at that time, 
we had Sticky Wicket with us on percussion. Sticky is now doing 
his own thing with his Sticky Wicket Big Band and, if you catch 
them, he’s very good. He’s the drummer but it’s like watching Gene 
Krupa as he gets on top of the drums and plays, gets underneath 
and plays. Occasionally I’ll guest with him. 

Excellent Peter, thank you very much.  
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“Most of the atom consists of empty space.”  If you have ever read 
a book on popular science, you will have come across that 
statement. 

The next thing you see will be a nice, neat representation of 
various particles (protons, neutrons etc.) in orbit around the 
nucleus of the atom. However, just after I read that, I also read a 
comment by a scientist who claimed that that diagram was 
nothing like the real thing. He insisted that the atom is like nothing 
we know. Thanks, Professor. 

At about the same time, I read the comment of another scientist 
who wrote that ”if you think you have understood atomic theory, 

you haven't understood atomic theory.” Thanks again, Professor. You wouldn't happen to have 
some aspirin on you, would you? I have a really bad headache. 

When I tried Google for help, I was amazed to discover that there is a site called Atomic Theory 
for Kids which produces a “Kiddle Encyclopaedia”. There are also GCSE courses on atomic 
theory.  It is not nice to discover that most of your brain consists of empty space... 

Another scientist talked about a particle that “has a tendency to exist”. What does that mean? 
Common sense tells us that things either exist or don't exist. “Has a tendency to exist” means 
nothing to me and would someone get me some more aspirin, please? (Just a year's supply will 
do, to start with.) 

There are now so many particles being discovered that scientists are running out of names for 
them. Higgs Boson, Edgar Allan Poe, Groovy Joe Poovey, Al Capone. Even more puzzling, these 
have been discovered in the atom itself, which we have been told consists of mostly empty space. 

Then there is Schrodinger's cat which he kept in a box until he 
discovered whether it was alive or dead. It was eventually dead 
as he forgot to feed it. RSPCA officers were informed and he 
was banned for life from keeping any animals. 

Stephen Hawking died recently, as we all know. One of the 
cleverest men who ever lived, So clever that he wasted his life 
studying distant galaxies, the nature of reality, and black holes 
but never thought of trying to find a cure for motor neurone 
disease. 

He died after saying: “Humanity's future lies in the stars.” (There's nothing there, Steve, just gas. 
And anyway, I thought that scientists scoffed at Astrology.) 

I can now announce that I have found a sensible, meaningful quotation at last! It is a well-known 
one by J.B.S. Haldane: “The universe is not only stranger than we suppose – it is stranger than 
we can suppose.”  If that is true (especially the last part.) then science can never solve the riddle 
of the universe.  I prefer the words of non-scientist, William Blake: 

“To see a World in a Grain of Sand 
And a Heaven in a Wild Flower. 

Hold Infinity in the palm of your hand 
And Eternity in an Hour.” 
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JAZZ JUNCTION 
. 

A Portrait of Cannonball Adderley with Tony Kofi at Hideaway, 2 August 2018 
 

Regarded by some as one of jazz’s most underrated alto saxophonists, Julian ‘Cannonball’ 
Adderley’s career spanned three decades starting in the 1950s, when he played with Miles Davis 
and John Coltrane.  In the 1960s, when jazz was being marginalised as a result of the spreading 
dominance of rock music, he kept the jazz flag flying by leading his own group (invariably with 
brother Nat on cornet) playing soul-jazz.  It was drenched in the blues and gospel music, very 
rhythmic, and it was extremely popular with the Black audience of the times. 

The man behind the celebration of Cannonball 
Adderley was pianist Alex Webb of Cafe 
Society Swing, and he was joined by Tony Kofi 
(alto saxophone), Byron Wallen (cornet), Andy 
Cleyndert (bass), and Alfonso Vitale (drums).  
Providing vocals on several numbers was 
Deelee Dubé, who was in 2016 the first British 
winner of the Sarah Vaughan International 
Jazz Vocal Competition. 

Numbers were announced by either Alex 
Webb or Tony Kofi with titbits of information 

about the brief career of Cannonball Adderley, who died just short of his forty-seventh birthday in 
1975.  The Gigi Gryce composition Minority from 1958 started proceedings, followed by Caribbean 
Cutie from Cannonball’s second ever recording session in 1955. 

Inevitably blues was soon to the fore in the shape of Things Are Getting Better (written by 
Cannonball Adderley), Nardis (gifted to him by Miles Davis), and Del 
Sasser (written by bassist Sam Jones).  Azule Serape came from the pen 
of multi-instrumentalist (piano, vibes and drums) and Brit, Victor Feldman, 
whose father owned the 100 Club before it was known as such.  And 
providing more variety was a tune from the album Cannonball’s Bossa 
Nova in the shape of the Antonio Carlos Jobim composition O Amor Em 
Paz, sung by Deelee Dubé in English as Once I Loved. 

The second set began with two instrumentals, Duke Pearson’s Jeannine, now a standard since 
the addition of lyrics by Oscar Brown Jr, and the driving Sack O’ Woe, written by bassist Sam 
Jones, as Tony Kofi and Byron Wallen channelled the Adderley brothers and the rhythm section of 
Andy Cleyndert and Alfonso Vitale ensured that audience feet couldn’t keep still.  This was soul 

jazz at its best. 

A somewhat abrupt change of mood and pace afforded 
Deelee Dubé the opportunity to perform four songs from 
the album that Nancy Wilson recorded with Cannonball, 
the best moments being The Old Country and The 
Masquerade Is Over. 

There was time for just one more instrumental with Walk 
Tall, another funky tune, this time from the pen of Joe 
Zawinul, before the final number, Nat Adderley’s Work 
Song, which brought Deelee Dubé back to the stage to 
sing the words added by Oscar Brown Jr. 

 

Dave Carroll  
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Thursday, August 09, 2018 

Latest music deaths  

Time to catch up briefly on a few music deaths over the last month or so. 

The latest is that of Louisiana swamp pop singer G G Shinn, at the 
age of 78, one of the stars of Ponderosa Stomps in 2011 and 2017. I 
wasn't too familiar with him when he appeared in 2011, dressed in a 
velvet smoking jacket and coming across, as one of my friends 
remarked, like the 'Louisiana Liberace.' Once a member of the 
Fabulous Boogie Kings, he was a fine singer with star quality, as his 
2017 performance showed. 

Another former Ponderosa Stomp 
artist (in 2008) who has died is 
rockabilly singer Lorrie Collins, 

who was one half of fifties Rock’n’Roll act the Collins Kids. 
Lorrie was just 16 when she appeared as Ricky Nelson's 
girlfriend on the TV show 'The Adventures of Ozzie and 
Harriet' and teamed up with her brother Larry as a successful 
rockabilly act. Larry is still in great form as a guitarist, as he 
showed at last year's Viva Las Vegas. 

New Orleans piano player Henry Butler is another superb artist 
who has passed on. When I first saw him at Jazzfest as part of 
the Henry Butler Trio in 1989 he was playing jazz, but he was 
very capable of New Orleans styled boogie woogie, as he 
showed at the Porretta Soul Festival in 2008. 

One of the first pop singers who 
caught my attention way back in 1957 
was Tab Hunter, whose version of 
'Young Love' was a smash hit. My 

sister brought it home as a 78, as she did with the follow up, ‘Ninety 
Nine Ways’. Tab wasn't a great singer but was very successful as a film 
actor, appearing in over 40 movies with the likes of John Wayne and 
Robert Mitchum. He was 86 when he died. 

The Vinyl Word raises a glass to them all. 

 

Monday, August 13, 2018 

King of Ska Derrick Morgan at the Jazz Cafe  

The Jazz Cafe was packed last night for the King of Ska Derrick Morgan. The atmosphere 
resembled a Jamaican blues party of the sixties with boisterous dancing, especially from a 
contingent of ageing skinheads, exuberant singing and incessantly brilliant ska and rocksteady. It 
was a fantastic vibe and Derrick, now aged 78, seemed to thrive on it. Now unsteady on his feet, 
he sat for much of his 65 minute set, but his voice is as strong as ever. Backing by the Ruff Cutt 

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. 

http://thevinylword.blogspot.com/
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Band, featuring Japanese sax player Miss Megoo (real name Meguni Manaku), a former busker in 
Brixton, was top notch, and the time flew by as classic track followed classic track. 

Derrick was one of Jamaica's most prolific recording 
artists in the sixties and early seventies, with no fewer 
than 17 singles being issued in the UK in 1968 alone, 
so his set could do no more than scratch the surface of 
his back catalogue. But many of his biggest hits were 
included, including his first ska record 'Fat Man', 
released in 1960. First up was 'Reggae Train' and 
others included 'Miss Lulu', 'Don't Call Me Daddy', 
'Conquering Ruler', 'Moon Hop', 'Greedy Gal', 'Be Still' 
and 'Tougher Than Tough'. There was a charming 
version of 'Houswives Choice', with Miss Megoo taking 
Patsy Todd's role and sounding quite similar, despite 
her Japanese accent. Derrick launched into a couple of 
medleys which included 'Wet Dream' and Desmond 
Dekker's '007 (Shanty Town)', along with a couple of 

his big rival Prince Buster's songs, such as 'Black Head Chinaman', a song which Buster, unhappy 
about Derrick's success, wrote to satirise Derrick's relationship with Leslie Kong. Derrick's retort, 
the classic 'Blazing Fire', followed. 

Derrick was introduced by veteran Jamaican DJ Dennis Alcapone who said that Morgan was the 
man who had inspired him, who then came on stage to lead the very loud applause. Rather than 
leaving the stage, Derrick remained for his encore, comprising the skinhead anthem 'Moon Hop', 
which got the older skinheads dancing even more enthusiastically (unbothered by how many 
people they grabbed or shoved) and finally Toots and the Maytals' '54-46 Was My Number'. 

This was the first time I had seen Derrick and I'm so glad that I've caught him at last. This was 
truly an evening to remember. 

 

Sunday, September 16, 2018 

Big Jay McNeely RIP  

It's only four months since I was lucky 
enough to see Big Jay McNeely 
celebrate his 91st birthday at Joe's 
American Bar and Grill in Burbank. He 
had to be helped onto the stage, but his 
saxophone playing was still great, as 
were his vocals. Four years ago I met 
up with Big Jay at his home in Los 
Angeles and, together with Gordon 
Fleming and Paul Waring, we went with 
him to his local IHOP for a fascinating 
chat with one of the true greats of 
Rock’n’Roll. 

Now Big Jay is dead. It comes to all of 
us but it's a sad day. At least, it can be 
said, Big Jay lived life to the full. He was 

still active until recently, both in terms of live performances and recording. He made an 
experimental album with an Austrian band shortly before I met him in his home in Watts in 2014. 
Jay began his career in the late forties and played as large a role as anyone in the birth of 
Rock’n’Roll. In addition to his exciting sax style, he was an innovator in terms of showmanship, 
lying on his back while honking his horn and painting it with luminous paint so that it would shine 
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under black lights. It was a travesty that, despite his incredible influence on other artists, he was 
never admitted to the Rock’n’Roll Hall of Fame, despite a campaign on his behalf. He certainly 
deserved such an accolade, as he was one of only a handful of artists who had been active before 
1955 still performing. 

   

I saw Big Jay in London 30 odd years ago, at Jazzfest in New Orleans and at the Ponderosa 
Stomp in 2011. At the Jazz Cafe in 1991, when he was a mere 64 (pictured left), he honked his 
horn at every girl he could find and even went outside and played his sax along Camden Parkway. 
When I saw him earlier this year (pictured right) he included some jump blues including ‘Big Fat 
Mama’ and ‘Flip Flop and Fly’, his big hit ‘There Is Something On Your Mind’, some country and 
some blues, even some zydeco. Dressed in a red jacket and hat, he smiled and winked his way 
through his set and was clearly enjoying himself. It was a treat to see a living legend still sounding 
so good. 

RIP Big Jay. We will miss you. 

Nick Cobban 
As usual, TFTW would like to thank Nick for allowing us to borrow (steal?) his articles 

 

  

Rock’n’Roll on RADIO CAROLINE 
 

EVERY TUESDAY NIGHT  

Between 7pm & 10pm UK time  

with your host Dell Richardson & guests!  
 

TO LISTEN ON BROADBAND INTERNET THEN GO TO 

OUR WEBSITE AT 
www.radiocaroline.co.uk 

 

To tune in your web enabled equipment, go here 
 

The Boat That (still) Rocks! 

http://www.radiocaroline.co.uk/
http://www.radiocaroline.audio/web-enabled-equipment.html
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Has anyone out there got one of these smart speakers, Amazon’s Alexa, Google’s Homechief, 
Apple’s HomePod amongst others? I’m told the most popular demand, once you have one, is 
“play music” and they default to well-known current artists like Ed Sheeran or Taylor Swift. Now I 
haven’t got one, I would like one but am frightened they wouldn’t play my ‘minority’ choices. At the 
first chance they misunderstand your demand and play something else. (My best friend has Alexa 
and was delighted to find that it will play music from a specific year - H) 

By the end of this year, over 100 million homes are 
expected to own one. Of course, it has other uses, 
bus timetables, inside leg measurements, Dalai 
Llama’s next meal and probably the email address 

of Tales From The Woods. But it is its music 

ability which interests me. If you select, as above, 
“play music” you are going to listen to the same 
stuff that you can hear on any popular music radio 
station. I’m told that Spotify (and others) ask you 
for a list of your favourite artists and it strives to 
play them and similar artists but if you let it go on 
long enough then famous popular choices creep 
back in. 

Quite coincidently I have read two articles about this new home phenomenon. (Who would have 
thought that we actually had, in our lifetimes, what appeared to be an intelligent static robot, like a 
pet, in our homes entertaining us and answering the silliest of questions?)  

Spotify, the most popular ‘streaming’ music system does not, as yet, have its own speaker system 
(although it is working on voice recognition into its app). You can get it through Alexa but the 
system will default to Amazon Music eventually if you leave it playing. 

In its September issue, What Hi*Fi? did a sort of Which report on the different types of music 
streaming available not all on speaker systems. They reviewed Amazon Music Unlimited, Apple 
Music, Deezer, Qobuz, Spotify, Tidal and YouTube Music. Some are free and others go up to £20 
a month. They have about 40 million tunes each on average and What Hi*Fi? thought Tidal was 
the test winner judged under features, ease of use and (their main criteria) sound quality and 
Apple came second. Spotify, the world’s most popular at the moment lost out because of sound 
quality. 

There is no denying that I would like a smart speaker, probably the Apple, but with my music 
‘likes’, not yet! 

Radio: I’m pleased to say that, after my disappointment with National Radio’s latest attempt at a 

blues programme using Cerys Matthews, I have found 
another station and presenter who is putting out music 
that I love, not just Blues and Rhythm & Blues but biased 
towards it with a bit of Rock'n'Roll and Soul thrown in. 
This is ‘Messin’ with the Kidd’ (the old Junior Walker 
track used as a signature tune) on Lion Heart Radio 
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107.3FM Tuesday afternoons from 2pm to 4pm (lionheartradio.com) coming out of Alnwick, 
Northumberland presented by my good friend, Jack Kidd. 

I have mentioned, in past articles, my friend Jack who became a great friend due to our extreme 
similarity in music tastes. However his memory for music artists and songs is far better than mine 
and, in our early days together, he could put a cassette tape of good music together faster than 
anybody I knew. We used to do that often and his were always almost collector’s items (I still have 
a few). I suppose it was a natural progression that he would get onto radio eventually and now, at 
70 years old, he has done it. 

I give him this plug because he is playing, mostly, stuff I love and good music you don’t often hear 
on the radio. I hope he does well. Try to have a listen one Tuesday afternoon. I think you might 
like it. 

Lists: I thought I might deviate slightly from my usual type of list this time and, following on from 

my plug for ‘Messin’ with the Kidd’ above, here is his playlist from Jack’s third programme 
Tuesday, 4th September 2018: 

The Millionaire – Dr.Hook 
Helpless – Kim Wilson 

She Said – Jack Broadbent 
Pouring Water on a Drowning Man – James Carr 

GULF COAST ARTISTS 
Zing Zing – Art Neville 

Social Aid & Pleasure Club – The Subdudes 
I Need a little Sunshine – Lisa Mills 

Why Are People Like That – Tab Benoit 
THEME TIME – NUMBER 

634-5789 – Ry Cooder 
60 Miles from Memphis – Southern Avenue 

25 Miles – Edwin Starr 
24 Fames – James Isbell 

DECADE – 1970s 
Keep On Smilin’ – Wet Willie 

All Them Other Good Things – Delbert & Glen 
Ohio – Crosby, Stills Nash & Young 

The South’s Gonna Do It Again – Charlie Daniels Band 
SPOTLIGHT ON – JOEY LANDRETH 

Still Feel Gone – Joey Landreth 
Let It Lie – The Landreth Brothers 

Forgiveness – Joey Landreth 
MORE CANADIAN ARTISTS 

Playing By Heart – Blackie and the Rodeo Kings (feat. Buddy Miller) 
September Fields – Frazie Ford 
Break-Away – Matt Anderson 

Fade – Ariel Posen 
THEME-UNDER THE COVERS 

Squeeze Box – Taj Mahal & Keb’ Mo’ 
Secret Love – The Balham Alligators 
We Can Work It Out – Crooked Still 

THEME – NOLA 
Back To Bayou Teche – Sonny Landreth 

Tell Mama – Etta James 
Duck Tail – Joe Clay 

Go To The Mardi Gras – Professor Longhair 
How Come My Dog Don’t Bark – Dr John 
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I like this wonderful format which changes each week. All of his programmes so far have been 
better, for me, than anything else on Radio. It is the variation of types of good music that keeps 
me listening plus the fact that Jack is a good mate. 

He recently did a feature on Mickey Jupp who came out of retirement and played a session at the 
Woolpack, Boot, Eskdale on Friday 14th September with Mo Witham and Ola Knockler. Jack and 
his wife were in the 70 or so audience. He told me the last time he saw Mickey was, almost to the 
day, 36 years ago when I had him in my pub! (Some of the Woolpack performance is on 
YouTube) 

What was my last CD? “Trailblazin’ the 

Blues” – Ike Turner and the Kings of Rhythm. 
I have been looking for an Ike Turner CD for 
a long time and this month the Jasmine label 
has just issued this mono gem of his early 
stuff between 1951 and 1957 when he 
worked for several labels including Sun, 
Modern and Chess and is mostly him and his 
various bands and also backing other 
recording artists (Jackie Brenston’s ‘Rocket 
88’, Little Milton’s ‘Homesick for my Baby’, 
B.B.King’s ‘Boogie Woogie Woman’) There 
are 60 good old tracks here from before he 
met Annie Mae Bullock (Tina Turner) in 1958 
and started recording for himself on Sue 
Records. 

Looking behind the front men, his band was 
tight and developing. I look forward to more 
of later Ike only band work, perhaps on 
another Jasmine issue. 

What’s on my iPod? ”Gimme Back My 

Wig” from ‘Live in Chicago’ by Luthor Allison. 
This is a cracking fast twelve  bar blues and 
was written and recorded originally by 
Lightnin’ Hopkins (with Joe Josea as co-
writer) as late as 1961 and there have been 
many covers (15 or more) of this because, 
although in this usual Blues and R&B chord 
sequence, there is something exciting and 
different about it.  

Although the Allison recording came up, it is 
not, in my view, the best and I have at least 
three other recordings of it by Stevie Ray 
Vaughan and Double Trouble, The Stumble 
(one of Britain’s better Blues Bands) and my 
favourite, which rattles along, by Mike 
Henderson and the Bluebloods. 

 

 

Dave Parker 
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There are three contenders for the title of sepia Queen of fifties Rock’n’Roll: LaVern Baker, Ruth 
Brown and Etta James have gone to the great sock hop in the sky, and Ruth and LaVern are 
fondly remembered. But Etta is more than just remembered thanks to a stunning re-creation of her 
music by an unlikely Australian of Tongan descent, Vika Bull. 

She fronts an eight piece band who have now played 
to as many people as Etta played in her lifetime, 
keeping the pride of the Chess Records roster in the 
public eye, long after her passing.  

By the time I got my tickets for the show at the 
Palace Theatre, Westcliff, for the second date of a 40 
venue tour, I was looking forward to the event, 
curious to find out precisely how accurate this show 
could be. 

I had seen Etta in person in New Orleans, New York, 
and almost every time she came to London. She was 
great, sassy, big voiced, and, erm, big in stature, too. 

To say my curiosity was satisfied understates the 
evening. Vika Bull's tribute was breath-takingly 
brilliant, explaining why she managed to fill Sydney 
Opera House with the show. The Essential R&B 

band, eight pieces including sax, trombone, trumpet and keys, who back her are also spot-on 
when it comes to recreating the sound that started on the Modern label and progressed to Chess 
and the charts. 

Black and white photos of historic Chicago, home of Chess, are back-projected as, between 
songs, the story of Etta's life, sometimes in harrowing detail, is told. 

Word of the quality of the show has obviously spread since Vika's UK debut last year. The Palace 
was packed, and the crowd, many of whom decided to bring their own wine, were ready to be 
rocked. 

Vika, like Etta, can roar out a rocker, and moments later melt your heart with a touching ballad. 
There was no attempt to perform the songs in the chronological order they were cut. Instead, 
there is balance between uptempo dancers, solid blues and the ballads. 

The show opens with the band repeating the familiar riff from Etta's 1968 hit Tell Mama, from the 
pen of Clarence Carter, until Vika makes an impressive entrance in a polka dot black dress, a 
white camellia in her hair, to showcase her fine voice. 

The follow-up is Willie Dixon's I Just Want to Make Love to You, Etta's last UK top tenner, 
powered to big sales by its inclusion in a TV ad for Diet Coke. Next up is Something's Got a Hold 
on Me from 1962, the first song of the evening to present Etta's songwriting abilities. 

Etta also co-wrote, at age 15, her 1955 debut Roll With Me Henry, aka The Wallflower in the UK, 
with her discoverer and fellow writer and producer Johnny Otis, who would have been proud of the 
full justice the band gave to this risqué ditty, so close to the sound Hank Ballard and the 
Midnighters were making at the time that Hank was also given a writing credit. The pace slowed 
for the ballad All I Could Do Was Cry, co-written by Billy “Roquel” Davis and Motown founder 
Berry Gordy and his sister Gwen. A further connection to Hank Ballard, since Davis was 
bandleader when Hank played London in the seventies. 

It was back to the blues for Spoonful, which Etta recorded as a duet with then-boyfriend Harvey 
Fuqua of the Moonglows, who went on to produce Marvin Gaye. Vika belted out this second Willie 
Dixon composition of the evening with conviction and vocal input from the band. 
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Among the many contemporary acts who namecheck Etta as an 
influence is Adele, who has claimed Fool That I Am as her 
favourite Etta number. Accordingly, Vika included the song and 
nailed it. Meanwhile, the narration twixt numbers had outlined 
Etta's stormy relationship with her mother Dorothy, but the pair 
wrote together during pauses in the disagreements, few better 
numbers than the feminist favourite W.O.M.A.N. 

Strange Things Happening, with spiritual roots, was next, before 
the Act One closer Sugar on the Floor, an unlikely Etta cover of 
UK songstress Kiki Dee. 

Vika returned with a change of dress, a black number worn with a 
black and gold top of the type favoured by Etta herself. Come to 
Mama, written by Hi label stalwart Willie Mitchell, was given ballsy 
treatment, followed by another Etta cover of James Brown's It's A 
Man's Man's, Man's World. 

The aptly named Out on the Street Again was cut by Etta on day 
release from the Tarzana psychiatric facility in which she was 
incarcerated in 1974, and Vika gave it sympathetic treatment.  

The standard Lovesick Blues, made famous by Hank Williams, was given a rollicking treatment 
that would not disgrace Status Quo, mirroring the arrangement Etta used on her 1978 album Deep 
in the Night. 

In contrast, the doo-wop ballad A Sunday Kind of Love, once more displayed Vika's skills on 
slower numbers, but audience reaction was muted compared to the welcome accorded I'd Rather 
Go Blind which followed. Etta co-wrote what was originally a B side, but signed over the royalties 
to then-boyfriend musician Billy Foster, sacrificing a fortune as the likes of BB King and Rod 
Stewart covered it. 

The Palace audience applauded for near-on five 
minutes, bringing the show to a standstill. Vika 
looked stunned, but appreciative. 

Good Rockin' Daddy, still played in Rock’n’Roll 
clubs, Etta's second single was reproduced 
perfectly. More gems followed including Deep in 
the Night, Mean Mother, and the near-hit 
Pushover, again co-written with Billy Davis. 

But the show was leading to just one song, 
which was performed by Beyoncé, who played 
Etta in the movie Cadillac Records, at the 
inauguration of President Barrack Obama. It's a 
song still chosen by thousands of brides as first 
dance at their weddings, and a standard that 
gave its name to this show. At Last! 

Audience reaction was ecstatic, leading to a 
standing ovation which saw little sign of abating. 
But there was more.  

In 1978, Etta took the Eagles song Take It to the Limit out of country rock and into the church for a 
gospel version of the classic. It closed the evening on a mighty high. Vika now had the audience 
on its feet, cheering, clapping and stamping.  

If this show comes to a town near you, and it very well might, do not miss it. 

John Howard

Etta James, New Orleans Jazz 
Festival 2006 © Paul Harris 
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SOUL KITCHEN 
THE HOME OF REAL SOUL 

LOST SOULS 

LOWRELL SIMON 

Lowrell Simon was born 18th March 1943 in Chicago. He began his 
musical career as a vocalist in the LaVondells, which became 
Vondells. They scored a regional hit with 'Lenore'. 

In 1969 he founded, along with some fellow Chicagoans, the vocal 
group The Lost Generation. They signed with Brunswick Records, 
who teamed them up with the legendary Chi-Town producer Carl 
Davis. 

The Lost Generation quickly established themselves in the charts, 
with a sweetish smooth grove, 'The Sly The Slick, And The Wicked'. 
(R&B 14/Pop 30)). Simon's vocals are complimented by the other 
Generations, who contribute some amazing interloping support 
soaring in and out.    

They manged to sustain themselves on the R&B charts for the next several years, notably with 
'Wait A Minute' (R&B 25), 'Someday' (R&B 48) and 'Talking The Teenage Language' (R&B 35). 

The group broke up in 1974 and Simon, under the name, simply 'Lowrell', went onto a solo career 
with AVI records. It wasn't until 1978 he finally returned to the R&B charts with, 'Overdose Of 
Love' (R&B 89). His biggest solo hit followed in 1979 with 'Mellow Mellow Right On' (R&B 32), 
which opens with a euphoric infectious groove, followed by a brilliant vocal delivery, with hints of 
Marvin Gaye thrown in. His final chart appearance was, 'You're Playing Dirty' (R&B 87).  

The hits dried up, but Simon continued to be an influence in soul music, writing and producing 
other soul acts, particularly the Chi-Lites and the wonderful Loleatta Holloway. 

Actually, 'Mellow Mellow Right On' made the UK charts in 1979, reaching 37. Also it has often 
been sampled. 

He will be remembered for some terrific soul, and an unsung contribution to soul music. He died 
19th June 2018. 

JOE VALENTINE 

In 1995 I was on a road trip around Texas with Dave Thomas 
where we stumbled on Joe Valentine gigging in a small club on 
Rainey Street, Downtown Austin. He was only too pleased to 
chat about memorable moments from his long musical career. 

He was born 3rd February 1937 in New Orleans. He first made 
an appearance on record at the age of sixteen with the up-tempo 
'I Still Love You' on the Merit label. He also recorded for Rachan 
and Athens.  

He relocated to Baton Rouge where he formed his own band, 
the Imperials, bagging a residency at the Carousel Club. He had 
a further release on the Doug label, with the robust 'Sweeter 
Than Sugar (And Twice As Nice)’, backed with a wonderful 

bluesy, 'I Need You' which, as with his previous release, failed to yield much interest. By now he 
had relocated to Austin, Texas, which was his base for the remainder of his life.  

In 1967 he started his own Val label, which gave us a Southern soul corker with, 'One Night Of 
Satisfaction', backed with a deep soul classic, 'I Can’t Stand To See You Go'. His second Val was 
an uncompromising up-tempo mover, 'I Lost The Only Love I Ever Had', which found favour on the 
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Northern soul scene. The b side, 'Surely I'll Never Do You Wrong', is another deep soul 
masterpiece. Unfortunately these incredible discs failed to move from the record shop shelves. 
Ronn records then released the two forty fives to the same failings. Probably his most known 
release was in 1969, on Ronn, a stunning testifying deep soul ballad, 'A Woman's Love' b/w 
'Hands On, Hands Off'. 

in 1971 Valentine became Joe Tex's band leader, a position he held for a couple of years. in 1991 
he release his only new material album, FOR EVER AND EVER, on the Tee Jay label, this being 
a very low budget production job, and not very exciting. He continued to spasmodically record, 
and hold down regular gigs in Austin.     

In 2002 he released, on his own Val label, the album THEN AND NOW, which contains the 
majority of his recorded output and more, from the sixties and seventies.  

He had been in the music business since he was 14, and with a bit more luck he could have got 
the breaks he richly deserved, and could have been a bigger name in the world of soul. A very 
underrated soul man, who recorded some superb deep soul records. He died 13th July 2018.       

MATT 'GUITAR' MURPHY  

There are moments in live music that are so breath-taking that they 
stay in your mind forever, Otis Clay in Utrecht as an example. Matt 
Murphy also holds a memorable performance. On the 18th October 
1963, as a young spotty twenty year old, I was present at the Fairfield 
Halls, Croydon, for the American Negro Blues Festival. It featured, 
among others, Muddy Waters, Memphis 
Slim, Willie Dixon, Otis Span and Sonny 
Boy Williams, who if I remember was 
dressed as a city gent, including Bowler 
hat.  

The whole show was outstanding, a 
blues fan’s dream come true. But the 

climax for me was when Matt Murphy stepped forward for his solo 
number, 'Matt's Guitar Boogie'. At the time this was the most 
remarkable and swinging blistering contemporary blues guitar playing 
I had ever heard, which is still alive in my ageing memory bank. 

He was born 29th December 1929 in Sunflower, Mississippi. He 
relocated to Memphis where he took up the guitar, and as it turned 
out very successfully. He joined the Tuff Greens band, before 
becoming lead guitarist with Junior Parker's Blue Flames. He played 
on recordings by Parker and Bobby Bland. In 1952 he moved to Chicago where he spent seven 
years in Memphis Slim's band. Also he was very much a sort after session player, particularly for 
Chess Records.  

In 1978 Murphy joined the Blues Brothers Band. He appeared in the Blues Brothers band’s two 
films, including in 1980 as Aretha Franklin's husband. He continued to record and travel the world 
with the Blues Brothers package, and independently, including many festivals across Europe. He 
recorded three solo albums, WAY DOWN SOUTH 1990, THE BLUES DON'T BOTHER ME 1996, 
and LUCKY CHARM 2000. He died 15th June 2018. 

EDDIE WILLIS 

Eddie Willis was one of Motown's original Funk Brothers, whose 
muted propulsive guitar style earned him the nickname "Chank". He 
played on numerous legendary Motor City classics, including 
'Please Mr Postman', 'You Keep Me Hangin' On', 'I was Made To 
Love Her', 'The Way You Do The Things You Do'. He was born 3rd 
June 1936, in Granada, Mississippi, and died on 20th August 2018.  
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ARETHA FRANKLIN 

Aretha Franklin was born 25th March 1942 in Memphis, and raised 
in Buffalo and Detroit, daughter of Rev. Cecil L Franklin, pastor of 
the New Bethel Church in Detroit. First recorded for JVB/Battle 
Records in 1956 and signed to Columbia Records in 1960. In my 
opinion this was Franklin's most rewarding recording period. After 
this a dramatic turn in style and success after signing with Atlantic, 
and working with producer Jerry Wexler.  

She immediately smashed her way to the top of both Pop and R&B 
charts, with the million selling, 'I Never Loved A Man (The Way I 
Love You)', and continued to dominate the charts for the remainder 
of her life. She appeared in the 1980 film The Blues Brothers. 

The all-time Queen of soul music? She died 16th August 2018 

CLARENCE FOUNTAIN 

Clarence Fountain was a co-founder of the vocal gospel group 
The Blind Boys Of Alabama, which were formed in 1939. They 
performed testifying gospel, combining smouldering uplifting 
preaching, alongside harmonising vocals with an impassioned 
delivery. Once seen live, never forgotten. The group toured 
constantly, with many personal changes, with Fountain at the 
helm for over seventy years. Their many awards for numerous 
albums over the decades include five Grammys. He was born 
28th November 1929, and died 3rd June 2018. 

TONY CAMILLO 

Tony Camillo was a creative force behind numerous soul, R&B, 
and disco hit records in the sixties and seventies. His greatest 
claim to fame was arranging, producing and recording Gladys 
Knight and the Pips’ 1974 Grammy award winning, 'Midnight 
Train To Georgia'.  

In the sixties he was at Motown Records. He moved with the 
legendary songwriting team of Holland-Dozier-Holland, when 
they formed Invictus Records. He was involved with numerous 
hit songs for them, including Freda Payne’s 'Band Of Gold', the 
Honey Cone’s 'Want Ads' and 'Just A Little More Time' by 

Chairmen Of The Board.  

His recording credits also include songs released by Stevie Wonder, The Supremes, Martha 
Reeves, Dionne Warwick, the 5th Dimension, George Clinton, The Chambers Brothers, The Isley 
Brothers and many more. He was born 11th August 1928, in New Jersey, and died 29th August 
2018. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

Remember you're in safe soul hands with.... 

    SOULBOY  

Keep on keeping on 
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He had both Carl Perkins and Roy Orbison play in his 
backing bands at different times, but solo singing success 
swerved past Ramsey Kearney. 

Adept at both country and rockabilly, with a powerful voice, 
and equally strong songwriting skills, the affable Tennessee 
veteran should have had hits in the fifties. 

Somehow, he missed the boat. But shed no tears for 
Ramsey. Bad luck may have robbed him of stardom, but he 
found lasting success in the music business in other ways, 
writing hits for other artists and running his own publishing 
and recording operation to this day. 

TFTW magazine spoke to Ramsey at his home in Nashville, 

and asked him how it all started. 

“I was born in October 1933 in Bolivar, Tennessee, the oldest of seven. From a young age I 
worked on the family farm, picking cotton. 

“I used to sing unaccompanied in the fields to make the time pass, and enjoyed making up new 
songs. At school, I used to sing for my classmates. I remember one time the teacher had me 
stand up in front of the class to perform a song Johnson's Old Grey Mule. 

“My first taste of business came when I was 13. In partnership with my father David, we sold a 
hound for $16 and I got half the money, and used my profit to buy my first guitar. The deal was 
that I would own the guitar, learn to play it, and then teach my Dad. Unfortunately, he found it 
difficult and told me to get on with it, which I did. 

“When I was 15 I was lucky enough to win a talent contest, and part of the prize was an audition 
with the local Jackson, Tennessee radio station WDXI. The man holding the audition made a 
series of requests for me to sing particular songs by the likes of Ernest Tubb and other country 
stars of the moment, and I was able to sing them all, and play my guitar. 

“To my surprise, he then said we're on the air in 15 minutes, sing those songs like you just did, 
and it went on from there. I had a regular 30 minute show called The Stars of Tomorrow every 
Saturday morning, for which I was paid $2 a time. They called me the Dixie Farmboy and I 
organised my own sponsors. I remember I got in touch the Harrison Tractor Company, and they 
agreed to sponsor the show. 

“Apparently, it was quite popular, and I did it for three years, all the way through high school. I 
used to get fan mail. “It was there that I came across Carl Perkins. He phoned up and said he was 
a guitarist, could he come and pick on my show? He was pretty good, he thought he sounded like 
Chet Atkins, but to me he was closer to Merle Travis. He had a tiny amplifier, no bigger than a 
cracker box.” 

After graduating High School, Ramsey moved to Memphis and tried his hand as a professional 
musician. 

“I was working the clubs and was developing a reputation, which led to Sam Phillips making 
contact with me, asking if I wanted to make a record. You can imagine my answer. So I went to 
the Sun studio on Union Avenue in March 1954, and I cut four songs, and I was looking forward to 
having them released. Sam was particularly taken with a gospel song I recorded.” 

Another Sam was to intervene in Ramsey's career. This time it was Uncle Sam, and Ramsey 
enlisted in the Army and was sent to Korea. 

“I think I was subject to bad timing at Sun. When I came back on leave from the Army I found that 
none of my songs had been released. Only weeks after I had made my recording, Elvis Presley 



45 

walked into the Sun studio, and everything changed. Instead of my country and gospel, 
Rock’n’Roll had arrived, and Sam Phillip's priority and budget was channelled to Elvis, Johnny 
Cash and Carl Perkins. Sam told me old style country music was out of date.” 

Instead of dwelling on his misfortunes, Ramsey picked himself up and decided to do it himself 
rather than rely on others to give his career a leg-up. 

“I joined the Jimmie Martin Combo, a band based back in Jackson, and Jimmie and I pooled our 
resources to build a new studio to record ourselves, and other local talent. 

“We set up the Jaxon label to release our recordings, and decided 
to embrace Rock’n’Roll. I came up with a couple of rockabilly 
numbers, Rock the Bop coupled with Red Bobby Sox, which were 
issued on 45rpm and 78rpm, and were credited to me, writing, 
singing, playing and producing. 

“When the pressings arrived, I decided to take some of the 78s to 
local DJs to pick up some airplay to drive sales, However, one of 
the first DJs I visited was so rude about the record, that I decided 
he shouldn't have it, and so I smashed his copy, and the rest of the 
78s. Fortunately, the 45s survived, and we did reasonable regional 
sales without any action on the national charts. 

“In 1956 I headed to Nashville, the home of country music, and it was here I recorded The Cat 
Bug Bit, which is really the story of my conversion to rockabilly. But I couldn't get it released at the 
time, and decided to concentrate on my songwriting. I was fortunate enough to get a writer's 
contract with Cedarwood Music, who placed my songs with some of the top names in the 
business. So my songs were recorded by Sue Thompson, Mel Tillis, Ricky Nelson, Eddy Arnold 
and many others.  

“In 1961 I wrote a song called Emotions, and Mel Tillis, the singer and songwriter, said he would 
place it for me, he would make some revisions, and asked for a co-writing credit. I happened to be 
watching The Ozark Jubilee on television when Carl Smith came on and sang Emotions. I didn't 
even know it had been recorded, and here it was on TV. That was a lucky song for me, Brenda 
Lee also recorded it, and it was a worldwide smash giving me financial security and a BMI award. 

“At around the same time, I decided to cut another single with Sam Phillips, this time at his 
Nashville studio. An unknown young guitarist named Roy Orbison played rhythm guitar on the 
session. This was in 1961, shortly before Only the Lonely turned him into a huge star. We did two 
numbers, But What She Gonna Do, and You Forgot to Care but, fine as they were, we could find 
no takers to release them, and they stayed in the vaults until a Swedish label put them out the 
best part of thirty years later.” 

Despite his successful songwriting career, Ramsey was still seeking a hit in his own right, and in 
the seventies once more took his destiny back into his own hands. 

“I set up a record label, Safari, and a song publishing company, Japonica. Alongside that, I also 
had a song demo company, so that artists could cut their own compositions to play to publishers, 
or use as promotional tools. Obviously, my own recordings were released on Safari, and my 
compositions were handled by Japonica. This provided me with a secure income for the rest of my 
life.” 

So what now? 

“I think modern music has lost its heart. I like songs that touch me, and today's music doesn't do 
that. What is described as country is barely country these days. I still write songs, and on Sundays 
I sing in church, and play my guitar. I'm glad there is interest in my back catalogue, and would like 
to pay tribute to Dave Travis, who has put out the CD Rock The Bop on his Stompertime label 
over there in the UK.” 

John Howard  
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Live album recorded at Dancetown, USA, Houston, Tx, 1965 

This live recording was left unreleased in the vaults for 
years; a compilation was released in 1985, but this one 
dates from 1992 on Ace and is in the original mono. The 
sound recording is good, and I could detect none of the 
interruptions by the public address system and the audience 
mentioned in the accompanying booklet, which probably 
prevented its original release. I can only suppose modern 
technology has edited them out or rendered them inaudible. 

The album consists of 26 tracks lasting about 66 minutes in 
all, but note only sixteen feature The Possum himself. Jerry 
Lee could take a tip from George Jones and other artists if 
he finds it difficult doing more than 40-45 minutes on stage 

at a time. There are frequent breaks in George singing on this album from the live show in Texas 
back in 1965, including what Jones refers to as a 'liquor-mission' (intermission) during which he no 
doubt consumed some alcoholic beverage. 

Don Adams sings some numbers, and there are six instrumentals on the album by The Jones 
Boys, one also featuring Rufus Thibodeaux from Lake Charles, La with an instrumental version of 
the Cajun classic 'Jole Blon'. There is also an outro instrumental at the end not listed as a 
separate track. 

Of the George Jones numbers, many of his early hits are included here such as 'White Lightning' 
written and recorded originally by J. P. Richardson, The Big Bopper, 'She Thinks I Still Care' also 
covered by Jerry Lee Lewis, the rockabilly number 'Who Shot Sam', 'I'm Ragged But I'm Right' 
and 'The Race Is On'.  

To non-Country fans in the UK, George Jones is probably as unknown as Fred Smith, and I do not 
believe he ever had any hits over here. He is vaguely known by some as the ex-husband of 
Tammy Wynette. The campest song on the album is a duet George originally did not record with 
Tammy but with Melba Montgomery called 'We Must Have Been Out Of Our Minds'. I have the 
duet recording with Melba and George, but here he sings it with Don Adams with the line 'I thought 
I loved your brother not you'. The booklet accompanying the release says they 'ham it up' in this 
number; 'camp it up' would have been more accurate! That's nothing compared to his duet with 
Gene Pitney (not on this album) where they sing about a close relationship and Pitney threatens 
to leave and sings 'Maybe then you'll appreciate a good man'.  

Back to this album, and the most surprising track given that, despite 'White Lightning' and 'Who 
Shot Sam', Jones claimed to dislike Rock’n’Roll, is a version of Larry Williams' 'Bonie Maronie'. 
Jones admits he does not know all the words, and gets several lines wrong, but it is a good 
attempt. 

I have versions of two of the tracks on here by Mickey Gilley - his hit 'The Window Up Above' and 
an album track 'Tender Years'. This live album is interesting for its relative rarity value giving an 
idea of what The Possum sounded like in the mid-‘60s, possibly the height of his recording career.  

Sadly George Jones is no longer with us, and if he ever toured the UK I never got to see him. This 
album gives an idea what we might have heard in the 1960s had he made it to our shores.  Why 
did I review this album 53 years after it was recorded and 26 years after this compilation was 
released? Mr Woods lent me a copy and suggested I review it, knowing my love of traditional 
Country Music. 

Tony Papard  
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“La sortie de l’Usine Lumière à Lyon”. “The exit from 
the factory”. Silent, blurry, choppy, nevertheless. The 
first film ever screened by the Lumière brothers, in 
France, over a century ago, in 1895. 

Workers, mostly women leaving a factory, getting out 
of work. An analogy of human nature, how, nearly, 
as soon as we are born, we are suited to a system of 
customs. 

A daily routine of seemingly meaningless tasks; 
brushing our teeth first thing in the morning, 
switching on the kettle before we sit at the office or dropping the keys on the same spot as 
we get home to have them ready for the next day. 

Here, yet again, I confess that my departure from 
Hollywood movies transitioning to vintage musicals 
hasn’t been as abrupt or perhaps as smooth as I 
foresaw. 

For starters, I still keep myself up to date with the 
latest releases and still get the same sense of rush 
and excitement as ever before. 

Repeating to myself I am seeking inspiration or, 
perhaps, enlightenment, masquerading as a fallacy 
of resistance to chance against a habit acquired 

over the years writing for Tales From The Woods. 

Therefore, just upon landing after a short break to my native land 
and hometown, Barcelona; having a spare day off to rest and sleep 
after one sleepless night waiting to board the first plane in the 
morning back to London, I was unexpectedly woken up, again first 
thing in the morning, called to go to work. A request I could not, nor 
would not, deny. That extra income would guarantee my 
sumptuous dinner - popcorn and nachos over a double session at 
the movie theatre. 

The whole thing paid off - the thing being two sleepless nights. Once at work, soon after 
lunch, my moves became choppy, my vision started to blur and the normally talkative me 



48 

turned silent. My managers started to realise I was feeling unwell and eagerly forced me, 
literally, to leave work early. 

But fear not, my lack of self-consciousness was stronger than any sickness and I quickly I 
came up with an ill-conceived plan to go to the cinema while being sick and have a 
different kind of experience. 

To be fair, Cinema has had its own share of evolution. From silent, black and white 
movies; to talkies, musicals, and eventually colour and 3D. Nowadays, we have IMAX; a 
humongous semi-circular screen with over glorified 3D. 

Not all modifications work and, nowadays, we are experimenting with 4D. Vibrating seats, 
fog and water sprays, that seem to distract rather than help with the viewer’s immersion. 

To be clear, the Lumière brothers knew best. 
During that same, very first screening, they 
showed as well “L’Arrivée d’un train en gare 
de La Ciotat”. “The Arrival of a train to the 
City”. 

An allegory of fate, the inevitable change that 
eventually comes. 

Meanwhile, my personal test didn’t go that 
well. As soon as I got out of the factory, I 
mean, the hospital where I work, I rushed to 
the cinema where I started to realise how ill I 
really was as the movie, which I thought was 
starting soon, was not being screened till late 

much later on, in the evening. 

I had to settle for a different one, , an action movie. 

 may well be one of the most violent films I have 
ever seen. It is like the script writers brainstormed the 
most gross and gory ways possible to kill human beings 
and built up a plot around it. 

And what’s with the cuts? Every second, every move had 
its own dedicated cut, view and angle. 

I was already dizzy, but this movie was not helping; quite the opposite. One thing is true 
though. I felt each punch being thrown as my muscles were aching badly. I felt every car 
chase as I had to shift my posture while sitting all the way through. And the deplorable plot 
reached its climax while my gut’s contents reached their highest point, projecting 
themselves out of my mouth towards the seats in front. I took advantage of the dark to 
quickly change rows. 

I have to add there wasn’t any plot twist whatsoever; on the contrary, at least for the 
audience. For the main character however, the main villain had to reveal it and then repeat 
it, literally twice in his face, for him to get it. That’s three times by the way! 

The ordeal was far from finished; leaving the cinema, banging my head against the 
corridor walls in a futile attempt to wake up my numb achy muscles, if such a combination 
is even possible. I needed more data and I had already decided to go and see another 
movie. Did I ever mention that I cycle? And, of course, it had to be at a different cinema as 
I would be immensely ashamed to go to the same cinema counter twice in the same day. 
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The alternative movie theatre was a few miles away but one can only burn a candle at 
both ends, so off I went. 

What better way to torment myself even further than ending 
up watching  but not without first getting something 
to eat and a drink as I was probably poorly hydrated. 

My feelings about the movie were about to get mixed up as 
much as my bodily sensations were already. Not sure if I had 
come to watch a science fiction thriller, a comedy or a 
psychological drama. 

Also, I could no longer say if I got startled by looking at my 
bright pink strawberry slushie or by seeing the bright red eyes 
of the monster. Nor could I tell if I was getting stone cold by 
the bad jokes or if the ice was lowering my core temperature 
reaching a fever. Neither if I was getting dizzy and 
lightheaded by the explosive mixture of spicy nachos with 
extra cheese or the uncountable list of loose ends and plot 
holes and unnecessary explosions from the movie. But we all 

know how it ends. 

And what’s with the cursing? Every second, every scene had its own dedicated swearing, 
insult or slur. 

That last sentence sounds quite familiar but that’s just one of the similarities between the 
two movies. 

In both, the main character; one adult and the other one a child, are on the autistic 
spectrum. 

However, on , it’s not that clear. They describe the symptoms; hyperactivity, OCD, 
asociality (and yes, that’s a word, Spell Checker, thank you!) And how he was headhunted 
and picked up due to these same features when he was a child. Immediately they try to 
counteract it, once he grows up to adulthood; blurring the line; never giving a specific 
diagnosis, stating he is just crazy or to put it mildly, simply a jerk. 

Again, each statement would be followed up with a scene 
showing the contrary. That’s the main problem with ; 
juxtaposing two conflicting ideas helps to create contrast and 
builds up suspense. But swinging each point of view side to 
side like a pendulum is confusing at best. And at worst, I do not 
need to be sick to feel that way. Is he autistic or just a mentally 
unstable? 

And what’s with solving puzzles upside down? But again, more 
on that later. 

On the other hand  where, believe it or not, the plot 
gravitates around a kid with Asperger syndrome being 
headhunted by an alien (technically a Predator) as he is the 
next evolutionary step in human evolution. 

The idea could have worked just fine, if only they hadn’t 
decided to complicate it further by teaming his father up with a bunch of psychos. Literally, 
army rejects due to post traumatic stress disorder who magically develop a psychopathy. 
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And what’s with the comedy? They seem to associate jokes with craziness while watering 
down all the action and thriller aspect of being chased by an unstoppable alien (again, a 
Predator). Wasn’t that the premise of the franchise? 

There have been much better portraits of autism in the past. 

 where Dustin Hoffman won an Oscar for 
best actor in a leading role. Worth watching his 
award speech, he actually speaks and acts like 
the character Rain Man. 

; an autistic kid is able to crack the 
newest and most sophisticated cipher code. By 
the way, one of my favourite movies, which I own 
on DVD. 

; an accountant with Asperger 
syndrome doubles 
up as an assassin. 

A recent hit, I have reviewed it and recommended in print. 
Probably I will eventually add it to my collection. 

It nails the social interactions of the character to a tee. 
Except, that being asocial is not synonymous with being a 
sociopath (having no feelings). That’s a trend Hollywood yet 
needs to get right. 

Also, it is there where the upside-down puzzle solving trope 
began. In reality, it is nothing out of the extraordinary other 
than being time consuming. The key is starting with the 
edges and carry on from there as all modern puzzle pieces 
as trimmed differently, therefore unique. This past 
Christmas, my 4 year old niece and me completed several of 
them. 

I can’t wait to teach her how to solve a Rubiks cube. That is if she doesn’t learn it by 
herself. Nevertheless, it looks cool and it was used in a smart way there. 

In summary, the experiment was, overall, positive. 

Plus, also, one can easily recreate the starting conditions (being sick) by, in advance, 
going to watch a 3D movie without the 3D glasses. I recommend getting an extra bag of 
popcorn, preferable empty. 

One will end up with a terrible headache and nausea. Fortunately, paracetamol will get rid 
of the headache by the time we enter the cinema to watch the next movie with all the 
necessary added features (symptoms); chills, dizziness, blurry vision… 

The downside (no it is not a puzzle), is that it requires one to go to the cinema alone as 
sharing the experience may result in somewhat inconvenient consequences for the 
accompanying partner or partners. 

In any case, whichever your choice is, Vintage, Hollywood or alternative cinema. Enjoy 
your pick. 

Marti Canal  
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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, 

What a great night was had by all when the doors of the long 
established show business watering hole, Gerry's, deep in the 
heart of Soho, flung open its doors to around 50 woodies or so, 
helping me to celebrate a birthday. I was really chuffed to 
pieces that so many friends wanted to do so. We arrived a little 
after 18.30, delayed due to a late running train, and aggravated 
by a taxi crawling through the dense London peak hour traffic. 
Already there were several party goers present, including a 
small group consisting of a specially invited lady and three 
gentlemen from St Thomas Hospital mingling with Woodies, 
musicians, fans and a promoter or two. Drinks flowed, laughter 
grew louder, and smiles stretched from ear to ear. Michael the 
venue’s "guvnor" provided the perfect soundtrack as always.  

Silence fell as I raised a glass in memory of our dear friend 
Chas Hodges, and Simon Prager, acclaimed folk guitarist and 
member of the evergreen City Ramblers Revival, played and sang a Chas ‘n’ Dave song in tribute. 
Fellow Rambler, Kevin "Doc" Stenson blew some tasty Sonny Terry harmonica, whilst, poet, 
author, singer, guitarist, skiffle icon, genuine surviving Bohemian and founder member of the 
aforementioned Ramblers, Hylda Sims recited a poetry song in praise of Soho's vanishing 
lifestyle, which can only be found within the walls of Gerry's. 

The youngest member present, Shaun Goldsmith, 
surprised us all with his skills, playing and singing 
"Where Have You Been All My Life" and "Milk Cow 
Blues"; Richie Milton sang a highly amusing London 
train song entitled "Hammersmith and City Line"; 
staying on the same theme, Linda Hall sang the song 
associated this side of the Atlantic with Chas McDevitt 
and Nancy Whiskey, "Freight Train", an excellent 
rendition pretty close to the Elizabeth Cotton original; 
fellow member of Richie Milton and the Lowdown, Bill 
Farrer stepped onto the floor, performing a couple of 
numbers to rapturous applause before new Woodie" 

Stuart Nicoll, who emailed me prior to the event, letting me know "he is known to sing and play a 
bit" which he surely did, dipping into the huge back catalogue of Woody Guthrie for the less than 
often performed "Pretty Boy Floyd" whist accompanying himself on ukulele.  

What can I say, except a massive Thank You to all those who came out to attend my birthday 
soiree. Thank You to those that brought their guitars/harmonicas and ukulele along to perform so 

spontaneously, wonderful. Not  forgetting a special Thank You to Claire Hamlin pianist with Tales 

From The Woods band, who has not been too well of late, coming out to join us in Soho on a 

Thursday evening and to guvnor Michael for allowing it to happen and keeping the flag of old 
Bohemian Soho flying amidst the sea of mediocrity, blandness and fast buck denominator. Thank 
You to all those that sent birthday greetings on-line and cards through the post, what a lucky boy I 
am. Here’s to the next time gang. 

 

Another Spencely selfie 
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The Gig List 

Information is obtained from various sources and is hopefully accurate. 

The advice ‘check before travelling’ remains sound.  

October 2018 

8 Monday Jilted John + John Otway 

50% of my funniest gig of 2017. 

Koko £20 + fees 

 

10 Wednesday Texas Music Takeover 

Said to include Vaden Todd Lewis, Koe Wetzel, Luke Wade, Austin Allsup, Kylie Rae Harris, Joey Green, 

Grady Spencer, Abraham Alexander, Sean Russell, Ryan McBride, Sam Riggs, Brando Rhyder, Jonathan 

Terrell and Lukas Jakobsson. 

Borderline £7.50 + fees 

 

12 Friday Texas Music Takeover 

As above.  Show ends once the names of those appearing 

have been read out. 

Bush Hall £10 + fees 

 

14 Sunday Dave Peabody & Regina Mudrich 

Senior British folk-blues artist and eclectic German 

violinist.  

Walthamstow Folk Club £8 

 

18 Thursday Chatham County Line 

Bluegrass band from North Carolina, whose ‘Birmingham 

Jail’ should be compulsory listening. 

Bush Hall £22 

 

22 Monday Chris Youlden 

Good to see former vocalist for Savoy Brown performing after going through health wars in recent years. 

The Troubadour £10 + fees 

 

24 Wednesday Rachel Harrington 

“Reared among the Pentecostal pines of Oregon” should be enough recommendation. 

Green Note £12 + fees 

 

26 Friday The Skatalites 

Good but not great now that the only original is vocalist Doreen Shaffer.  But still worth seeing. 

Nell’s Jazz & Blues £27.50 

 

27 Saturday The Robert Cray Band 

Still sounding as he did a few years after he rose up the blues scene. 

Indigo2    Standing £40.55 (£29.15 in the gods ) 

 

28 Sunday Ma Bessie 

Julia Titus is the Empress of the Blues, all through your Sunday dinner.  

Hideaway (doors 12.00, show 2.00 pm) £10 

November 2018 

7 Wednesday Otis Gibbs 

Indiana-born Americana artist whose comparisons with Bob Dylan and Steve Earle do not include his 

beard. 

Green Note at the Water Rats £15 + fees 

http://www.ukrock.net/ 

http://www.ukrock.net/
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8 Thursday Alvin Youngblood Hart 

Had a Downbeat best blues album award in 1999.  
The Slaughtered Lamb £12 

 

8 Thursday Jerron ‘Blind Boy’ Paxton 

Old timey, blues and folk artist from Los Angeles. 

Union Chapel £22.50 + fees 

 

11 Sunday Catfish Keith 

Acoustic Delta blues from the Chicago Keith. 

Half Moon, Putney £15 + fees (adv), £17 (door) 

 

13 Tuesday Swamp Dogg 

If his new “auto-tune inspired album” is the basis of 

this gig, then maybe even loyal fans should beware 

the Dogg. 

Rich Mix £23.50 + fees 

 

17 Saturday James Hunter Six 

Continuing his tour of London’s music venues, 

which he always seems to fill. 

Under The Bridge £19 + fees 

 

18 Sunday Diz & The Doormen 

The spirit of the Crescent City over Sunday roast. 

Hideaway (doors 12.00, show 2.00 pm) £10 

 

19 Monday St Paul & The Broken Bones 

Blue-eyed soul from Alabama-born Paul Janeway, 

whose sainthood came early in his career. 

Round House £27.50 + fees 

 

26, 27, 28 Monday to Wednesday Lucky Peterson 

Contemporary bluesman who was trained by Bill Doggett and Jimmy Smith. 

Ronnie Scott’s £25 - £50 + fees 

 

27 Tuesday Kyla Brox 

Album launch for the daughter of blues singer Victor Brox who made a big impression on her last 100 Club 

visit. 

100 Club £12 + fees (adv), £14 (door) 

 

27 Tuesday Ryley Walker 

Comparisons with John Martyn and Tim Buckley may be behind his pursuit of ‘new music’. 

100 Club £12 + fees (adv), £14 (door) 

December 2018 

27/28 Thursday & Friday Leroy Hutson 

Cult soulman makes second visit to Jazz Cafe in two years. 

Jazz Cafe £30 + fees 

February 2019 

15/16 Friday & Saturday Lamont Dozier 

Re-scheduled dates following the June cancellations for health reasons.  Soul royalty. 

Union Chapel £35.75 

  

 
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. 
 

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 
 

mailto:dickietapp@googlemail.com
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If you wish to be placed on our mailing list to receive the free on-line magazine (around six issues per annum), 
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 
 

mailto:TFTW@blueyonder.co.uk

