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Jeff Tuck (TFTW Band
drummer) took part in and
completed the London
marathon for Crohn’s &
Colitis UK.
You can read Jeff’s story
and donate to his charity
using the link below
https://www.justgiving.com/fundraising/jefftuck1

Papard or Papadopoulos?
Mr Angry blows some smoke
The interviewee interviews himself
We “borrow” more stuff from Nick Cobban
Jazz Junction, Soul Kitchen, Blues Rambling
And more....
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Rag, Tag and
Bobtail (not to be
confused with the
contenders for the
leadership race) say
“HOLD THE THIRD
PAGE! ”
Greetings Gang.
Welcome to our late Spring issue No 109. At the time of typing, it is dangerously close to our end
of the month closing date, but I’ve got so much to tell all you good folks about, I was hanging on
just in case another extraordinary happening needed to take pride of place in my bi-monthly
column… well that's my excuse and I'm sticking to it! (ain't that right Harry?)
Thursday 9th May was yet another memorable evening not forgetting too, the near 20 year history
of Tales From The Woods, returning to Gerry’s for thrice yearly musical soirees. This historical
watering hole for theatre and show business in Soho is given over to us for a few hours, for
Woodies from near and far to party, or as was coined specially for our last issue and forever to
describe these events, the “heart and soul of Tales From The Woods” dreamt up so cleverly by
our veteran marketing manager Ken Major, as we all do our best to recreate a long vanished
Soho, when live music could be heard coming out of countless pubs, clubs and coffee houses.
The Tales From The Woods band performed, we welcomed back our lovely keyboard player,
Claire Hamlin, looking and sounding wonderful, placing her recent bout of ill health well and truly
into the past.
Guests stepped up from floor, to sing a song or
two, including the wonderful Liverpool song
thrush Beryl Marsden whose career began at
the legendary Cavern Club, alongside the
Beatles, Kingsize Taylor and the Dominos,
Cilla Black, The Undertakers, not forgetting
too, Beryl’s namesake, Gerry Marsden, he of
Gerry and The Pacemakers. Beryl then was
just an eager, feisty 15 year old. What Beryl
may lack in height, she more than
compensates with talent.
© Jan Podsiadly

A Hollywood actor no less, popped in to see us, Patrick
Bergin, what a surprise he most certainly would prove to
be, obviously a man of many talents, a fan of our music
most certainly, blowing some blues drenched harmonica,
gritty, smoky vocals, very Tony Joe White we all agreed.
What have now become "Gerry" regulars Richie Milton,
Linda, a lovely lady from Richie’s band "Lowdown", Kevin
"Doc" Stenson, from City Ramblers Revival, Johnny Stud
one time member of Rocky Sharpe and the Replays.
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© Jan Podsiadly

Seasoned session guitarist and bandleader
Roger James; veteran Woodie and long-time
agent and manager Peter Stockton once again
sang about his best friend’s gal and the need to
get some money in his already hefty bank
account; Cast Iron Darren, who waited until he is
almost fifty before treading the boards; at the
other end of age scale, Shaunny Longlegs
improves rapidly with each outing, both not
allowing their nerves to get the better of them
this time around.
© Jan Podsiadly

Ray Lee who is no stranger to a TFTW stage
gave, as always, a polished little set. Just when
we thought it was all over, a head appeared from
the crowd, with a huge beaming smile. "Can I?"
he asked. Step right up Nick Flynn who played
an Irish jig on a tin whistle. Great fun and it could
only happen at a TFTW event.
Wow! What better way could we have an official
launch for our Tales From The Woods
Documentary, a wonderful opportunity to capture
Michael Dillon, who has been at the helm of
Nick Flynn, Michael [guvnor], Patrick
Gerry’s club for many a decade, tireless
© Jan Podsiadly
campaigner Henry Scott-Irvine, who has fought a
long hard battle with councils, property speculators, and land owners to preserve a tiny piece of
London that is Denmark Street, otherwise known as British tin pan alley, not just for the capital but
the entire nation, not forgetting too, places for budding young musicians to learn their craft, buy
instruments and meet likeminded folk. Henry’s struggle you will find captured perfectly in
documentary film now on general release at selective cinemas and venues. The third member of
this gathering agent/manager Peter Stockton both reminiscing among friends and reflecting on his
long career in the business. We had, just days before, interviewed poet/author/songwriter/
singer/guitarist and true survivor of bohemian Soho, Hylda Sims.
At the time of typing, we are just a few days from our last Thursday of each and every month,
gang meet up, our choice of venue on this occasion the pub I call “my Soho local” which I wrote
about in my column last issue. Sadly nothing has changed, Fullers Brewery has called time on this
famous institution, however we shall be there filming its final hours. I’m indeed very proud of this
project; it is going to be everything that television and radio channels try to achieve and invariably
fail miserably - diversity, intelligent content, care and precision in its programming, everything folks
have come to expect from Tales From The Woods. A massive round of applause please for
Andrew G for taking on this mammoth task.

























On Tuesday 21st May, I braved a choppy sea to a waiting
launch to carry me out to sea to board the veteran pirate
radio ship Caroline. Quite a few years have elapsed since I
was last aboard, preferring to leave it to Woodie first class,
Peter Gold, who has done us all proud at Tales From The
Woods by flying the flag for us with over sixty plus
appearances, allowing us to gain wonderful publicity for all
events be it commercial, social or printed word. A huge round of applause for Peter, gang, he sure
works hard on our behalf on Dell Richardson’s long running “good rockin tonite” show.
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A big thank you also to John Spencely, lead guitarist of TFTW band, who kindly compiled the vast
majority of tracks that made my guest appearance so entertaining. For my part I chose three
downloads from TFTW’s YouTube channel, my personal favourites, featuring Cliff Bennett, Gene
Terry, Jimmy Powell. Any doubts you may have regarding my claim that the TFTW band are the
finest backing outfit in the land will be quickly dispelled by lending an ear to these tracks.

























At the time of typing, we are merely twenty days from yet another Tales From The Woods
milestone. A few hours of musical history that’ll never be repeated, a London exclusive for us, the
Raging Cajun, Louisiana Man himself, a true legend of roots music, Mr Doug Kershaw whose
career began in the early fifties. The importance of this show is reflected by the prominence given
to it by virtually all of the roots music magazines going beyond the call of duty to meet our not
extravagant resources, which no doubt helped to sell the most advance tickets experienced at any
show, or venue to date, bearing in mind that these tickets are being sold at full price, no Woodie
reductions for these folks, plus extras for debit, credit cards transactions, or as one editor of a
mainstream magazine during a recent telephone conversation quipped, “Blimey!! Not only do your
members get to see legendary performers courtesy of your fine organization, they get to see them
at a reduced rate too”. One final reminder from this magazine, if you require a reserved seat you
need to advise us when you contact us at Tales From The Woods, otherwise I suspect they’ll be
snapped up by people who have booked via 100 Club.
Sorry to be repetitive but it is my responsibility to remind all you good folks that to claim your TFTW
membership reduction, you have to make your purchase via me.

























Finally on a very sad note, back in the 1990s, surely one of the best decades of all for fans of
roots music, Tales From The Woods was not yet to be a twinkle in my eye. In those days us
Woodies-to-be were part of promoter and social activator Dave Webb’s crowd, and the jewel in Mr
Webb’s crown was the annual Jerry Lee Lewis convention held at Kings Hotel, South Wales. On
one memorable occasion the Killer himself, no less, performed for us. Not all were dyed in the
wool veterans of Rock'n'Roll shows aplenty, there were more than a few young bucks who came
by chance or through elder relatives’ record collections. One of these younger cats was 19 year
old university student, Kristof Fabry, and it came as a terrible shock to learn that Kristof had at the
age of just 43 taken his own life.
Kristof being an enthusiastic traveller with his lover, found time to attend our shows through the
years both at the Borderline and the 100 Club, not forgetting too our tenth anniversary of this very
magazine back in 2011, at London Bridge pub, where daughter of Chas Hodges, Kate Garner
entertained. Tony Papard has composed the following appreciation of his friend.

Jerry Lee Lewis Convention, King's Hotel, Newport,
Wales (1996). Left to Right: Kristof Fabry, Frankie Jean
Lewis, Tony Wilkinson, Tony Papard
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Keith and I first met Kristof at the 1995 Jerry Lee Lewis Convention at the King's Hotel in Newport,
Wales when he was just 19. Like many Jerry Lee fans of his generation Kristof was turned on to
The Killer after watching the Dennis Quaid biopic 'Great Balls of Fire', which dealt with the early
days of Jerry's career and the scandal around his bigamous marriage to his 13-year old cousin,
Myra.
In 2002 Kristof and I joined Kay Martin's Ferriday Ride. Along with Graham Knight and other fans,
the coach drove down to Natchez from Memphis, where Jerry's friend Cecil Harrelson met us. He
took us on a tour of the area, visiting Frankie Jean's Lewis House, other places of interest in
Ferriday and the family cemetery near Clayton north of Ferriday. It was raining, as it has been
every time I have visited Ferriday. We stopped off in the town for something to eat, but Kristof took
one look at the kitchen and decided to give it a miss.
While in the area, staying in Natchez, Kristof and I visited what I
recently discovered was the refurbished Blue Cat Club where Jerry
played years before his first hit record. Keith and I had drunk in this bar
some years previously, none of us realizing at the time that the ground
floor of this two-story building had been the legendary club, left in ruin,
then rebuilt.

Kristof at the Lewis Ranch,
Nesbit, Ms. (2002)

We must have got a bit drunk in this bar on Voodoo and Dixie bottled
beer, as afterwards I took Kristof across the road to the banks of the
Mississippi River where I solemnly baptized him with river water on the
forehead 'in the name of Muddy Waters'. It seemed a laugh at the time,
as the river was quite muddy. Luckily we avoided the alligators.
We also attended Jerry Lee's birthday concert in a hotel near Memphis
Airport that year where Jerry performed for about two and half hours
then collapsed as he walked off stage. However he had recovered by the next day. We of course
visited Sun Records Studio, Graceland and Jerry's Ranch in Nesbit, some miles south of Memphis
in Mississippi.
Kristof in Sun
Recording Studio, 106
Union Ave, Memphis,
Tn. (2002)

Kristof had been born in Hungary then ruled by the Hungarian Workers'
(Communist) Party. His parents were in the diplomatic service. He came to
the UK and studied commercial law at Oxford University. During this time
he visited me in London several times, and first came out to me as being
gay. He invited me to the University one weekend and it was quite an
experience having dinner in the ancient hall with the dons sitting at a table
at the far end. He later studied International and European Politics at the
University of Edinburgh.

After leaving Oxford University Kristof got a furnished room in Golders
Green, where instead of the three cooked meals he had got used to at
Oxford he was resigned to living out of cans accompanied by the noise of
neighbours in the next room. Later, after studying in Edinburgh, he got
himself nicer accommodation in Earls Court, and I remember visiting a
cabaret in a gay pub with him in the area. He also came with me to see
Colin Devereaux, aka as drag queen Dockyard Doris, at the notorious
Elephant & Castle pub in Vauxhall (now a Starbucks Coffee shop). Paul O'Grady (Lily Savage)
wrote in his autobiography how many a drag act died on stage in this rough pub with hecklers and
those who could not be bothered to pay attention or appreciate the act, but Dockyard Doris gave
as good as she got in one of her last appearances.
Kristof's first job working in the legal department of a company was extremely stressful, and he
had to take a break and recover in The Priory in Barnes, where I and other friends visited him.
Celebrities often go there to recover, but the actual rooms where the residents stay are very
sparse even though there are chandeliers in the entrance hall.
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Kristof attended Jerry Lee shows and various Woodie events over the years, including the Kate
Garner evening at a pub near London Bridge. He also came to my Retirement Party at the
Freemason's Arms near Covent Garden, where Wee Willie Harris and Corliss Randall entertained
backed by the original Tales From The Woods Band line-up. He also came to some of the TFTW
shows at The Borderline.
When Kristof's mother, Maria, was transferred to London as part of the
Hungarian diplomatic service, I was invited to accompany him to her flat in
Westminster for dinner. This was quite an experience, to hear a first-hand
account of living in a Socialist (i.e. 'Communist') country and what they felt
they had to do in order to secure a good standard of living. Maria joined the
ruling Hungarian Workers' Party.
About ten years ago Kristof met his life-partner Darren Rugg, and they
settled down in Dulwich, Southeast London. They had the house
extensively rebuilt and I was invited to visit them there when the work was
completed. Darren and Kristof lived happily there with their cats, and
travelled the world together, their most recent jaunt being to the Philippines
back in March where they both celebrated their birthdays; Kristof's 43rd.
Kristof had long left his first stressful job, and had later worked for Kingston
Council in their legal department, but found the commuting from Southeast
London a bit much. In February 2018 Kristof started work at a firm of
Kristof (2019)
solicitors. I was shocked at Chris de Bruin's house one day in May 2019
when he read on Facebook that Kristof had passed away, having sadly taken his own life. I later
learned from Darren that Kristof had suffered a short relapse and lost his job, but seemed to be
recovering from his illness. Darren had taken time off work to look after him.
Kristof was one of the younger generation of Jerry Lee Lewis fans, and one of the relatively few on
the Rock'n'Roll scene who was 'out' about identifying as part of the LGBT community. It is very
sad his life ended in this way, a very intelligent guy who happily found his soul-mate in Darren.
Our thoughts and condolences are with Darren Rugg, Kristof's mother Maria and all his family.
Tony Papard

























Tales From The Woods raises a glass and says farewell to singer
and songwriter, Margaret Lewis, a true loyal friend and supporter of
us for a number of years who sadly passed away from pneumonia
complications aged 78, on 29th March 2019.
I met Margaret and her husband Alton during one of our membership
secretary Ken Major’s Stomping USA tours, around the turn of this
present century, location Shreveport Louisiana. Soon it began to feel
like we’d known each other for years proving to be the most gracious
of hosts, despite Margaret preparing for her appearance on the New
Orleans Jazz and Heritage Festival just days away. Extensive
business duties too, were placed to one side, as we soon found
Margaret in 2010
ourselves briskly and excitedly on a guided tour of the historical
© Alan Lloyd
municipal auditorium, home of the world famous Louisiana Hayride,
which Margaret and Alton had campaigned tirelessly to save from
destruction. At this point restoration was only in its early stages, and lucky Woodies in just a few
years not only got to admire the completed project but got to perform on this stage of legends. For
me I was more than happy to tread the same boards and to allow my imagination to run riot as I
stood silently for few minutes to gaze out into the dimly lit auditorium.
It was through what was by now a solid link that we were able to have Margaret be one of our
headline acts, popping in to London on two occasions whilst on a business trip to the European
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mainland. The enthusiasm at rehearsals on the Saturday afternoon, then as now our official Tales
From The Woods private function room near Marylebone was indeed engaging and heartwarming. The show was at the 100 Club the following day, the years in question being 2009 and
2010 respectively, these were our early “Rock'n'Roll Heritage Shows”. Margaret’s performance
was perfection, fans coming from afar to see her. However all was not right from the TFTW side of
things, running horrendously late, a situation we would never allow now to happen, and sadly we
had to cut Margaret’s act short because of it. It had been discussed amongst ourselves to bring
Margaret back again, to reap the benefits of performing with the finest backing band to be found,
but also a highly professional stage management and live events personage of which other
organizations I’m sure wish they could share, but sadly a return can never be, we have our
memories, they can never be taken from us.
Born Snyder, Texas in 1940, like countless other children of her generation, exposure to music
came through the radio and the country church. The former was the halcyon days of what we now
refer to as roots or traditional country, at the time, simply “Hillbilly” while the latter, no doubt a
wonderful opportunity to sing along among friends, family and local worshippers. As childhood
gave way to her teenage years, Rose Maddox, lead vocalist of Maddox Brothers and Rose, was
the voice that captured her heart, and a serious option of earning a living in music was becoming
a little more than a dream. Lefty Frizzell, Hank Williams too played huge influence.
Margaret’s family upped sticks to Levelland, Texas where, whilst still at high school, she formed
her first band “Margaret Lewis and the Thunderbolts”. 1957 saw them winning second place in a
talent contest, an event sponsored by country and rockabilly icon Johnny Horton, opening another
door for Margaret and her band to appear on the now legendary Louisiana Hayride show from the
Municipal Auditorium in Shreveport, Louisiana. Across the Red River sits Bossier City, where the
family moved to. It was here that Margaret met Rhythm and Blues influenced Rock'n'Roll singer,
Dale Hawkins, riding high with his hit “Susie-Q” on the Chicago based Chess label. A long lasting
friendship was born and soon, along with her sister Rose, was singing and playing in Hawkins’
band at the nearby Skyway club.
The early days of 1958 found Margaret and Rose heading north to Chicago to record with
Hawkins despite objections from the young girls’ family. Leonard Chess wasn’t expecting them,
but by all accounts the record label boss took kindly to them, even cutting a few sides with them
as the Lewis Sisters, which for the most part took many years to see the light of day, except one
track “Come On, Lets Stroll” which appeared on 1959’s “Hits That Jumped” LP released on the
Checker label. Another session with Hawkins before the year was out, recorded on home ground
back in Shreveport, had Margaret singing back-up vocals on Dale’s “La-Do-Dada”.
Through her friendship with Johnny Horton, she got an introduction
to local record label Ram, and in mid-1959 the then still teenage girl
cut her classic slice of Rockabilly, “Shake A Leg”, one of four sides
recorded. Further singles followed on the label, but a number of
unissued sides had to wait patiently for decades until British
archivist, the late Ray Topping, compiled selections for a package
on UK’s Ace Label.
Mira Smith, boss of Ram records, and Margaret were soon to join
forces as a song writing partnership, which proved to be hugely
successful. Upon invitation from Shelby Singleton the pair were on
their way to Nashville, writing material for the biggest names in
country music at that time. It wasn’t just country; they pitched their songs to rhythm and blues
market where success too was found in particular with a piece of wonderful blues soul,
“Reconsider Me” a R&B top ten smash for the late great Johnny Adams in 1969. Some twelve
years later in 1974, a No 2 country hit for country, rockabilly star Narvel Felts. Six years later in
1981, Margaret married Alton Warwick, and as a couple would become close friends of many fans
throughout Europe and UK.
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TFTW

TOP 10

27th March 2019 ~ 28th May 2019
Position
1. (1)
Peter Donegan - I'll Never Fall In Love Again*
2. (2)
Dave Berry - The Crying Game
3. (4)
Mike Berry - Tribute To Buddy Holly
4. (3)
Peter Donegan - It Takes A Worried Man
5. (-)
Charlie Gracie - Fabulous
6. (6)
P.P. Arnold - The First Cut Is The Deepest
7. (7)
Billie Davis - Tell Him
8. (8)
The Allisons - Are You Sure
9. (5)
Peter Donegan - Rock Island Line
10. (10) Chas Hodges - Travelin' Light
(Previous chart position shown in brackets)

Plays
16,867
2,343
1,512
1,321
943
894
822
692
678
618

Total plays on the TFTW channel for this period = 32,737 (55,234)
Total plays on the TFTW channel to date = 299,919
See all available videos at https://www.youtube.com/c/TalesFromTheWoods
Chart compiled by Denis Hoare

























Hi Gang,
This is the third and final part of my personal YouTube segments, dealing with
American performers who we had the privilege of presenting over the past few
years. There are far fewer stateside artists than home-grown; hence a name or two will be
repeated in this section. For a few it was sadly before we began filming our shows, so we were
unable to include performances by the late Lou Pride, also the first American performer to grace a
TFTW stage, wildman Barrence Whitfield, and bluesman Robert Penn.
1

Gene Terry

I’m A Fool To Care

Borderline London, June 5th 2016. Three years to the month since we
had the privilege of bringing to the UK an exclusive, first ever trip outside
of the USA for swamp-pop legend Gene Terry, a superlative performance
by both Gene Terry and the Tales From The Woods Band. I posed the
question to a Woodie who was at both the Ponderosa Stomp in New
Orleans and this wonderful evening in London, how did our band
compare to that witnessed stateside? As good as the American band
was, he felt the TFTW band were indeed more authentic.
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2

Tom Paley

Story Of The Mighty Mississippi

Kings Head Marylebone, May 7th 2015. I can’t begin to explain how it felt
to have this near 90 year old legend of the first generation of American
folk music, who had hung out with Woody Guthrie and Rambling Jack
Elliot, was a regular visitor to the home of Leadbelly, appeared alongside
Odetta and met Bob Dylan when he was unknown outside of New York
folk clubs. I was truly proud to interview him for Tales From The Woods
magazine, when he brought his guitar too and performed for the lucky few
present which this wonderful segment proves. Sadly we would lose Tom
a couple of years after this historical piece of folk music history.
3

Charlie Gracie

Guitar Boogie

Spice Of Life Soho, March 19th 2017. This show at London’s unique,
mostly Jazz basement venue in Soho, intended to be a 60 year
celebration since Charlie’s first visit to London, at the Hippodrome
Theatre just a few minutes’ walk away, later to become the Talk Of The
Town, now a tacky casino, and Charlie’s 80th birthday. Some felt too,
that this might prove to be a retirement show for this diminutive guitar
maestro and singer, but happily that would prove to be groundless as he
has returned to the UK at least twice since, a hugely talented man and a
true gentleman.
4.

Tommy Hunt / Velvet Candles

Ol’ Man River

100 Club, Sunday October 29th 2017. This clip came from his first visit to
the 100 Club where he performs a stunning version of Paul Robeson’s
classic from the 1930s, “Ol’ Man River”, Catalonia’s finest Velvet Candles
providing harmonies of perfection. If not for the spoken intro at the
beginning if you closed your eyes you would believe that this was a live
recording of Tommy in the days of the legendary Flamingos back in the
1950s. Tommy came back for our Doo-Wop show the following June and
reduced many a hardened Rock’n’Roll fan to tears with a performance
that some felt even topped this magical evening as winter encroached
back in 2017.
5.

Gene Terry

Matilda

Borderline. Sunday June 5th 2016. Another gem from that wonderful
evening when Tales From The Woods brought swamp pop to a London
stage when Gene announces that this is the anthem of south west
Louisiana. This is authentic stuff; Gene and the TFTW Band nail this Cookie
and the Cupcakes original faultlessly, simply can’t be bettered. We have to
mention that evening we were joined by Nick Lunt courtesy of Jools
Holland’s orchestra on sax and Barry Few on trumpet.
6.

Roddy Jackson

Lucille

Spice Of Life Soho. Sunday 29th September 2013. Multi-instrumentalist,
singer and original fifties rocker from sunny California, tears up the Soho
stage playing both keyboards and sax whilst singing his hero Little
Richard’s classic slice of New Orleans Rock’n’Roll “Lucille”. We had three
saxes blasting that evening; our very own the late Sid Phillips, our regular
sax maestro Alex Bland, along with Roddy himself. Rediscovered by
European fans back in the 1990s, he became a regular visitor for a while,
performing at Rock’n’Roll weekenders both here in the UK and in Europe.
Definitely time for a return, I would say.
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7.

Tommy Hunt / Velvet Candles

Jump Children

100 Club, Sunday October 29th 2017. This has just about got everything;
energetic dancing (jumping) from a member of the Candles, great
harmonies, TFTW band tight and ever professional, Tommy clearly enjoying
himself, the expression on his face says it all, the years simply pouring off
this octogenarian.

8.

Lazy Lester / Little George Sueref

Take Me Back Home Before I Die

Guys/St Thomas’ Hospital Social Club. Swamp blues icon Lazy Lester
performed for us three times over the years, but sadly we lost him to
stomach cancer in 2018. The last survivor from the legendary Excello
label of South West Louisiana, the first and most celebrated time was at
the now demolished Metro club, Oxford Street, where many expressed
the opinion that it was the finest and most authentic blues gig seen in
London for many a year. However, that was before filming of our shows
began. What we do have is Lester in the company of Little George
Sueref performing at a tiny club belonging to the NHS trust, although
recorded in far from perfect conditions. Always eclectic he is not, as you would expect, performing
Blues, instead a slice of raw country, penned by near neighbour, now also sadly gone, Merle
Haggard, “Take Me Back Home Before I Die”. Blues or Country, this is raw gut emotion, let’s just
call it roots music.
9.

Roddy Jackson

No One Else Will Do

Spice Of Life Soho, Sunday September 29th 2013. Another piece of New
Orleans style Rock’n’Roll, Little Richard inspired piece of honking, rocking,
rhythm & blues, once again all three saxes to the fore. That evening was
not only memorable for Tales From The Woods, but also for five young
guys from Scandinavia who were in the pub upstairs purely by chance. In
London to see Fleetwood Mac the evening before, they paid their money
and took a chance. It blew them away, and they soon forgot all about those
soft rock west coast multi-millionaires, they were thrilled by it. As I’ve said
many times, if young folks are exposed to roots Rock’n’Roll they will enjoy
it; that won’t happen as Rock’n’Roll increasingly buries itself in incestuous fancy dress
weekenders, synchronised dancing and Darby & Joan With A Back Beat clubs. Sorry if that should
offend anyone.
10.

Tommy Hunt / Velvet Candles

I Only Have Eyes For You

100 Club, Sunday October 29th 2017. Tommy’s encore upon that
memorable evening, we couldn’t allow him to leave the building without
performing the song that took the Flamingos to the top of the charts and
into musical history back in 1958. This came at the end of an action
packed 45 minute set, so the 85 year old doo-wop legend could be
forgiven for going a little off-key, although the ever ultra-professional
Velvet Candles covered perfectly. Off-camera in a very special moment, a
young guy went down on one knee and proposed to his lovely girlfriend.
See, not only do young people love Tales From The Woods shows if
they get to hear about them, they even get married to its music.
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Ahoy, Smokers!
Remember when it was easy to order 20 Players, Piccadilly, or Senior Service? Buying
cigarettes is now somewhat more complex. Myself, I prefer JPS Players
Superkings Bright Blue, but don't be fooled into accepting JPS Superkings
Bright Blue, John Player Superkings Bright Blue, or JPS Players
Superkings Real Blue, which all exist, at different prices. Most tobacco
counter staff are unaware of these differences, hindered by the screens
that hide away the nicotine lest anyone be upset by the sight of cigarettes.
However, the price of my own preferred brand remains reasonably static
at around a few pennies off £9. That was until I visited the Spar outlet at
the grandly named Toomey Motor Village built on what was widely
considered locally as Green Belt between Rochford and Southend in Essex.
I was offered my cigarettes at £10.30, more than £1 over my usual price. I declined
politely and left, confused over what was happening. I stopped at the nearest Tesco where
I found that there was no alteration in price, they remained at £8.89. I kept my receipt.
Next day, I went to the local Co-op, the day after I called at a Nisa, and found no more
than 10p variation in price, to my relief. I kept all my receipts, and planned to confront
the counter staff at Toomey Motor Village over their bizarre pricing, 12 per cent above the
median level. In I marched with my £10.30 in my hand, to find another twist in the tale.
The price had gone up by a whopping £1.05, and the new price was now £11.35, a
massive 21.67 per cent above what all other retailers were charging for the same thing.
So why am I telling you all this? If you are considering buying a new car, or, indeed a
second hand one, it might be an idea to consider some price comparisons before heading
to Toomey Motor Village. If they price their cars in the same fashion as their
concessionaires price their cigarettes, by my estimation a £20,000 car will cost £24,334,
and it might be an idea to negotiate an immediate 20 per cent discount before you even
choose the make or model of motor you might buy.
***
If television advertising is effective, then the makers of Oral B electric
toothbrushes must have sold one of their products to everyone in the country
likely to buy such a device. And so they should cancel their boring, endlessly
repeating, advertisements immediately.
If television advertising is ineffective, then they will have no effect on sales no
matter how often the commercials are shown. So they should cancel their useless
advertisements right now.
Either way, I will continue to watch TV with my remote control in my hand ready to
fast forward any Oral B mentions within seconds of their starting.
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Baker’s Dozen
A dip into 40 years of correspondence from the
Ken Major (London) / Chuck N. Baker (Las Vegas) archive cabinet
Contact Ken for the fuller stories.
1.
Deputy District Attorney Alan Jackson in court Said “Lana Clarkson through the evidence in this case
has suffered and endured something no human being should have to endure-she’s been murdered twice. She
was murdered once on Feb 3, 2003 by Philip Spector… and her character has been assassinated over the last
4 months through the presentation of the defence evidence, attempting to paint her in a way that isn’t true”. He
went on to say “Spector’s team presented a “check book defence. If you pay someone enough money you can
get them to wear a tutu in court. You can get them to say just about anything in court”. Defence attorneys
complained that Jackson had gone over the line and Superior Court Judge Larry Paul Fidler agreed and would
instruct the jurors on the point. Spector, 67, is accused of 2nd degree murder in February 2003. Source: Linda
Deutsch, Las Vegas Review-Journal, date not known.
2.
James Brown paid $7500 to Solomon Burke asking him not to perform at a gig in Chicago, and just
stand on stage and hand his robe and crown to James. Burke claimed he was born in 1940 in a room above a
Philadelphia church “to the sounds of horns and bass drums”. He became a preacher and hosted a radio gospel
show, and in the early ‘60s joined Atlantic Records partnering with songwriter producer Bert Berns. Jerry Wexler
said Burke had the greatest voice of them all. “He was the best soul singer of all time recording the album “Don’t
Give Up On Me,” which included songs written for Burke by Bob Dylan, Tom Waits, Elvis Costello, Brian Wilson
plus others. British singer songwriter Nick Lowe saw Burke perform on “Ready Steady Go” and said “He was
fantastic, and I went out and started to buy all his records. I became a fan for life”. Source: Greg Kot, Chicago
Tribune, 11.10.2010
3.
Oct. 2010, Solomon Burke died at Amsterdam’s Schiphol Airport on a flight from Los Angeles. He was to
have performed at a sell-out show in a church converted into a concert hall in Amsterdam. Burke won his only
Grammy with his comeback record “Don’t Give Up on Me” on Anti-Records. President Andy Kaulkin said
“popular music wouldn’t be where it is without Solomon today”. Kaulkin said Burke gracefully accepted the fact
that his fame was eclipsed by singers he influenced including James Brown and Marvin Gaye. He was born
21.3.1940 and in 2000 played for Pope John Paul II at the Vatican and was inducted into the Rock and Roll Hall
of Fame in 2001. Source: Las Vegas-Review-Journal 11.10.2010
4.
Robert Wilson was the bassist for the Greenwood, Archer and Pine Street Band, the name was changed
to the Gap Band using the initials of the above neighbourhood streets in Tulsa. The trio included his older
brothers Charlie and Ronnie, and when they moved to Los Angeles in the 1970s had their first hit with “Shake”.
In the 1980s had hits such as “Outstanding”, “You dropped a bomb on me”, and “Yearning for your Love”. Born
21.12.56 Robert was the son of a Pentecostal preacher and in the last few weeks had been touring in Tulsa. He
died in August 2010 in Palmdale according to L.A. County spokesman Ed Winter, and the death appeared to be
accidental or from natural causes but an autopsy is planned. Source: Bobby Holland, L.A. Times, 17.10.2010
5.
Jimmy Dean started the Jimmy Dean Meat Company in his hometown in Plainview, Texas in 1969, and
in 1984 he sold the company to the Sara Lee Corporation. In 1961 Jimmy recorded “Big Bad John” about a coal
miner who saves fellow workers when a mine roof collapses. His fame as a country singer led to a string of
television shows including “The Jimmy Dean Show” on CBS. His last big TV stint was on ABC from 1963 to
1966. Jimmy was elected to the Country Music Hall of Fame in February and was to be inducted in October.
Aged 81, Jimmy died at his home in Henrico County, Vancouver. His wife said she left the room whilst he was
eating, when she returned he had died. In the 1990s his fortune was estimated at $75m. Source: L.A. Times,
14.7.2010
6.
In 1990 the record industry sold 74.3 million cassettes. In 2009 - 34000 thousand. National Audio
continued to make tapes saying spoken word cassettes never went away, remaining popular with churches and
schools. National picked up large industrial tape duplicators at auction from companies like Sony & Warner.
Cassettes can be run in small batches, 100 or 200 cost as little as $18 in set up costs. Low price, portability and
durability is the defence of the cassette, but what killed it off was the CD in terms of sound quality. The company
Neon Blossom says the tape has a warmer sound than digital music, close to vinyl but not the same. Source:
Brent DiCrescenzo, Time Out Chicago, 2010/2011
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7.
GZ Media is located in Lodenice, Czech. and its 100 years old premises originally housed a weaving
company, in the 11th century it was a town of lumbermen and woodworkers. Later it manufactured gramophone
cabinets, and in 1951 the communist authorities moved the country’s vinyl-record production to the plant. Rock
classics were made for the international market but they were forbidden in Czech. Those smuggled out fetched
collector’s prices. Local records tended to be recordings of approved state’s singers etc. When Communism fell
GZ privatised and Zdnek Pelc became the new owner. Vinyl was dwindling but Pelc retained the record making
machines and continued to do business. Source: Rick Lyman, New York Times, 11.8.2015
8.
GZ Media produced in 1994 300,000 vinyl albums, and in 2014 the company produced 14.5m. The
expectation is 20m albums this year likely to edge out rivals such as United Record Pressing in Nashville and
Optimal Media in Germany. In 2011 3.9m albums were sold in the USA which rose to 9.2m in 2014. GZ has 49
presses including 6 new machines and the company is seeing 50% growth. The tradition for local company
workers changed when a new highway was built, and residents from Prague moved into the village which had
new housing, but many retained their jobs in Prague. Only 8% of Lodenice now work for the company which has
1400 full time workers but many have to commute because of the inflated housing prices. Source: Rick Lyman,
New York Times, 11.8.2015
9.
Independent Record Pressing’s 6 vinyl record presses in their new plant in N.J. were made in the ‘70s;
when functioning expect to produce up to 1.5m records a year. In ‘14 more than 13m LPs were sold in the USA,
the highest count in 25 years and 54% of vinyl buyers are 35 or younger. Such is the demand the company has
stopped taking orders from new companies. The main problem is that the vintage machines require expensive
maintenance. The company spent $5000 to manufacture and install a new screw. United Record Pressing in
Nashville has 30 presses and has acquired another 16. Fat Possum in Memphis has also invested in 9 presses
and Quality Records found 13 disused machines in Chicago. Source: Ben Sisario, The New York Times,
15.9.2015
10.
Morgan Neville won an Academy Award for “20 Feet From Stardom”, a documentary about unheralded
singers, and Darlene Love assisted in receiving the award. Darlene responded by singing a cappella style “His
Eye Is On The Sparrow” to some standing ovation. Steven Van Zandt has produced Darlene’s first album of
original pop songs since ‘88 “Introducing Darlene Love” on Columbia/Cool Records. In the ‘60s Darlene sang
lead on “He’s a Rebel”, “He’s Sure the boy I Love” but Phil Spector credited The Crystals on the 45s. Other
records included the Ronettes “Be My Baby” and Sinatra’s “That’s Life”. Darlene is appearing at the Whiskey A
Go Go, 8901 Sunset Blvd., W. Hollywood. Tickets $75. Source: Mikael Wood, L.A. Times, 17.9.2015
11.
Sam Cooke’s “You Send Me” was arranged by Harold Battiste and played piano on his “A Change Is
Gonna Come”. He played soprano sax on Sonny & Cher’s “You Got Me Babe” for which he received $125. He
founded the “All For One” label which had Barbara George’s “I Know” as its biggest hit. He produced Dr. John’s
1968 album “Gris Gris”. Harold was born 28.10.31 in New Orleans and grew up near the Lasalle St Nightclub
the Dew Drop Inn. In 1952 he earned a bachelor’s degree in music education. In 1989 he joined Ellis Marsalis
Jr. as a professor of jazz studies at the University of New Orleans. Harold suffered a stroke in 1993 but revived
the AFO label. He married and divorced twice. Harold died June 2015 aged 83. Source: Glen Whipp, L.A.
Times, 22.6.2015
12.
Keely Smith divorced Louis Prima in 1961, and Gia Malone Prima replaced Keely in the twosome act.
Louis died in 1978 after several years in a coma, and this is dramatized in the show “Louis & Keely: Live at the
Sahara”. The show, first shown in 2008, returns after 6 years to open at the Gill Kate’s Theatre and Laguna
Playhouse this winter. Director is Taylor Hackford, Hershey Felder is the producer, Vanessa Clair Steward
plays Keely. Anthony Crivello plays Louis, he won a 1993 Oscar for his part in a musical, “The Kiss Of The
Spider Woman”. Gia who had died in 2013 had commented that “the show is a “totally untrue, disrespectful
hatchet job that unfairly had portrayed her husband as “crude” and “uneducated”. Source: Mike Boehm. L.A.
Times, 22.7.2015
13.
Buddy Guy does not read music but has influenced Jimmy Page, Jeff Beck, Eric Clapton, Jimi Hendrix
and Stevie Ray Vaughan. His new album is “Born to play Guitar” and pays homage to Muddy Waters and B.B.
King. Musicians on the album include Van Morrison, Joss Stone and Billy Gibbons. Guy reflects that when he
left his Louisiana home and met Muddy and B.B. in Chicago “they weren’t making a decent living”, and B.B. said
that in the ‘40s and ‘50s he was making just enough money to get from town to town. Several of Guy’s children
are musically talented, and Shawna, his youngest, is a hip hop artist. Guy says he lives prudently, does not do
drugs, and when tired could go to bed for 2 days, but gets up to cook. Source: Elysa Gardner, USA Today,
31.7.2015

Chuck N Baker / Ken Major

14

In a slight departure from the norm, we present this biography of
Bernard Lewis provided by Ralph Edwards who came up
through Skiffle and Rock’n’Roll initially in the same bands.
Ralph’s own five part story “Beginnings”, which in part included
Bernard, was published as follows: part 1 issue 9 Sep 2001 page 12,
part 2 issue 11 Nov 2001 page 5, part 3 issue 17 May 2002 page 20,
part 4 issue 23 Nov 2002 page 8, part 5 issue 34 Oct 2003 page 17

Bernard Lewis
My Early Musical Life
One of my earliest musical memories was when I was about five years old (1947) sitting beside
my older sister Beryl at the piano and learning one of the pieces she had been set by her piano
teacher called Buy a Broom which had a simple repetitive phrase (Buy a broom, buy a broom, buy
a broom and sweep your room) which was set in the key of C major and emphasised starting on
middle C. I only managed to play this piece using one finger a bit like Chop Sticks. Soon after this
Beryl gave up piano lessons because she didn’t like her piano teacher and our father sold the
piano shortly afterwards, so I never got the chance to learn the piano.
My next vivid memory is of carol singing, again with my sister Beryl. Like most children we would
go door to door singing the usual carols but our favourite was Silent Night. On one occasion we
thought we would try our luck at the last remaining Army Camp close to where we lived. Near to
the main entrance of the camp was a typical Nissan Hut; having come through what we thought
was the main entrance we were suddenly confronted by about fifty soldiers in various stages of
dress mostly lying on their beds reading, playing cards, or just snoozing. They were surprised to
see two young children unannounced in their hut and we were also surprised to be confronted by
so many soldiers. We nervously asked if we could sing some Christmas carols for them and were
immediately given a warm and enthusiastic welcome.
We were very nervous but after each carol we were given a huge round of applause which helped
us to relax. Our last carol was Silent Night. After we had finished we had the loudest applause of
all and were asked for an encore. Finally, when we had finished, one of the soldiers took a steel
helmet and passed it around each bed and we could see that it was quickly filling up with lots of
loose change that the soldiers could spare. At the time it was the most money that I was able to
call my own and kept me in sweets for some considerable time.
My musical education at school was virtually non-existent. I remember having music lessons
around seven or eight years old, where each pupil was given a basic instrument such as a
tambourine, a recorder, a fairly basic drum, which is what I really wanted to play, but I always
seem to end up with a triangle. The pupil who was lucky enough to be given the drum was Bob
Partridge, who strangely enough, many years later was the drummer in my first Skiffle group and
also in The Deltas, my main Rock’n’Roll band.
From Welsh parents, I am second born with two sisters, one older and one younger than me. My
father was very musical and was always acquiring 78rpm records for our rather primitive
gramophone. He collected all sorts of classical music from Beethoven and Chopin to the Irish
tenor Joseph Locke. I remember in particular a 7-inch record of Oh For The Wings Of A Dove by
choir boy Ernest Lough. I played this many times and tried the best I could to sing along with it.
Some years later, when I was about thirteen, I bought my mother a Slim Whitman record called
China Doll. It was a family favourite and I used to practise singing along with it. Whenever we
were going on holiday in the car to Wales, the family would ask me to sing ‘China Doll.
15

When I was about thirteen at Harlescott Secondary Modern School, some of my school friends
decided to form a skiffle group. Skiffle was sweeping the country and was quickly replacing the
popular songs of the day, especially with teenagers.
I think it was David (Ozzie) Osliffe’s elder brother who brought Skiffle to David’s attention by
playing him his records of the Vipers. It obviously had a significant effect on David who at that time
had never shown much interest in music. In fact, none of us at that time realised that we were in
any way musical. David was the first to have the idea about forming a school Skiffle group. He
asked Mike (Mac) Deakin to play the washboard, Robert (Bob) Partridge to play drums, Alan
(Satch) Fletcher to play the violin, strumming it like a guitar! Clive (Subs) Summers to play teachest bass with broom handle and one fixed string. Finally, Ralph (no nickname!) Edwards who
somehow managed to acquire a primitive homemade guitar, made by his older brother Desmond
(Des) which resembled a small coffin in shape and sound.
I wasn’t made aware that this group was being formed, presumably because I wasn’t deemed to
be musical. I first saw them perform at a school social and immediately thought I would like to join
the group, since three of my best friends, Ralph, Clive and Alan were in the group and it seemed
like a lot of fun. I wasn’t particularly friendly with David or Mike at this time. The only way I would
be able to join the group was to learn to play the guitar. I devised a plan to acquire my first guitar
by buying one on hire purchase from General Headquarters and Supplies who were advertising in
the Exchange and Mart, a paper dedicated to providing all sorts of goods both second hand and
new.
The cost of the guitar was about £10 and was offered on one month’s free trial and then five
shillings a week for forty weeks. The first guitar I received was slightly damaged, so after the first
month I returned it and was immediately sent a replacement. This guitar also had slight damage,
so at the end of the second month it was also returned and I received yet another guitar. This
went on for some time until a friend sold me an Italian classical guitar strung with metal strings, so
I never did have a brand new guitar. However, I did manage to learn quite a few chords whilst I
had it.
This fortunately coincided with Alan deciding to leave the group to join the Army Cadet Brass
Band as a Cornet player, hence his nickname ‘Satch’ after the famous American Jazz Trumpeter
Louis ‘Satchmo’ Armstrong, whose nickname was an abbreviation of satchel-mouth.
I soon fitted in with the group due to my knowledge of the basic chords required to play Skiffle.
Shortly after my joining the group they decided to change the name from ‘The Riders’ to the
‘Fireflies’; not too sure why this was necessary but I was happy to go along with it. Ralph tells me
that it was inspired by The Crickets name when Ozzie started singing their songs.
We practised about once a week in a Scout Hut within the grounds of Pimley Manor and
occasionally in Bob’s front room. During one practice session we decided to try our first pop song
called Lollipop (by The Chordettes in the USA and The Mudlarks in the UK) which had recently
entered the Top Twenty Hit Parade. Our tea-chest bass player, Clive, really excelled in this piece
by having the loudest finger in the mouth ‘pop’ I’d ever heard!
After the practice session Bob would put on a Ted Heath Band record and demonstrate his
drumming skills, which was absolutely amazing. “This is how I learnt to play” he would say. At this
stage he had not played in public, but he was without a doubt the most talented and the power
house of the group, which gave us an advantage over rivals.
The manager of the local Empire Cinema decided he would like to feature a local skiffle group as
a precursor to the Saturday morning film matinée run for the entertainment of young ten to twelve
year olds. We were the first group to be selected and we were asked to record several songs from
our repertoire which were to be played in the cinema foyer whilst the youngsters queued for their
tickets.
The stage in front of the screen was about three or four feet deep and totally unsuitable to
accommodate a six piece group. We had to form a single line in the order that we would be seen
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on the stage (no room to pass each other) then position ourselves right across the stage behind a
very large thick curtain which reduced the space even more. We had three rhythm guitars, a
washboard, tea-chest bass and full drum kit.
The manager announced to the rowdy expectant audience ‘Please give a big welcome to ‘THE
FIREFLIES’. The curtain opened and we were confronted by hundreds of cheering kids. After
each number we were greeted with deafening cheers and bombarded by a shower of all kinds of
sweets. A bit like a hail storm! They obviously liked us a lot to part with so many sweets.
Our skiffle heroes were The Vipers, Lonnie Donegan, Chas McDevitt & Nancy Whiskey. Our
repertoire included Worried Man, Pick A Bale Of Cotton, No Other Baby, Maggie May, Railroad
Steamboat, Cumberland Gap, Putting On The Style, oh yes, and Lollipop.
The Skiffle Era seemed to pass very quickly. As soon as we heard Rock Around The Clock by Bill
Haley and The Comets in 1956, Skiffle died virtually overnight.
I remember going to a school social one evening close to where I lived. As I approached the
school gates I could hear Elvis singing Hound Dog blasting out at full volume. You cannot imagine
the excitement this created in me! My heart started to pound as I approached the entrance doors.
Inside the packed hall the joint was really jumping, everyone was frantically jiving, which they had
recently learnt in lunch time dance classes. Unfortunately the fun was soon spoilt by a gang of
would-be Teddy Boys from Ditherington who had gate-crashed the dance. It didn’t take long
before they started trouble by picking a fight with one of the teachers who had asked them to
leave. I was right in the middle of the action when the fight broke out. There were about half a
dozen yobs, punching and kicking this poor bloke, so I decided I would try to help. I grabbed one
of the yobs from behind by one of his oversized shoulder pads to pull him off but, to my surprise, it
just ripped off without him even noticing. Chairs were flying through the air and at that moment my
shoe came off, so I bent down to retrieve it with all the mayhem going on around me. If he ever did
turn around to confront me, he wouldn’t have seen me, because I was crawling around on the
floor trying to find my shoe, still clutching his shoulder pad!
It was a great period to live through. Rock’n’Roll hits were pouring out of America by great artists
like Elvis, Chuck Berry, Jerry Lee Lewis, Little Richard, Gene Vincent, Buddy Holly, Ricky Nelson
etc.
With the demise of Skiffle and the advent of Rock’n’Roll we decided to introduce some Rock
songs into our repertoire. This ended the era of all the group singing the songs in unison, which
somehow typified Skiffle. Ozzie had been the founder and leader of the group and stepped
seamlessly into the role of lead singer and was responsible for choosing which songs we should
learn. Some of the songs in our new repertoire comprised:Peggy Sue – Rave On -- Oh Boy -- all by Buddy Holly/Crickets
Down The Line – My Bucket’s Got A Hole In It -- both by Ricky Nelson
When The Saints Go Marching In – Bill Haley & The Comets
I remember practising Rave On which Ozzie chose to sing in F major, which had the difficulty of a
full barre followed by B flat which I found extremely difficult. Ozzie was a lot taller than me and had
deep set eyes; every time I made a mistake he would look down on me out of the corner of his
eye and give me the most withering look which I interpreted as “If you want to stay in the group
matey, you better get it right fast!”
Peggy Sue was one of our best pieces. Bob would put a duster over his snare drum and perfectly
replicated the Crickets’ drummer and drove the rhythm like an express train. I remember on one of
our bookings at a Workingmen’s Club in Shrewsbury, despite Ozzie’s misgivings, Ralph and I
decided we would introduce an Elvis song You’re Right, I’m Left, She’s Gone which we hadn’t fully
practised. We started off okay, but somewhere in the middle we started playing different chords
and getting the many verses mixed up. Ossie was giving us his ‘Death Ray Stare’ and the sweat
started to stream down the side of my face. Ralph had beads of sweat all over his forehead. We
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brought the piece to a very ungainly and abrupt end and stepped back to our assigned spots on
the stage to absolutely no applause.
There was another group appearing with us at the same venue and it was their brilliant version of
Gene Vincent’s Blue Jean Baby that started my interest in collecting Gene’s records. Eventually
the group broke up when we left school in 1958.
Sometime later in December 1959 I was reading the New Musical Express, which I bought every
Friday to keep abreast with all the latest news on the music scene, when I was surprised by an
article saying that Gene Vincent had just arrived in Britain. It said that Gene was giving his first
concert the next day on Saturday’s ‘Boy Meets Girl’ in Manchester at the Granada Studios in
Didsbury. By this time I had collected all the available albums of Gene and couldn’t believe my
luck that here was a chance to see him live on stage.
The next day I got up early to catch the nine o’clock train to Manchester. I was seventeen and had
never travelled so far on my own before. I arrived at Manchester Piccadilly Station around mid-day
and had absolutely no idea where to go. I approached a taxi and asked the driver if he knew
where the Granada Studio was in Didsbury. He did, so I got into the taxi and we took off for
Didsbury. We seemed to be heading for the suburbs of Manchester and not the main part of the
city. When we stopped I thought he had made a mistake because we were in a residential area.
We were right outside what looked like a disused cinema. I got out of the taxi having paid the fare
and the taxi drove off. I walked towards the entrance totally baffled because there was absolutely
no one around. I was expecting to see crowds of people queuing for tickets.
Peering through the glass doors, I could see a woman sitting in the ticket booth. I pushed the door
open and walked in hoping to buy a ticket for the concert. The lady said, “Can I help you?” and I
replied, “Could I please have a ticket for tonight’s concert?” She gave me a puzzled look and said,
“I’m awfully sorry, the concert is not open to the public, it’s a TV concert only and there are no
tickets”. So disappointed, I bemoaned, “I’ve come all the way from Shrewsbury to see Gene
Vincent!” She looked at me for a few seconds and then picked up a phone. She eventually spoke
to someone and then said to me that if I’d like to take a seat someone will come and see me
shortly. I crossed to the other side of the foyer and sat down on a padded bench seat.
As I sat there wondering what was going to happen, the double doors at the far end of the foyer
opposite the main entrance suddenly opened and out walked Red Price the saxophone player
who I had watched every Saturday night since ‘Boy Meets Girl’ first started. He quickly
disappeared up a staircase to the left of the door. As he opened the door I heard a short burst of
Baby Blue. It was Gene Vincent rehearsing for the evening’s performance. Baby Blue is one of my
favourite tracks off the EP ‘Hot Rod Gang’, which comprises the best four tracks of any EP ever!
Someone else came quickly down the stairs and went through the double doors, it was Cherry
Wainer who plays the electric organ on the show. Again, as she opened the doors, I heard
another burst of Baby Blue; it sounded exactly like the record! My imagination was now racing.
There was a short period of quiet and then the doors suddenly opened and a figure emerged
dressed all in black and was walking straight towards me with what appeared to be a slight limp. It
was Gene Vincent wearing his now famous black leather gear and medallion. I stood up and
Gene, with a beaming smile, immediately reached out to shake my hand. He said, “I understand
you’ve come all the way from Shrewsbury to see the show” as if I had travelled about a thousand
miles, not the 75 miles I had actually travelled. Before I could say anything he said, “You’re the
first British fan that I’ve met”. I replied that I had collected all his records and that I was really
looking forward to seeing him singing live. He asked if I would like to stick around and watch the
rest of rehearsals and then if I’d like to, I could stay on and watch the evening show being
televised live. I said I would love to. He then said, “Come with me and I’ll introduce you to the rest
of the gang”.
We headed straight for the double doors, which Gene pushed open and led me into the studio
where he had been rehearsing. I immediately recognised Joe Brown who came straight over to
greet us. Gene proudly said, “This is the first British fan that I’ve met and he’s come all the way
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from Shrewsbury to see the show”. Joe, with a big smile, shook my hand and made me feel really
welcome. Gene then showed me around the rest of the studio and introduced me to the rest of the
performers, including Marty Wilde, Little Tony, The Vernon Girls, Red Price, Cherry Wainer and
the producer Jack Good, proudly telling them all where I had come from. All of them made me feel
really welcome. Jack Good said, “I understand that you’re staying to watch tonight’s show”, and
then said, “We are just about to break for lunch, would you like to join us?” I replied that I would
like that very much.
We all filed out of the double doors and headed up the stairs in the foyer that I had seen earlier.
This led up to a large canteen/dining room with a long serving counter on the left hand side and
long dining tables pushed together to make one long table so everyone could sit together. We all
took our seats and I sat next to Gene, Joe and Marty. I can’t remember much about what was
said, it all passed in a blur and it was so long ago. The next thing I remember is being shown by
Jack Good where to sit to watch the rest of the rehearsals.
This photo shows roughly my viewpoint of
Gene during rehearsals and later that evening
watching the show being transmitted live
throughout the country. One of the things that
impressed me the most, apart from Gene’s
incredible performance, was how Joe Brown’s
guitar playing created the same excitement as
Cliff Gallop’s on the original recordings.
Absolutely brilliant!!!

The photo to the right shows the perfect interaction between Joe
and Gene.

The photo taken from the
balcony above my head shows
the layout of the musicians
accompanying Gene. Note Joe
on the extreme left with his left
foot on the small raised stage,
and Red Price grooving on sax
to the right, with the Vernon’s
girls arranged around Gene
with some sitting at his feet.
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As well as Gene there were performances from the main regular artists including my favourite
British singer Marty Wilde, also Cherry Wainer with guest appearance by the Italian singer Little
Tony.
After the show Jack Good beckoned me to join him and some of the performers gathered around
the stage area. He asked me if I had enjoyed myself. I replied, “Yes, very much. I wish I could do
this sort of thing”. He said, “What can you do?” I replied that I had been in a Skiffle group for a
while singing and playing the guitar. He said, “Would you like to sing for me now? You can use
Joe’s guitar”. I wasn’t expecting him to suggest anything like this, but I said, “Okay”. Joe, Marty
and Gene were standing close by. Jack asked Joe if he could borrow his guitar for a few minutes,
“Bernard’s going to sing for us!” Joe grinned and said, “No problem”, then draped the guitar strap
covered in small horse brasses over my shoulder. Marty, Joe, Jack and Gene formed a semicircle in front of me and Jack said, “What are you going sing for us?” I panicked and said Rock
and Roll Waltz which I didn’t really know that well, but couldn’t think of anything else at that
moment.
Joe’s guitar weighed a ton. I had never played an electric guitar
before; it wasn’t plugged in and when I strummed it with Joe’s
plectrum there wasn’t a lot of sound; it was also slung very low that I
couldn’t quite play the chords properly. I did a couple of intro chords
and then nervously started to sing. I got through about three or four
lines but found it very difficult to play Joe’s guitar. Marty stepped
forward seeing that I was struggling and relieved me of the guitar
saying, “Let me have that, I know this song, I’ll play for you”. So there I
was surrounded by all these famous artists singing a song that I barely
knew. To my surprise when I had finished they all clapped and Jack
said, “You’ve got a good voice, I’d like
to hear a bit more of it. How do feel
about coming down to London for a proper audition?” I said I’d
like to very much and with that everyone began to disperse. Gene
shook my hand and thanked me for coming ‘all the way from
Shrewsbury’ to see him saying, “I hope we can meet-up again
sometime”. I said thank you to everyone for giving me such a
wonderful day. Jack said that if I went to the lady in the reception
booth in the foyer, she would give me the date and address in
Battersea where the audition was to take place, also she would
arrange for a taxi to take me back to the station. I left ‘walking on
air’.
Shortly after arriving home with three weeks to prepare, I got in touch with Keith Edwards, a year
younger than me, who I knew was a keen Gene Vincent fan and was a pretty good guitarist. I
explained the situation to him and asked if he would like to travel down to London with me for my
audition and accompany me on guitar. He said he would, and so we set about practising a few
songs.
Time passed very quickly and we soon found ourselves on the train travelling to London. We were
so unprepared that we had to practice on the way down. Luckily the trains in those days were split
into separate carriages and we had one to ourselves, but it didn’t help much. As we stepped off
the train at Euston I heard someone say, “Hello again”. I turned around to see four Vernon’s girls
who had been travelling down from Liverpool on the same train. They asked, “Where are you off
to?” I explained that I was on my way to see Jack Good in Battersea for my audition with my friend
Keith. They said, “That’s where we’re going, would you like to come with us?”
Minutes later the six of us squashed into the back of a taxi and were speeding across London
towards Battersea. On arrival I thought this is not the glamorous location I was expecting. The
rehearsal building was a revamped warehouse more suitable for storing barrels of beer. However
on entering the building, the inside had been modernised and we found ourselves in a huge
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gymnasium type room. We followed the girls up some stairs and entered a large room where we
were immediately confronted with Billy Fury rehearsing Elvis’s One Night With You! He was
surrounded by a group of musicians sitting around in a casual informal way, including Joe Brown
and Red Price on sax. After singing a few lines without a mic, he stopped, turned around and
switched on a reel to reel Ferrograph tape recorder mounted on a table. Elvis belted out the first
lines of One Night With You; Billy then stopped the recording and immediately repeated what Elvis
had just sung backed by the band. I was quite surprised at how good Billy was at copying Elvis.
He again stopped the band, discussed some points about the performance and then started the
tape again for a few more lines by Elvis. Then the whole procedure was repeated over and over
until they reached the end of the song. I was amazed at how casual it all was.
Whilst Billy was rehearsing we made our way over to some seats at the side of the room.
Eventually Joe came over and introduced Billy to us and explained to him that Jack had invited me
down for an audition. We had a brief chat and then they went back to rehearsing. A few minutes
later Adam Faith walked in and shouted across to us in a Cockney voice “Alwite” as if we were old
mates. He eventually came over and we had a brief chat about what we were there for. He wished
us luck and then left. Soon afterwards a Vernon’s Girl came over and said Jack was ready for us
downstairs. We went back down the stairs into this large gymnasium type room to find Jack
standing at the far end. Two of the Vernon’s Girls were standing in one corner waiting for me to
begin, which made me feel more nervous. It wasn’t anything like I was expecting. Jack said, “You
can start when you’re ready”. Keith took his guitar out of his case and tuned up. “What are you
going to sing?” asked Jack. I replied, “Grand Cooley Dam”; why we chose that song I will never
know and I regret to this day. I think Lonnie Donegan had just had a big hit with it and I suppose I
was still in Skiffle mode. After we had finished Jack came over and said, “I still think you’ve got a
good voice, but you need to learn how to project it, also you need some stage craft. The best thing
to do is to go back home, form a group, and get some experience singing live in front of an
audience and then come back and see me with your group”. With that, he shook our hands and
said goodbye. After saying goodbye to everyone we made our way back across London by taxi to
Euston and back home.
Several weeks later I had formed a group with Phil Taylor, lead guitar, Richard Holdaway, rhythm
guitar and Mike Dowley, drums. We practised once a week in Richard’s front room. He was keen
on Buddy Holly and came up with a name ‘The Corals’ which was Buddy’s recording company. In
the weeks that followed we did several bookings in local clubs including an evening concert at the
Priory School dance.
The manager of the Granada Cinema had decided to invite local groups to appear at the cinema
every Sunday afternoon before the films started. I can’t remember how we were selected but I
remember we were the first group to appear. We parked at the rear of the Granada and struggled
up the stairs with our gear and were shown into a changing room. We got ready and made our
way down to the stage where we set-up our equipment. It was a huge stage in front of the
projection screen. The house mic was centred at the front of the stage and we were told it was
okay to use it.
We had time to practise a couple of songs before the audience arrived. When I sang into the mic I
couldn’t believe how loud it was, I had to step back about three feet to stop overloading it. It was
great having so much freedom not being tied to the mic.
When the time came to start, the manager went to the front of the stage, which we couldn’t see
because of the huge curtains. He announced us to the audience, “For the first time on a Sunday at
the Granada Cinema please welcome The Corals”. The curtains slowly opened to muted
applause. I was blinded by the powerful spotlight, which I wasn’t expecting! I couldn’t see the
audience except for the first couple of rows. I can’t remember all the songs I did but I do
remember doing Ricky Nelson’s Lonesome Town, Down the Line, My Babe and Elvis’s Stuck On
You. We ended with much louder applause and the curtains closed. We had to clear the stage
quickly because the film was due to start.
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Back at the dressing room as we were packing up, a middle aged lady cleaner came in and
started tidying away the plastic cups that we’d used. She looked at me and said “Last week we
had Craig Douglas here, you’re much better than him”. I took that as a compliment although I
never did like Craig Douglas. We did a couple more bookings and someone called me
‘Shrewsbury’s Ricky Nelson’. Soon after Phil dropped a bombshell. He said he was leaving the
group as he had got a place at Edinburgh University. Mike also said he was leaving to join a Jazz
Band, so that was that!
Some weeks passed and then I bumped into Barry Udy who was the leader of another local group
called ‘The Deltas’. He said they had just parted company with their singer, Roger Francis, so they
were looking for another singer; would I be interested? I said we can give it a try.
Our first practice was at Barry’s parents’ flat, which happened to be next door to where I worked in
Castle Court off Castle Street. To my surprise, the drummer was Bob Partridge who was an old
school friend and the drummer of ‘The Fireflies’ Skiffle Group which I had been a member of. Also
another surprise, the bass player was Tony Wiseman who used to frequently sit in on our practice
sessions with ‘The Corals’. He was a friend of Richard Holdaway.
We were a much busier group than the Corals. There was at least one booking every week in all
parts of the county. At some point, Barry said he had patched things up with Roger and he was
bringing him back into the group to play rhythm guitar. I had no choice but to agree. Shortly after
this we were signed up by Terry Heath to appear every Saturday night at his Wellington nightclub,
‘The Town House’. This was a fantastic experience, giving me lots of opportunity to perform in
front of a live audience at floor level. There wasn’t a stage, it was a long modern room with tables
and chairs around the perimeter and people could have a meal and drinks during our
performances. I remember singing Cliff Richard’s Bachelor Boy when a young girl, about twenty
years of age, approached me mid-song, carrying a pint of beer on a round silver tray. She was
smiling and I thought someone had bought me a drink. She stopped in front of me and poured the
drink over my head and walked off. My choice was to stop or carry on singing, so I carried on as if
nothing had happened. She must have been a Cliff fan. Anyhow the beer did wonders for my hair,
but it was extremely uncomfortable carrying on with a soaking wet collar and shirt.
Our repertoire comprised many top twenty hits. Twisting The Night Away, ‘It’s Now Or Never,
Living Doll, Heartbreak Hotel, Be Bop A Lula, Surrender, etc. We also did a lot of instrumentals.
Barry was brilliant doing Apache by the Shadows and Quite a Party by the Fireballs, etc.
We were recognised as Shropshire’s leading group and frequently asked to support major bands
appearing at the Shrewsbury Music Hall, including Sounds Incorporated, Heinz and The Tornados
(the band who had the hit Telstar), Cliff Bennett and the Rebel Rousers, but our greatest accolade
was to support The Beatles on their first visit to Shrewsbury in December 1962. Their first hit Love
Me Do had just entered the top thirty the day we were booked to appear with them.

The dance/concert was set for a Friday night. We arrived early to set-up our equipment and were
shown upstairs to a large room at the front of the Music Hall which was to be the communal
changing room. The Beatles hadn’t arrived yet, so I thought I would go downstairs to look around
the stage area in the main hall. As I started down the stairs I noticed this scruffy individual coming
22

up the stairs towards me. He was wearing a black leather jacket, blue jeans, Cuban heel boots, a
leather ‘Donovan’ type hat and was chewing gum. As he came close he said in a loud gruff
intimidating voice, “Where’s the bog, Wack?” Instead of saying, “You talkin’ to me, punk?” I replied
in a meek voice, “It’s at the top of the stairs and turn right”. This was my first meeting with John
Lennon! He probably thought “What a Ponce”. I was dressed in my best suit, as Barry, the leader
of the group, liked us to dress in the style of the Shadows.
Once we had set up our gear on the stage it was a bit cramped because we had to share the
stage with the Beatles’ equipment so there were two drum kits, about five large amplifiers, mics
etc. I did a mic test with the Music Hall’s own P.A System before any of the public arrived. It was
absolutely terrible, far too much bass bias and not much volume; it had a very woolly sound, but it
was all we had at our disposal. Paul McCartney came onto the stage and stood beside me and did
a sound test on their own P.A system, “1.2.3. testing, testing”. I couldn’t believe it. It was so loud
and clear and created its own echo in the empty hall. I immediately turned to Paul and asked him,
“Would it be possible for me to use your P.A system as the house system is rubbish”. He said, “It’s
okay with me, but you’ll have to ask John”. After my experience of John on the stairs, I was really
nervous, but decided to take a chance and ask him. I found him upstairs chatting with Barry in the
changing room. I explained the situation with the house mic and I asked if we could use their mic
and that I had already spoken to Paul and he was okay with it. He wasn’t too happy about it, but
said that we could.
We were the first to go on as a warm up for the Beatles. The hall was about half-full but filling up
fast. Barry opened with his usual piece, Apache which always went down well. My first number
was Heartbreak Hotel. As I started to sing, I noticed Paul and George leaning against the wall
about four yards away to the right of the low stage. At this time they were not well known and
remained there for the whole of our set without being bothered. During and after each number
they seemed to be analysing what we were doing and I got the distinct impression that they were
really enjoying our performance. Apparently according to the poster there was another band
appearing that night called Gary B. Goode and The Rocking Hotrods. It’s strange, but I can’t
remember a thing about them, my mind is a complete blank; perhaps they didn’t turn up.
The Beatles first number was Hippy Hippy Shake, which I
thought was fantastic. I could see immediately that they were a
cut above the usual bands, including us. When they did Love Me
Do it was so fresh with John playing the harmonica intro. Also,
they were all taking part in the songs with great harmonies which
was also new. I could see that they were definitely going places.
However when we went on in the second half we seemed to be
holding our own judging by the applause we were getting. Our
final number was Jezebel, a Marty Wilde hit. It starts with an
infectious brooding guitar intro, building until the vocal starts. It
ends with a high vocal crescendo which literally brought the
house down. It was the loudest applause of the night with the
audience stamping and chanting, “WE WANT THE DELTAS, WE
WANT THE DELTAS” etc. etc.
. . . . .‘THE REST IS HISTORY’
I can’t remember exactly how much longer we continued as a
group but sometime later I bumped into Barry in town and he said, “The group has decided to
reinstate Roger as the singer and you are no longer required”. Naturally I was stunned because
we were doing so well. He didn’t give me any specific reason and I never asked. Not long
afterwards I heard that the group had broken up. I met up with Bob sometime later and he told me
that he and Tony had not been happy with the way Barry had treated me and that things weren’t
the same anymore. Not long after I heard that Bob had emigrated to Australia and Tony had also
left the town. So that was that!
I never did get back in touch with Jack Good . . . . .
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Tony Wiseman (bass guitar),
Roger Francis (rhythm guitar), me
(holding The Beatles mic), Bob
Partridge (drums) and Barry Udy
(lead guitar). Note: Second
Beatles mic and house mic are far
left, next to Tony’s right shoulder.
The Beatles Vox amps are behind
Roger’s legs and far right behind
Barry’s left elbow and below that
amp is Ringo’s bass drum still
with Ringo’s name on it. Later the
lettering was changed to ‘The
Beatles’. We were using Selmar
amps as can be seen behind my
left leg and Barry’s right and left
legs.

Note: Denis and Willie Murphy in
1st and 2nd row and Mike Pratt
in 3rd row

I have no regrets about the way
things turned out. At the
beginning of the sixties my
musical tastes were changing.
Phil Taylor, before he left The
Corals, had lent me three Django
Reinhart LPs which started my
interest in Jazz Guitar. Another
friend, Bob Burford, bought me a
second-hand copy of a Charlie
Byrd album called ‘The Guitar Artistry of Charlie Byrd’, again Jazz Guitar, but a different style to
Django’s Menuch gypsy style, which seemed more accessible. On the sleeve notes of Charlie’s
LP it mentioned that Charlie had studied Classical Guitar with the great Spanish Guitarist Andres
Segovia and was using Segovia’s Classical technique to play his style of Jazz. I soon realised that
if I wanted to play the guitar like Charlie I would have to learn the Classical technique.
Bob Burford knew I was interested in Segovia and he came across a second-hand LP in
Wellington Market which he frequented most Saturdays. It was called ‘An Evening with Segovia’. I
played this album over and over and decided to try and learn the Classical Guitar. This was the
beginning of my interest in Classical Music. I had an old Classical Guitar dated 1825 which my
father had bought me that needed some restoration. Once this was restored, I acquired a
Classical Guitar Tutor called ‘Carruli’s Classical Guitar Method’, then set about learning the
Classical Guitar.
In 1970 I had moved to London to work. A friend heard that Claremont School for Girls in Esher
were looking for a guitar teacher. I applied and was accepted. From that time on I was teaching
the guitar until I retired.
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Ray Dexter
This is an interview by Denis Hoare recorded as part of the Joe Meek Hour on Radio Sutch.
Denis - Before we get on to your time with Joe Meek, can you tell us a little about yourself?
I was born in Hoddesdon, Hertfordshire and I got into skiffle very early on, as most blokes did at
that time, with a group called the Grasshoppers and we played local gigs. The first really big gig
we did was at the Seymour Hall in London because I had three members of London Transport as
part of the group and there was a London Transport ball on at Seymour Hall.
How did you develop your interest in music?
When I was very young there was a piece of music on the radio, the Warsaw Concerto. It was
from a pretty well-known film of the time and I used to love that as a little kid. Every time it was on
my mum would tell me so I’d rush indoors to listen. I’ve always had an interest in music but I
suppose it really came about when I heard Lonnie Donegan and later Elvis.
These were your main influences?
It was more Elvis than Lonnie and when Tommy Steele came along, that was a major influence. I
used to go to the 2is quite a lot and I was there one day when Jet Harris, who was working for
Paul Lincoln the owner of the 2is, heard me playing with the Worried Men (they were the resident
band at the 2is for a while) and put me on the Cool for Cats Roadshow tour.
How did you first get into the music business?
The first guitar I ever had I made myself, which was a bit of a disaster, but I remember my mum
bought me a guitar from a local shop. There was a mass guitar lesson in Hertford and loads of
blokes turned up with their guitars and we just learnt the basics. After that we got this band
together, a skiffle group really. We called ourselves the Grasshoppers and later on, when I went to
Blackpool, they said they’d call us the Grasshoppers, which was really weird as I’d been with my
band the Dynamos for quite a few years by then. So the name came back to haunt me again.
The first guitar I ever bought was a Hofner President which was the best I could afford at the time.
The one I’m playing now is a Hofner Committee which is the dearest so one from each end of the
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scale. I bought the President in London, can’t remember the shop, but it cost something like 30 or
40 guineas which was a heck of a lot of money in those days. I rustled up the money for it and as
soon as I’d bought it I went down to the 2is and sat at the front. Although it was mainly a standing
audience there were a couple of benches at the front so I sat there, waiting to get up and do a
song. That was how it started. I eventually traded the President in for another guitar. I’ve had this
Committee for about ten years and I had a Blonde Committee about 25 years ago but I found it
was difficult to play. I swapped that one for a keyboard and I regret it now.
Moving on to Joe Meek, how did that association start?
I met Les Conn who was the head of Melcher Music who liked what he
heard so he took me into the studio where we did some demos of my
own material. When we heard it back I thought it sounded pretty good
and asked if we could send the tape to Joe Meek. Les sent the tape to
Joe and that was basically my audition for Joe. Joe asked me to write a
Rock'n'Roll song for the first single so I was quite chuffed. The track I
wrote was Lonely Weekend but unfortunately Joe put that on the B side
of The Coalman’s Lament. I’d have done it the other way round but I
think Joe was wrong to mix the two together because they were totally
different.
Chas Hodges says The Coalman’s Lament is one of his favourites.
I was in Chas’s local pub, The Lion, one day and he
suggested we do The Coalman together so that was great.
Chas was the bass player on the recording although it lists
the Layabouts as the group. They were a mixture of the
Outlaws who backed me on The Coalman’s Lament and
the Dynamos who backed me on Lonely Weekend but they
both played separately. I had thought I was going to write
another Rock'n'Roll song for the B side of Lonely
Weekend. I recorded eight or nine tracks with Joe although
unfortunately they weren’t all released at the time as I think
there might have been a hit or two in there.
Joe asked me to write a ‘twist’ song, which I did, with the
Tornados backing me but he didn’t take it round to the
record companies straight away and the twist peaked and
was on the way out, so it wasn’t released. If those
unreleased tracks came to light and they were up to
standard, which they should be as Joe didn’t do any
recordings he didn’t like, I’d be happy for them to be
released now.
I found Joe to be a fairly gentle sort of guy, easy going but
assertive as well. I never saw Joe’s notorious temper but
equally, I never saw the humorous side of him and I don’t
know whether he really had one. He was very officious but
generally a nice guy and I never saw any dark side of him.
I only ever recorded in his studio but I know that he did put
some people in the bathroom for effects but I don’t know
why he did that. He had fantastic recording equipment and if he wanted a reverb or an echo he
could have got it anyway. I know that Screaming Lord Sutch was sent down to the bathroom for
one of his numbers. What Joe did a lot was slow the tracks down or speed them up after we’d
recorded them, which was a bit galling. At the time they sounded great but he decided to modify
them.
Another thing about Joe was his famous echo chamber on the top floor.
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I knew about it but you don’t go into the studio proper and have a nose around at the equipment.
As a musician you’re not too interested in the technical side but he built a lot of his own
equipment. He was famous for using too much compression on recordings, and a little bit too
much echo probably.
One thing that comes to mind about Joe, he said to me “Let’s sit down and write a song together.
I’ve got a good title, Cat On A Hot Tin Roof”. We sat down on the floor in his flat and started
writing this song. We didn’t do too much at the time but fairly recently I finished it off. It was
obviously never recorded but there were others that may be sitting in a tea chest somewhere.
The last time I spoke to Joe was probably in ’65. I was off to Blackpool for a summer season and
in those days I didn’t have a phone on at home and had to go out to a phone box. I rang Joe and
told him I was off to Blackpool and, from what I remember, I don’t think he really liked that. He said
“That’s a pity” and maybe I should have told my agent I wouldn’t go but I lost touch with Joe after
that for quite a while. When I heard he had died in ’67 I was gigging around, this was before I got
into country music, and was just before I met Gordon Smith the producer with whom I did quite a
lot of country albums. I can’t remember exactly how I heard about his death but it was a bit of a
shock. I’d never seen Joe riled up enough to shoot somebody and wouldn’t have thought him
capable of it. We all knew he had a bad temper and we knew the circumstances behind it because
Heinz had left his shotgun at the studio. He’d just had a row with Heinz about royalties so Joe’s in
a very bad mood anyway and Violet Shenton came up the stairs asking for her rent which only
made things worse.
Almost fifty years on I remember it as a good period and I look back on my time with Joe with
great affection. I did so many recordings which have now been released thanks to RPM Records.
What sort of music are you into these days Ray?
If I’m not writing myself what I like is early music, rock maybe people call it, some classical but not
too much. I don’t listen to pop too much on the radio as it’s a “coals to Newcastle” type of thing
when you’re writing. I perform gigs when people ask me to do them. I don’t tour now which is a
shame because in 2002 I had bowel cancer which has left me with two stomas which is a
nuisance and makes it difficult to go out on the road. I released ‘Revved Up’ in 2007 which should
be available online.
Did you ever meet Screaming Lord Sutch and the Savages?

I met Dave Sutch at different gigs but not the band. It was mainly a passing acquaintance and I
didn’t go out drinking with him or anything like that. He seemed a really nice guy - it’s like a lot of
artists, off stage they’re pretty ordinary, it’s only when they get on-stage that that side of them
comes out.
Do you have a favourite Joe Meek track?
It’s either Lonely Weekend or Atlantic Twist I think.
Good luck for the future Ray.
Thanks very much mate.
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The April issue of American Music Magazine has plenty for Woodies to enjoy. First and foremost is an
extensive piece on hillbilly/rockabilly artist Jimmy Work written by Woodies Dominique Anglares and Ken
Major. As usual it is accompanied by a full discography plus lots of vintage adverts and reviews from ‘back
in the day’. The issue also carries a smaller article on Texan country musician Charlie Brown whilst for
R&B fans there is another instalment in the ‘Tough Cookies’ series – this time it’s the turn of Big Mama
Thornton, Big Maybelle and Little Esther with short bios accompanied by great photos. In the colour
section, Jerry Lee Lewis fans will appreciate the photos from gigs in 1978, 1985 (including Dartford), and
1987. There is a review of last November’s Rhythm Riot! replete with great pictures, whilst especially for
Woodies there is a montage of photos by camera-ace Alan Lloyd from February’s TFTW party held at
‘Gerry’s Club’.
There is much more besides in this 60-page magazine. American Music Mag works in conjunction with
TFTW and deserves your support. For this issue 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.
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Our surname dates back only to 1958, though there could well be other Papards who invented the
surname much as my mother did.
On my birth certificate my name is listed as Antoni John Papadopoullos. The first name is spelt
with an 'i', and the surname is spelt incorrectly with two 'l's. Whether spelt with one or two 'l's back
in 1958 in Wood Green my brother, my mother and I were the only people in what is now the
borough of Haringey with Greek surnames. Now, of course, there is a large Greek and Turkish
Cypriot community in the borough, but we were one of the first.
Teachers and other people had great difficulty, like Dot Cotton in
EastEnders, pronouncing 'Papadopoulos'. My teachers gave up and
called me 'Tony' while all the other boys were called by their surnames.
Other children called me 'Hopadopoulos' on account of my having one
leg shorter than the other due to being born with a club foot.
Having had enough of all this my mother decided to shorten our
surname to 'Papad', but inserted an 'r' before the 'd' to make it sound
more English. It seemed like a good time to change the name as I was
leaving my Secondary Modern school that summer and starting a
Commercial course at a Technical College. Unfortunately one boy from
my previous school was in my class at the College and demanded to
know why I was pretending to be a Papard when I was really a
Papadopoulos.
The first time most British people in this country came across
the common Greek surname was when the soap opera
'Coronation Street' started up in late 1960 and Emiliy Nugent,
later Bishop, (Eileen Derbyshire) worked with Mr Swindley
(Arthur Lowe) in Gamma Garments, owned by a Mr
Papadopoulos who never appeared in the program but was
sometimes mentioned (actually Niklos Papagopoulos - H).
The name means 'son of the priest' and was one my father
adopted when he first came to the UK. At the time they did
not have surnames in Cyprus, so when asked by immigration
what his name was he just said he was Eracles (Hercules)
son of the village priest. His brother when he arrived in the UK
said he was known as Filaktis son of Antoni, so his surname
became Antoniou.
That brings us to another oddity on Greek surnames. The masculine versions end in 'os', the
female ones in 'ou'. So although my mother was Dorothy Papadopoulos, presumably the daughter
of a priest would be 'Papadopoulou'. Quite why Filaktis had a surname presumably meaning
'daughter of Antoni' has always been a mystery to me, but then it's all Greek to me anyway as my
brother and I never learnt the language, our parents having separated in 1951 and our father
being absent most of the time before that. He tended to get up very late and stay out till the early
hours, so we saw little of him. Nevertheless my mother said I did know a few words in Greek, most
of which I've forgotten since as I rarely met the Greek-Cypriot side of the family, being brought up
by my English mother and maternal Grandmother.
Having the Anglicized name 'Papard' was very useful when Greek-Cypriots were not permitted to
enter North Cyprus after the events of July 1974. So long as I did not tell the Turkish-Cypriot
authorities my father was Greek-Cypriot, I could enter the North Cypriot republic and did so
several times. My brother, having the name Philip Eracles Papard, was not so fortunate as the
middle name alerted the Greek-Cypriot authorities to the fact he was part Greek-Cypriot and they
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tried to draft him into the Greek-Cypriot National
Guard (army). He managed to avoid that by
saying he was born and brought up in England,
was a British citizen, did not have Cypriot
citizenship and had never lived in Cyprus. The
fact he could not even speak Greek would have
made things very difficult if he had been
required to join up.
So as far as our family is concerned there are
only three living Papards: myself, my brother
and his wife; they have no children. Our Papard
line will die out with us, so if there are any
others (we found some in the phone book some
time ago) they are probably not related to us.
I would now revert to Papadopoulos if it was not
such a hassle getting everything changed and going through all the legal formalities. In our
multicultural society it is now much more common to have a non-British surname. As it is I use the
name Papadopoulos when writing emails or Facebook texts to support the Turkish Republic of
North Cyprus and to blame the Greeks, the British and NATO for the division of Cyprus and to
point out that Turkey is just the scapegoat. I can explain the details of this conspiracy theory of my
own another time. Suffice to say my father, returning to London after the fascist coup organized by
the Colonels in Athens to annex Cyprus, once let slip something which gave me a vital clue as to
the reason for the tragic events of 1974 which led to the division of the island. My father knew
much more than he ever admitted to me, though on another occasion he told me nuclear weapons
were stored on the island under a green hill in one of the British Occupied zones (the so-called
'Sovereign Bases').
Tony Papadopoulos

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!
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JAZZ JUNCTION
.

Profiles of Mingus at the Bull’s Head, 17 April 2019
The journey south of the Thames that required crossing the closed
Hammersmith Bridge by means of Shanks’s pony was rewarded
with a stirring homage to the bassist and composer, Charles
Mingus. Taking its inspiration from the great man’s music was one
of Chris Biscoe’s several jazz projects. Leading the band on alto
sax and bass clarinet, his fellow acolytes were Chris Batchelor
(trumpet), Josephine Davies (tenor sax), Kate Williams (piano),
Larry Bartley of recent Jazz 625 fame (bass), and Gary Willcox
(drums).
The warning that the whole gig was to be acoustic “because nobody
knows how to operate the PA” turned out to be a massive positive,
for it enabled the crackling fire and drive of the music to be fully
appreciated, giving an idea of how Mingus’s own group might have
sounded back in the day.
The band began with the righteous anger of Fables Of Faubus and
ended with The Man Who Never Sleeps, and in between plundered
for the most part one of Mingus’s best albums, 1959’s Mingus Ah Um (a divertissement for Latin
scholars), and one of his most African-American in the way that the jazz was infused with blues,
soul and gospel that exacted audience attention.
Included in the set list were Boogie Stop Shuffle, sounding like a film noir car chase; Goodbye
Pork Pie Hat, an elegy to the (then) recently deceased Lester Young; Duke’s Choice and Open
Letter To Duke, both dedicated to Mingus’s favourite composer Duke Ellington; Reincarnation Of
A Lovebird, reflecting some of Mingus’s thoughts on Charlie Parker; and All The Things You Could
Be By Now If Sigmund Freud Was Your Mother, which Mingus had once announced was “for all
mothers”.
Chris Biscoe is an example to others performing tribute sets, as he always has something to say
about the artist concerned and gives background stories to the numbers chosen.

Douglas Marriner / Leo Richardson Transatlantic Quartet
at Hampstead Jazz Club, 23 April 2019
This event was presented as ‘Celebrating 80 years of Blue Note’ in
honour of the primus sine paribus jazz label, and compositions first
recorded between 1959 and 1964 were played with titles and artists
mentioned, but little else to add to the sense of the occasion. Instead the
love and enthusiasm for the music was to be found in the excellent
performances of the four musicians: Douglas Marriner (drums), Leo
Richardson (tenor sax), Tim Thornton (bass) and Leon Greening (piano),
the only negative being the lack of a second horn.
Joe Henderson was represented with The Kicker and Recorda Me, Dexter Gordon with Cheese
Cake, Art Blakey with the Bobby Timmons composition Dat Dere, Hank Mobley with Remember,
Wayne Shorter with Mahjong, and taking the lion’s share was Horace Silver with Peace, Tippin’,
Song For My Father and Sister Sadie. No true Blue Note fan would be without any of them.
Dave Carroll
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Nick Cobban has very kindly allowed TFTW to reproduce articles
from his blog (http://thevinylword.blogspot.com/) so feel free to nip
over and take a look at his many articles. Thanks Nick.
Wednesday, April 10, 2019
Bobby Rush at the Jazz Café
Bobby Rush is always a delight to watch and last night's show at the Jazz Café was no exception.
He's been described (by Dave Carroll) as the 'Donald McGill of the blues' and that's not a bad
description. (For those unfamiliar with McGill's work he was the king of the saucy seaside
postcard, featuring busty young women, fat old ladies, drunken men and honeymoon couples).
Bobby Rush is equally non-PC, a throwback to the chitlin' circuit of the fifties and sixties when
bawdy humour was not only acceptable but expected. (It still is in Louisiana and Mississippi
among black audiences, but maybe less so elsewhere).
Now 85, Bobby has lost none of his energy
and his 90 minute show included many of his
best known songs, along with nods and
winks, spontaneous guffaws and, of course,
the presence of one of his glamorous lady
dancers - the ever wonderful Mizzlowe, who
played along to Bobby's jokes and innuendo
with good humour and obvious pride in her
companion. She appeared in a pink catsuit
at the beginning of his set and, after quite a
long gap, reappeared as a vision in black.
It's always a delight to see her of course and
she is a vital part of his revue, as is his band,
most of whom have been with him for many
years.
I've seen Bobby many times in the States, at Porretta and a couple of times in London, where his
good natured, but somewhat bawdy and old fashioned humour has not always been appreciated.
(This was particularly the case when he played the Barbican a few years ago. The audience didn't
know what to make of him). The Jazz Cafe crowd, though, appreciated him for what he is: a living
legend - and gave him a good reception. He proudly told the audience that he has been recording
for 67 years, mixed with the likes of Muddy Waters, Little Walter and John Lee Hooker in the early
fifties, and has made 377 records.
There were many of his usual songs on display,
some of them more like monologues or raps,
including 'She's Fine', 'Hoochie Coochie Man',
'Garbage Man', 'Chicken Heads, '19 Years Old',
'Booga Bear', 'Night Fishing' and his latest Grammy
winning song 'Porcupine Meat (Too Fat To Eat but
Too Lean to Throw Away)’. He used his harmonica
skills effectively and, played guitar rather more than
in most shows, even sitting down for a few numbers.
There were brief snatches of some of his favourite
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impersonations, including Michael Jackson and Elvis, but on this occasion he did not produce the
customary giant pair of knickers to extol the virtues of a big fat woman (maybe he thought British
sensitivities would not appreciate it). So perhaps it was a slightly toned-down version of his act,
but great fun nonetheless. He is probably the last act of his kind, and long may he remain so. As
his song 'Got Me Accused' - a song about a miscarriage of justice - pointed out, 'this may be the
last time you see me'. Let's hope not.
Big Joe Louis and his Blues Kings provided excellent support earlier in the evening with some
solid blues, including 'Old Mother Nature and Father Time' among half a dozen numbers. A fitting
way to start a night of blues in London - and a good way to celebrate my birthday.
April 2019
US Road Trip
April 20

Ruby Ann

I'm back at Viva Las Vegas (the 22nd in the series) with John
Howard for the sixth straight year. There is much to enjoy,
although my appreciation of rockabilly as presented by earnest
young groups with the obligatory stand-up bass has faded
somewhat. Thursday featured mostly younger or less well-known
bands but established singer and guitarist Kim Lenz made a big
impression with songs such as 'Guilty' and 'Shake a Leg'. Most
dynamic act of the night was undoubtedly LA band The
Desperados, who rocked across the stage incessantly, mostly
playing a single repetitive note on numbers such as 'Wasted’ and
'Let's Get Wild'. Also enjoyable and looking good in a slinky black
dress was Ruby Ann, who impressed with 'Train to Satanville'
and 'Dynamite'. Veteran UK neo-rockabilly band Restless came
across strongly with singer Mark Harman in good form. They
were introduced by Big Sandy who claimed they were his
favourite band.

Of the lesser known groups I was impressed by Seatbelt on a couple of Sparkletones numbers.
Spanish singer Al Dual was competent and Ross and the Wild Boys and the Nite Howlers were
energetic if limited. As ever the crowd came in all shapes and sizes with fifties fashion and over
the top tattoos much to the fore. The halls were pretty packed and it was only Thursday. I hate to
think what the crush will be like over the weekend.
One of the highlights of Friday was the Stars of Rockabilly
Don Woody
segment with three originals from the fifties. Billy Harlan,
in a pink jacket, included early hits such as 'Schoolhouse
Rock' and 'I Wanna Bop' and was joined on stage by three
ladies, introduced I think as the Harris Sisters, for 'This
Lonely Man' and 'I Ain't Elvis'. Ray Campi, celebrating his
85th birthday the next day, appeared next waving a US
flag. Confederate flags are banned at VLV this year so he
had to leave his usual one at home. He was backed by
Rip Masters on piano and despite looking a bit frail came
across well on 'How Low Do You Feel', 'Rockin' at the Ritz'
and 'Rockabilly Man'. Rip did a solo number before the
third artist, Don Woody, came on stage. He was excellent
on 'Bird Dog, 'Make Like a Rock and Roll', 'Red Blooded American Boy' and his best known song
'Barking Up the Wrong Tree'. Completing the segment, which was compered by Big Sandy, was
Scandinavian rocker Jan Svensson, whose set included 'The Wayward Wind' and 'Pity Me'.
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Earlier, the hillbilly flavoured vocals of Wayne 'The Train’
Hancock went down well on numbers such as 'Juke Joint
Jumping, 'Louisiana Baby', 'Johnny Laws', 'Honky Tonk
Man' and 'Blue Suede Shoes'. The Boogie Playboys from
Hong Kong dressed in matching pink suits were great fun
on a mixture of old and new numbers sung in both English
and Cantonese. Their set included a good version of 'That's
Alright'. One act in the Piano Bar caught my eye. This was
Messer Chups, a mostly instrumental Russian trio
featuring an attractive bass guitarist with a weird hiccup in
her voice when she sang. Also appearing were Big Six,
featuring Sugar Ray Ford, making their final appearance. Dressed in baggy check suits this six
piece includes two horns and were highly entertaining on numbers such as 'Sombrero' and 'Blue
Moon'. The evening ended, for me, with some of the female acts on Wild Records, including the
lively Hi-Tones and Shanda and the Howlers.
Boogie Playboys

April 22
Saturday at Viva Las Vegas is Car Show day
Annie-Marie & Linda
where dozens of hot rods and custom cars gather
on the back lot of the Orleans Hotel with their
proud owners. There is also live music, the first of
which, featuring Linda Gail Lewis, with daughter
Annie-Marie and Eddie Angel guesting on guitar
as well as Danny B Harvey, was terrific. I've
rarely seen her in such exciting form. Beginning
with 'Boogie Woogie Country Girl' she rocked
through favourites like 'Shake Rattle and Roll',
'Blue Suede Shoes' and 'Roll Over Beethoven'
while Annie-Marie contributed 'Hot Rod Girl' and
'Should I Ever Love Again'. Linda continued with
the aptly titled 'Sister of a Hell Raiser' before
going through the Jerry Lee songbook with 'High School Confidential', 'Whole Lotta Shakin'' and
'Great Balls of Fire' and ending with 'Johnny B Goode'. Familiar material but expertly performed
and a great set.
Next up were The Coasters, featuring 86 year old
original member Leon Hughes, who were filling in for
Freddie Cannon, who in turn was due to replace
Wanda Jackson, both of whom have seemingly
retired for health reasons. Sadly the sound was poor
on a batch of their hits including 'Poison Ivy' 'Young
Blood', 'Charlie Brown' and 'Zing Went The Strings
Of My Heart'. The guys then apparently forgot which
group they were in by veering off into a medley of
Drifters songs and went even further off topic with
'Sixteen Tons' and 'The Twist'. They finished with
'Love Potion No
Sid King
9', Searchin' and
'Yakety Yak' but this was a disappointing set. The other acts at
the Car Show, local favourites the Delta Bombers and the
Rev Horton Heat, didn't appeal so we checked out Joey and
the Showmen at the Pool Party. They are a good surf guitar
group from LA with links to Dick Dale and the Deltones.
Coasters

Most interesting act in the evening session was fifties rockabilly
singer Sid King, a man who had rather less success than he
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deserved. Now 83 he looks younger and remains in good shape vocally. His full set comprised
many of the songs he recorded back in the day, including 'Good Rocking Baby', 'Let Her Roll',
‘Sag Drag and Fall', 'Booger Red', 'Shake That Shack Tonight' and 'I Like It' plus a couple of wellknown songs that he also recorded back in 1956 - 'Ooby Dooby' and 'Blue Suede Shoes'. His face
was deadpan throughout but the singing spoke for itself and this was a good set.
Earlier in the evening I caught a bit of Anita
O'Night, from Barcelona, and Dutch band the
Barnstompers, both of whom were pretty
good, but the highlight were the Moontones,
with singer Shannon Mac and a great horn
section, who set the Bailiwick stage alight with
songs such as 'Ding Dong Daddy' and 'Buzz
Buzz Buzz'. Also good were the Rockin'
Rebels which featured an eccentric stand up
drummer and some good sax playing. The
evening finished with Deke Dickerson's
Guitar Geek Show which featured one or two
numbers by various guitarists including Jim
Moontones
Heath and Los Straitjackets and his own new
band the Whippersnappers. In some ways
the real stars of the evening were the females in the crowd, many of whom dressed in long gowns
in the style of 1950s Princess Margaret or exotic and revealing dresses with expertly applied make
up.
On the final day John Howard and I, together with John's friend Russ Martin, kept up the tradition
of heading out to Red Rock Canyon. This time, however, we didn't eat at Bonnie Springs as it has
apparently closed down so went record hunting in the Arts District instead. The final evening at
VLV began with a Stars of Rock and Roll segment which was shorter than usual and less
satisfying. Essex's own Rob Glazebrook did a couple of numbers ahead of his main set, before
Big Sandy introduced Hal 'Holiday' Schneider, a name new to me. Turns out he had a one off
Christmas hit in 1960 as the Joker in Three Aces and a Joker, from Salt Lake City. Looking rather
scruffy in a t-shirt and baseball cap the 80 year old sang both sides of his hit, 'Sleigh Bell Rock'
and 'Booze Party'. And that was it for his mini set. Next up were The Medallions, a doo-wop
group from LA featuring lead singer Billy Foster. They were very slick on their mostly car themed
records, including 'Speeding’, 'Volvo '59' and 'Buick '59', plus 'Magic Mountain' and 'Behind The
Door'. Following them were The Majors, who proved to be a major disappointment. Only one of
their numbers - 'A Wonderful Dream' - was one of their own songs, the others all being covers
including 'Rockin' Robin', 'Zing’ and, after a couple of false starts, 'Book of Love'.
Chris Casello, former guitarist with Jack Scott was next on in the Bienville Room and I caught the
last part of his set. Very strange it was too despite his obvious guitar artistry. After literally 'talking'
through his guitar, he finished instrumentally with 'Spanish Flea', 'Classical Gas', a Magic Sam
blues number and his own 'X-ray Man'.
Biggest hit of the night and indeed the whole weekend was Si
Cranstoun who played to a packed main hall and proved yet
again what a dynamic showman he is, as well as a good
singer. Numbers included 'Coupe De Ville', 'Ella Hula Hula',
'Open Up Your Heart' and his biggest hit 'Dynamo'. After a
'Shake and twist' number he ended with a duet on 'You Got
What It Takes’. Judging by the reception he got, with many
attempting to dance in the busy ballroom, he certainly has
what it takes for the VLV audience. Excellent stuff.

Si Cranstoun

Last year Chris Casello introduced a good looking songstress called Tammi Savoy. This year she
deservedly got her own set and showed that she has poise and a decent voice in addition to her
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beauty. Songs included 'This Little Girl's Gone Rocking', 'I've Got It Bad’ and 'Them There Eyes'.
I'm not sure Chris's intricate and at times intrusive guitar work suited her act and personally I
would like to see her with a full band, but she
comes across as a latter day Ruth Brown and
Tammi Savoy
has real potential. Other acts I caught during
the evening were the Kingbees, a blues
flavoured band, and Rob Glazebrook's
House Rockers, whose rather sparsely
attended set included 'You Shake Me', 'Red
Cadillac and a Black Moustache', 'Dragging
Main Street', 'Be Gone Long' and 'Two Left
Feet, a song he said that had been inspired by
a girl friend. By this time we were music'd out
so missed Big Sandy's set, but this was a
pretty good VLV, although probably my last.
Now it's off to Arizona.
April 27
After leaving Vegas we headed for Arizona, stopping off at Seligman, one of only a few towns on
Route 66 that Alan Lloyd, Jonathan Batten, John Howard and I didn't visit two years ago. There
are several period buildings there plus the Roadkill Cafe which serves just that. An old cowboy
called Dale, with two horses and rifles, persuaded us to pose for photos, thus officially
transforming us from music journalists to tourists. This continued when we arrived in Williams,
which was the last Route 66 town to be bypassed. There are a couple of western style bars there
which are pretty authentic, and an excellent New Orleans cafe where we had a gumbo, but the
main attraction is the railway based there which connects with the Grand Canyon. Before setting
off there is a staged gunfight and after a couple of hours the train arrives at the Grand Canyon
village. The views there are, as expected, awe inspiring but they were too much for John whose
vertigo brought him to his knees. While I was hiking along the rim he was nursing several
cigarettes well away from the edge.
The following morning we headed towards the Arizona desert, taking a look on the way at
Prescott, an attractive town which for a while was the State capital. Further along in the small town
of Quartzesite we sought out a curious memorial to Hi Jolly, a Syrian who set up a camel corps in
Arizona. The camels died as the soldiers didn't look after them but killing a camel is still illegal in
the State. The memorial proved hard to find and was unimpressive, comprising a small pyramid
with a minute model of a camel on top. We ended the day in Palm Springs, an up-market
community where the temperature exceeded 100 degrees Fahrenheit. It's near Coachella, which
stages the desert equivalent of Glastonbury.
Moving on to Los Angeles next day we found the cost of hotels to be exorbitant so landed up at a
rather basic place in Culver City. An uninspired chicken and humus dish in Santa Monica followed.
Next day we did the touristy thing again by taking the Warner Bros studio tour. It's pretty good
actually with lots of info about the sound stages, props and costumes and close ups of the Friends
set and stuff on Harry Potter and loads of other films and TV shows that have been made there
over the last 96 years.
Smokey Hormel

It was back to music on Friday evening at McCabe's Guitar
Shop in Santa Monica with guitarist Smokey Hormel and
his combo, comprising double bass, organ, sax/trombone
and bongos. Smokey has played with numerous artists
including Johnny Cash, Tom Waits and the Blasters and this
was an eclectic and entertaining set ranging from jazzy
instrumentals to African rhythms and Americana. Vocal
numbers included Roy Brown's 'Butcher Pete', Tom Waits
'219', the Blasters 'Barn Burning' and Dolly Parton's 'When
36

Someone Wants To Leave'. An enjoyable if rather short set in a venue I hadn't visited before.
April 30
The good music continued on Saturday as we
moved to a motel in Burbank and spent a great
evening at Joe's American Bar and Grill. The
support act, Tom Kenny and the High Seas
were terrific. I saw Tom, who was the voice of
SpongeBob Squarepants, do a couple of
numbers at the Ace Hotel in New Orleans with
Los Straitjackets in 2017. This time he had a 12
piece band with three female singers and three
sax players and he threw himself into his ‘60s
style set with enormous enthusiasm. We had a
taste with an excellent version of 'I Found a Love' at the sound check. The set itself rocked from
start to finish with credible versions of a great mix of songs including 'Keep On Running', Mitch
Ryder's 'Sock It To Me Baby', Alvin Robinson's 'Down Home Girl', Gene Pitney's 'It Hurts To Be In
Love', Elvis's 'Like A Baby' (with great support from the girls), 'Don't Sign The Papers (I Want You
Back)’, originally by Jimmy Delphs, Little Milton's 'We're Gonna Make It', Wayne Cochran's 'Some
Of Your Sweet Love', 'Try To Find Yourself Another Man' (recorded by the Righteous Brothers and
Tommy McLain), Bobby Lewis's 'Tossin' and Turnin', and Frankie Ford's 'Roberta'. Tom may not
have a great voice but in terms of energy he could not be faulted.
Tom Kenny

The main act of the night were Los Straitjackets, wearing Mexican wrestling masks as ever, who
provided some quality guitar instros. I didn't recognise all of them but among them were 'Casbah',
'Space Mosquito' (with a good solo from Eddie Angel), 'Woo Hoo' and 'Batman'. The set ended
with cameo appearances by Johnny Ramos, son of Kid Ramos, on a Spanish language version
of 'Tallahassee Lassie' and a sweet version of 'Angel Baby' by Jaalene, the 'Queen of the Teens'.
On Saturday we changed motels yet again, this time to one on Manchester Avenue near the
airport and prepared ourselves for a night of blues. And what a night it proved to be. We started at
Bell's Blues Workshop, a weekly blues jam in the converted garage of Franklin Bell's house in
South LA. The band there was great and a succession of blues singers and guitarists came on
stage to perform a few numbers, all of them
Shelley Gibbons
highly entertaining. It's 10 dollars to get in and
for that you get fantastic music and some fried
chicken. It's an affair for locals with very few
whites there and no pressure to give tips. Four
of the singers were female including Shelley
Gibbons, whose numbers included 'Down
Home Blues'. Southside Slim provided some
fine guitar backing for the next singer before
Lester Lands came on stage to back Lady
Renee, who excelled on 'Part Time Love' and
'Do It Again'. Also great was Sherry Pruit who
has recorded several CDs including 'I've Been
Bamboozled' which contains her self-penned
number 'Stay Away From My Man' which she
sang. She played a pretty mean harmonica too.
From Bell's we went to the Pure Pleasure Blues Club for more great music. The band there, the
New Soul Brothers led by veteran bluesman Joe Kincaid, were superb and we were treated to
some amazing acts. Bobby Love performed some southern soul, including a good version of Al
Green's 'Love and Happiness'. Next came a couple of numbers by Sir Stan Griggs, wearing a
brown three piece suit and trilby, who was way over the top. John described him as the 'John
McCririck of Soul' as he grabbed his crotch and attempted to woo the women on 'The Things That
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I Used To Do’, 'I Need Someone To Love' and 'Dust My Blues'. Sonny Green, another veteran
soul and blues singer who always goes down well appeared next but sang only one and a bit
numbers before disappearing from the stage. His version of 'Who's Making Love' was a classic
however. Sammy Lee, aka Harmonica Slim, did a super version of
'Sugar Momma' before a young guitarist and singer performed 'Polk
Salad Annie' and an Elvis impersonation on 'Hound Dog'. Slightly out
of place I thought. More in keeping with the soul theme was the next
act, the attractive Sheryl Monet who came across well on 'Fire' and
'Tonight Is The Night'. Sonny Green then reappeared, wearing a
different but again very smart suit to launch into 'Let's Stay Together'
and 'Papa's Got a Brand New Bag'. He was joined on stage by a lady
with pink hair named Asia Raye who really set the place alight with a
dynamic stage act which brought to mind some the great soul women
of the past. Tremendous stuff and thanks to Facebook friend Allen
'Charmin' Larman for the heads up. A wonderful night, not to be
Sheryl Monet
forgotten.
There was more blues and soul on our final night at La Louisiane where Hank Carbo has a
Monday night residency. Hank is the brother of
Lester Lands
New Orleans singers Chuck and Chick Carbo
who were in the Spiders vocal group. He went
to school with Irma Thomas but moved to LA
where he recorded with another brother,
Claude. Backed by Lester Lands, another
New Orleans native, and the New Breed
Band, Hank did an enjoyable two sets of Soul
and blues covers including 'Don't Let The
Green Grass Fool You', 'My Girl', 'Last Two
Dollars', 'Down Home Blues and 'Use Me'.
Lester himself did a good version of 'Baby
Workout' and a deep voiced singer called Jay
Jackson did a couple of numbers including
one he wrote called 'Fool'. Having enjoyed an
excellent oxtail dinner in this classy establishment, this was a great way to end our trip.
Hank Carbo

John Howard
Nick Cobban

Nick Cobban
As usual, TFTW would like to thank Nick for allowing us to borrow (steal?) his articles
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I am in France for a while and will miss both the ‘Ragin’ Cajun Doug Kershaw and the sell out at
Gerry’s club in Soho where a TFTW documentary is being started. These are two great events not
to be missed although I can’t be there. It is events like these that make me proud to be considered
a Woodie.
Here, in Brittany, the festival season is about to start so I will be searching out some live music. A
few years ago, I was lucky enough to see Steve Riley and the Cajun Playboys, the Louisiana
band, in a tiny village hall nearby so I’m always on the lookout.

      

Who did I last See? Since the last magazine I have seen two bands worth reporting. The last
was Joe Bonamassa at the Albert Hall where we
(my stepson took me as a birthday treat) had good
seats about 12 rows back from the stage. There is
no doubt that 42-year-old Joe is a virtuoso guitarist
who favours Blues music but is equally at home with
ballads.
The show lasted two and a half hours nonstop
except for the obligatory ‘last’ number, an exit from
the stage, a standing ovation, a return to the stage
and five further numbers. I know a couple of his
tunes, but the set was well received by obvious JB
fans who had filled the Albert Hall for three nights,
ours being the last of the three.
He had an all-star band which included Lee
Thornburg, trumpet, (Huey Lewis, Supertramp,
Chicago), Paulie Cerra, sax (Stevie Wonder, Billy
Preston, Bobby Bland), Anton Fig, drums (David
Letterman’s house band for 29 years), Michael Rhodes, bass (sessions for Mark Knopfler, Johnny
Cash, Elton John), Reese Wynans, keyboards (Stevie Ray Vaughan) and two wonderful
Australian backing singers, Mahalia Barnes and Jade McRae. Joe needed these as his voice is
not strong and vocals were also assisted by the sax player.
One number, late in the show, introduced the only guest, Bernie Marsden (Whitesnake) who
added to the guitar solos.
For my taste, the guitar solos, although inventive, were too long and very loud and the band’s
sound was always in the background which was a great shame as I felt that we obviously
deserved to hear this huge line up of talent. However, when the keyboard/Hammond organist
soloed (something I was looking forward to) it was always ‘jazzy organ’ and very repetitive. The
old Albert Hall joined in with the loud sound as a continuous echo.
I thank my stepson for taking me to see another legend and was amazed to find, when the lights
went up, I was in an audience much older and also much younger than we two. He was, however,
a terrific guitar player and deserved his several ovations.
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Two weeks before that I went, alone, to another sold out
performance at the Pendley Theatre in Tring. This time it was
to see Andy Fairweather-Low and the Low Riders, and dear
readers, I am sure there is not one of you out there who
wouldn’t have enjoyed this terrific show. He is a giant
personality, full of jokes and quips about the tunes he played
which varied from a couple of ’30s/’40s tunes, some Skiffle,
including ‘Freight Train’ with a fine guitar solo, and ‘Puttin’ On
The Style’. A medley of Duane Eddy/The Shadows guitar hits
followed and his own chart successes including a great
favourite of mine, the atmospheric ‘Gin House’ (look this up
on YouTube). He had a super band, himself on guitar (he is a
fine Ry Cooderish player), drums, bass, sax (Nick Pentilow,
who played Tequila as a solo in one song and soloed himself
on clarinet with ‘Petit Fleur’) and trumpet (a local chap from Tring sitting in and doing
marvellously). He usually has an organist, but Andy said he had gone, attracted to play for a
younger man! I can honestly say, he wasn’t missed.
I have run out of superlatives; try to get out and see this fine performer and entertainer. Yes, I
bought the current CD!

Lists:

The Blues Foundation of America have, in Memphis Tenn. and in a packed Cook
Convention Centre, announced the 40th Annual Blues Music Awards in a great evening of Blues
Music. The 25 categories were interspersed with performances from many of the nominees with
the show ending in an all-star jam. This is a show I would have loved to have been at.
So, as they say, “And the winners were;”
Acoustic Album: ‘Journey to the Heart of the Blues’ – Joe Louis Walker/Bruce Katz/ Giles
Robinson
Acoustic Artist: Rory Block
Best Album: America Child’s – Shemekia Copeland
B.B.King Entertainer: Michael Ledbetter
Band: Welch-Ledbetter Connection
Best Emerging Artist Album: Free – Amanda Fish
Blues/Rock Album: The Big Bad Blues – Billy F Gibbons
Blues/Rock Artist: Eric Gales
Contemporary Blues Album: ‘America’s Child’ – Shemekia Copeland
Contemporary Blues Female Artist: Danielle Nicole
Contemporary Blues Male Artist: Kenny Neal
Instrumentalist-Bass: Danielle Nicole
Instrumentalist-Drums: Cedric Burnside
Instrumentalist-Guitar: Monster Mike Welch
Instrumentalist-Harmonica: Dennis Gruenling
Instrumentalist-Horn: Vanessa Collier
Instrumentalist-Piano: Marcia Ball
Instrumentalist-Vocals: Michael Ledbetter
Blues Song: “No Mercy In This Land” Written by Ben Harper and as performed by Ben Harper
and Charlie Musselwhite
Soul/Blues Album: “I’m Still Around” – Johnny Rawls
Soul/Blues Female Artist: Annika Chambers
Soul/Blues Male Artist: Sugaray Rayford
Traditional Blues Album: “The Blues Is Alive And Well” – Buddy Guy
Koko Taylor Award for Traditional Blues Female Artist: Ruthie Foster
Traditional Blues Male Artist: Nick Moss
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I found this a bit of a mixed bag this year. Michael Ledbetter passed away this January and picked
up two top awards and a third for his band, The Welch-Ledbetter Connection. Shemekia Copeland
earned two awards for her album ‘America’s Child’ and it is very good.
Up pops Billy Gibbons, ex ZZ Top, which is much like you would expect and best emerging artist,
Amanda Fish is sister of a winner last year, Samantha.
So, what did I already have from this list? Not so much this year, I have the Shemikia Copeland,
Stuff by Kenny Neal (I’ve liked him for a long time), Ruthie Foster’s, Buddy Guy’s and I try to get
everything by Marcia Ball (readers will know I am piano biased!). Of the above categories I like
Acoustic, Soul/Blues and Contemporary so might dabble my wallet
towards a couple of those winners.
Losers? Well, piano whiz Anthony Geraci was listed in six
categories and won none. Personally, I’m not surprised because his
album ‘Why Did You Have To Go’ contains very bad language which I
don’t like and find unnecessary, not a lot of interesting piano either.
He might be better heard in his band ‘The Boston Blues All-Stars’. It’s
nice to see so many ladies winning the open categories.

The Blues Styles. Continuing the blues history and roots, in this issue, a little about,
2) Delta Blues.
The Delta referred to here was geographic and it was the vast area caused by the Mississippi
where the low flatlands caused the river to find many exits to the Gulf of Mexico in a triangular or
‘delta’ shape. This caused the whole area to be a lush place for plantations being flat and well
irrigated.
Delta Blues, sometimes called Country Blues grew out of the terrible poverty of the everyday lives
of these plantation workers and sharecroppers who couldn’t travel around so created their own
music as there was still a little time in the week to entertain themselves in informal and party
gatherings. These get-togethers needed musicians and these musicians could move between
plantations always in demand. The solo guitarist using cheap or homemade guitars were therefore
in much demand as they travelled light and could pick up the work songs and tunes from the many
plantations and road houses and once familiar with the 12 bar blues and other standard formats
could also entertain with their own lyrics (mostly about man/woman relationships). Many of the
songs included spirituals but the main ingredient had to be rhythm, something to clap or dance to.
Out of this, as with all things, the best survived and became in
demand. One of the first to ‘rise above the rest’ was Charlie
Patton, the first star of the Delta Blues, not because he invented
it but because he was one of the first to be recorded. Also, he
had a distinctive percussive style of guitar playing, could play
rhythmically and well and was good at bending strings and
playing slide. He had an attractive and gruff voice and sang about
his experiences which struck a chord with his listeners. He, like
some others, could preach, play gospel, spirituals, ballads and
ragtime. By the 1920s, other Mississippi Bluesmen were
recording, their record labels encouraged by Patton’s success;
Son House and Tommy Johnson were a couple.
One plantation owner, Will Dockery, should also be mentioned as he was not a slave owner but
employed mostly black workers to work his cotton on his 25 square mile site. Unaware of his
influence on Delta Blues, his plantation encouraged musicians to come and play to each other and
at dances and many did. Patton and Robert Johnson met and played there.
Other artists of some merit who managed to get a recording included Skip James (a very acquired
taste with his high voice and unusual guitar tunings), Bukka White and Mississippi John Hurt.
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The devastating depression of the 1930s effectively stopped the recordings of Delta Bluesmen
and due to lack of work (and money) many of these musicians disappeared. It is interesting to
think where the Delta Blues would have developed if the depression hadn’t snuffed it out, but it
didn’t die just because it wasn’t being recorded and in the 1940s, people like Muddy Waters (not
yet electric), John Lee Hooker, Howlin’ Wolf, Elmore James and Robert Nighthawk were keeping it
alive. We have to move forward to the 1960s when young Blues enthusiasts (including the British)
with an interest in roots music, tracked down a surprising number of the original Delta Bluesmen
giving them a resurgence of interest. Mississippi Fred McDowell was one found who began his
career whilst quite elderly (he is amongst my favourites from that style).
Today there is still much interest in this style of Blues. Robert Johnson’s 29 recordings are still
selling, and his box set of vinyl sold several hundred thousand copies in the early 1990s.
Again, rock musicians, even today, search the Delta Blues for material, ‘Crossroads’ (Cross Road
Blues by Robert Johnson) is a much-used example and the recent Rolling Stones album ‘Blues
and Lonesome’.

What was my last CD?

”Listen Here” by Andy
Fairweather-Low and the Low Riders.
This was genuinely the last CD I bought at the concert I’ve
mentioned above. Although studio produced, it is an album
of the cover material he has been using in his current tours
at the requests of and to satisfy the fans. I sometimes wish
more artists would do this rather than a live album. Track 11
(‘If Ever I Get Lucky’) is, however, a cracking original song
and well worth the addition. Covers include, ‘Bye Bye
Johnny’, ‘I’ll Be Your Baby Tonight’, ‘Route 66’, ‘Matchbox’
and ‘Mystery Train’ along with others mentioned above. 15
tracks in all, and one of my favourite albums of 2019 so far.

What’s on my iPod?

‘Icarus’ from the album “Diary” by Ralph Towner.

I listen to a lot of (old style) Rhythm & Blues and Blues
music and recently this came along. I first heard this on a
Radio 2 programme one Saturday morning in 1973 when Bill
Oddie was listing his favourite music, and this was chosen.
It’s probably not Blues, Pop or Rock, I suppose most people
would put it in the Jazz or even Modern Jazz (which I do not
like) bag but I was hypnotised by the sound of a 12 string
guitar and piano (both Ralph) playing this haunting Bluesy
theme. I put the album on my list and bought it when I could
afford it and I remember because it was an unusual choice; I
had to wait a long time for it to arrive in my music shop, – do
you remember those heady days when we went to our local
record shop and ordered an LP and the assistant studied
their big catalogue or even a loose bound set of pages from
‘Music Week’ to be told they didn’t know what we were
talking about?
Actually, I had, in Aylesbury, a very good shop manager who trusted me to know what I was
talking about. But back to the tune, the rest of the album was difficult listening, but this track I still
enjoy. 5 stars on my iPod.
Dave Parker
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LOST SOULS
LOU JOHNSON
Lou Johnson was a singer and accomplished musician. He was
born 11th February 1941 in Brooklyn, New York. Coming from a
musical family, young Johnson soon, as with many soul artists,
was singing in gospel choirs.
Johnson formed a gospel group, the Zionettes, who recorded for
Simpson Records and achieved some local success. In 1961
Johnson then formed a secular vocal group, the Canjoes, along
with Theresa Cleveland and Ann Gissendanner, who later
formed the duo the Soul Sisters. They recorded, 'Dance The
Boomerang', released on the Dart imprint, which sold
moderately.
In 1962 Johnson signed with Bigtop Records. There he met the
songwriting team Burt Bacharach
and Hal David, who wrote
Johnson’s first solo single, 'If I Ever Get To Love You'. Neither that
song or the follow up, 'Better Let Him Go', managed to ignite much
interest. In 1963 his third single for the label was the wonderful,
'Reach Out For Me', which peaked at 74 on the R&B charts.
Unfortunately Bigtop Records collapsed, so possibly limiting the
record’s success. The so soulful b-side, 'Magic Potion', eventually
found favour on the Northern Soul Scene.
Johnson then signed for Big Hill Records where, in 1964, he
scored with the original version of, '(There’s) Always Something
There To Remind Me', his biggest and only other US hit, which
climbed to 49 on the R&B charts. Strangely the follow up, again the
original version of the classic 'Message to Martha (Kentucky
Bluebird)', failed to chart in the states, but did hit the UK charts. On
the strength of the hit he toured the UK clubs and appear on TV's
Ready Steady Go.
In 1965, a Soulboy favourite was the enthralling 'A Time To Love, A
Time To Cry', which made a small impression on the US Pop
charts. The flip, 'Unsatisfied', had all the ingredients to fill the
Northern Soul Dance floors, which it did. A superb slice of
Northern.
He continued to release product through to 1971, for a reborn Big
Top, Cottillion, and Volt - all failed to hit commercially.
From his 1971 Volt album, WITH YOU IN MIND, check out his take
on Betty Harris’s 'Nearer To You', here as 'Nearer', real class soul
with a Capital S.
He relocated to Orange County, California, where he worked
nightclubs and also performed for a later version of the Ink Spots.
In the early sixties Johnson recorded some of the finest New York
Big City Soul, but alas he failed to realise his full potential.
He died 1st May 2019.
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KENT HARRIS
Kent Levaughn Harris was a songwriter and record
producer who is most known for his novelty
compositions, amongst others, Bo Diddley’s
boisterous hit 'Cops and Robbers', George Jones
'Talk About A Party', and 'Clothes Line (Wrap It Up)’,
which later became a hit in 1960 for the Coasters, with
the title changed to 'Shoppin' For Clothes'.
Harris was born 15th October 1930 in Oklahoma City,
but soon, with his family, relocated in San Diego,
California. During the fifties and sixties he was very
much part of the Los Angeles rhythm and blues
scene.
He recorded under his own name, and various
pseudonyms including Ducky Drake, 'Long Lean
Lanky Juke Box' (Trend 1954), and as Boogaloo and
his Gallant Crew, 'Clothes Line (Wrap It Up)' (Crest
1956).
Failing to achieve a successful recording career he gravitated to a behind the scenes role as
songwriter, producer, and label owner.
In 1960 Harris formed his own label, Romack Records, and he became an entrepreneur in record
retailing, opening the Target record store in Los Angeles. Over the years he produced numerous
R&B and Jazz artists, including The Duals, Hank Jacobs, Brenda Holloway, Adolph Jacobs,
Jimmy Ellis, The Mighty Hannibal, and Young Jessie to name a few. Among his many writing
talents my prize goes to the highly rollicking 1962 outing by H B Barnum, 'Oh! My Aching Back'.
The message here is that oldies should stay off the dance floor.
His last project was producing and co-writing several songs for the motion picture soundtrack
‘Norbit’.
Kent Harris is not a name that jumps out of the box relating to historical musical accolades, but he
achieved so much throughout his rewarding career. He died 17th April 2019.
CASH McCALL
Maurice Dollinson, otherwise known as Cash McCall, was a
guitarist, songwriter and much sought after session musician,
who is probably best known for his 1966 R&B hit 'When You
Wake Up'.
Dollinson was born 28th January 1941 in New Madrid, Missouri.
He began singing with the gospel Belmont Singers at the age of
twelve. Moving to Chicago in the sixties, he played guitar for the
Five Blind Boys of Mississippi, Pilgrim Jubilee Singers and the
Gospel Songbirds. His secular recording career began in 1964
for One-Derful Records subsidiary M-Pac, with 'Night Worm Part
1/2' as Maurice & The Turnkeys.
Now christened Cash McCall he next signed to the small Thomas
label, for which he recorded his only R&B chart hit in 1966 with
'When You Wake Up'. Further Thomas forty fives, and
subsequent releases for labels such as Checker, Ps, Ronn,
Paula and Columbia did not fare as successfully. In 1967 he
wrote 'That's How Love Is' for Otis Clay, and also penned songs
for artists including Etta James and Tyrone Davis. He toured frequently as a solo blues artist. He
died 20th April 2019.
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CHUCK BARKSDALE
Chuck Barksdale was a founder member of the legendary soul
vocal group THE DELLS, formed in 1953. They recorded soul
classics galore, including these gems; 'Oh What A Nite', ‘God Bless
The Child', 'Stay In My Corner', 'O-O, I Love You', 'Always
Together', 'Does Anybody Know I'm Here', 'The Glory Of Love',
'Give Your Baby A Standing Ovation', 'I Miss You', 'My Pretending
Days Are Over', 'I Touched A Dream', and finally a Soulboy all-time
favourite, 'It's All About The Papers'.
The Dells’ enduring music is a tribute to their longevity. He was born
11th January 1935 and died 15th May 2019.
Unlike the artists, good soul music don't grow old, it simply mellows
like vintage wine.
SoulxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxSoul
THE COMPLETE MARION BLACK

MARION BLACK... GO ON FOOL/WHO KNOWS... Capsoul 20
If I work hard everyday from nine to five,
just so you and the children can survive,
so the least you can do is show the courtesy too,
clean the house, cook a meal, that's all I ask of you.
You lie in bed talking on the phone,
watching soap operas on TV all day long,
when I ask darling please tell me what's wrong,
go on fool, that's what you say to me, leave me alone.
Chorus.
Black is joined by background vocals, chanting the hook
line, "go on, go on, go on" plus a selection of oohs and ahhs
thrown in.
Go on fool, go on fool, leave me alone,
45

go on fool, go on fool, you should be long gone.
You had children out of wedlock the day we met,
I married you, took you home despite of all of that,
I adopted the children and loved them as my own,
now they reject me, you don't respect me, what did I do wrong.
Come Friday, Saturday and Sunday you're gone,
I have to shop, cook and clean alone,
come Monday you're home raising sand,
singing that same old song, go on fool, can’t you see I'm sick leave me alone.
Chorus.
Then sadly it’s all over fading to the centre with a relaxed rippling piano.
There are certain tunes that stay in your head for ever. This is one such forty five. A down home
country-tinged ballad very much in the deep Southern Soul tradition, sort of along the lines of the
brilliant Toussaint McCall's classic, 'Nothing Takes The Place Of You'. 'Go On Fool' is a very
poignant ballad, a sad tale of a neglected husband, sung by Black in such a forlorn pitiful manner,
as he tells his story in the depths of despair. The flip, 'Who Knows', is a piano propelled mid pacer,
with tasteful vocals riding the keyboards.
Marion Black was born 8th January 1935, in Jenkins, Kentucky. It was after seeing Elvis Presley
perform, and his idolisation of Sam Cooke, that made him determined to follow the same path and
get into the music business. Around his home town he sang in talent shows and church choirs. At
18 he moved to Wheeling, West Virginia, where he sang in a gospel quartet called the Fling 5,
before moving two years later to Columbus, Ohio. He worked there in the Sheraton hotel for
fifteen years, singing in various night clubs around the area, achieving a healthy local following.
Bill Moss was a local disc-jockey, studio owner, producer, writer, pianist and an artist in his own
right. He was the leader of the Alpha recording family group the Celestials, and in 1969, as a solo
artist, Moss scored a one off visit to the R&B charts on Bell, with the magnificent, 'Sock It To ‘Em
Soul Brother', which peaked at 49 on the R&B chart. His group also recorded for, besides his own
Capsoul label, Adel, Allstar, and a handful of releases from 1968 through to 1974 on Westbound.
'Go On Fool', written by Black, was taken to Moss who was impressed enough to record it, being
released on his label Capsoul in 1970. The record proved a winner, spending eight weeks on the
Billboard soul charts, peaking at 39, and 124 pop. As he says "It brought me a moment of fame, I
travelled around for a while".
The only other acts in the Capsoul roster to make the charts were the Four Mints with, 'Do You
Really Love Me' (R&B 84), and 'You’re My Desire' (R&B 80) in 1973.
Black had a big disagreement with Moss over the follow up, who was trying to push him into a
more pop slant, so they parted company. His second single in 1971, 'I'm Gonna Get Loaded',
again about marital problems b/w a bluesy ballad, 'You're Not Alone', came out on the Prix label.
He had a further two releases on Prix, in 1972 'Listen Black Brother' b/w Inst, and in 1973 a
pleasant melodic mover with 'More Love (Is All We Need)' b/w inst.
Marion's fifth single, this time on Amos Searan's Rome label, both sides written by Black, 'He Kept
It For Himself', is a slow swaying atmospheric deep ballad b/w 'You Don't Want Me', which has a
more country feel to it. Both sides suited Marion's sophisticated and gentle tenor perfectly. His
final recording in 1974 was the self-penned, 'Off The Critical List' Parts 1 & 2 on Shakat records,
which sees a return to the 'Go On Fool' format. But where once he was a sad heartbroken man,
this time he's well again and off the critical list. It's a bouncy hypnotic barnstormer and one of the
real hidden gems in soul music. He sent a copy to a friend, a disc jockey in Baltimore named
Rockin' Robin, who started playing the track, which came to the notice of the New York branch of
Chess records who handled the project. But even Chess records’ national distribution couldn't
achieve the exposure it deserved, so further success eluded him.
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As was always the case, with so many Southern recording artistes, Black never received any
royalties from any of the forty fives he had released. Unable to find a qualified manager, with
dwindling personal appearances, he finally decided to quit, a decision helped on by the disco
music explosion around 1974, which temporarily pushed aside real soul based music. He got a job
at a major hotel as food and beverage coordinator, where he worked for twenty five years before
retiring.
Marion Black came to us with a block buster, but sadly soon faded back into obscurity, but during
his short career he did release a handful of plastic gems.
Actually it’s the excellent b-side to 'Go On Fool', 'Who Knows', that he is best known for, which
recently has been sampled and featured as backing on several BlackBerry (Smartphones etc not
fruit) TV advertisements. I'm not sure if this resurrected his career, but I feel he had his moment of
fame, and left it like that.
The Soul Kitchen gives me the chance to bring another obscure soul great to a wider audience.
Check him out.
DISCOGRAPHY
CAPSOUL 20

Go On Fool/Who Knows 1971

PRIX 7102

I'm Gonna Get Loaded/You're Not Alone 1971

PRIX 7201

Listen Black Brother/Part 2 1972

PRIX 730

More Love (Is All We Need)/Instrumental 1973

ROME 7146

He Kept It For His Self/You Don't Want Me 1973

SHAKAT 705

Off The Critical List/Part 2 1974

STAR 1046

Off The Critical List/Part 2 1974

50 YEARS AGO (June/July 1969)
SOUL CITY RECORDS
SOUL CITY SINGLES CHART JUNE/JULY 1969
Mellow Moonlight - Leon Haywood : MCA Soul Bag
I Wanna Testify - Johnnie Taylor : Stax
It’s Your Thing - The Isley Brothers : Major Minor
New Shoes - Jesse Lee Ferguson/Outer Limits : Pye
Baby Do The Philly Dog - The Olympics : Action
Right Now - Justin : Buffalo
Do Your Thing - Watts 103rd Street Rhythm Band :
Warner Bros
With This Ring - The Platters : Stateside
Switch It On - Cliff Nobles : Direction
Shine A Ling Stroll - Eddie Wilson : Action
Gotta Get To Know You - Bobby Bland : Action
But It’s Alright - J J Jackson : Warner Bros
Stuff - Jeanette Williams : Action
Proud Mary - Solomon Burke : Bell
I'll Be Your Fool - Jamo Thomas : Chess
Right Track - Billy Butler : Soul City
Look At Mary Wonder - Carl Carlton : Action
Don’t Touch Me - Bettye Swann : Capital
Baby It's Over - Bob & Earl : B&C
I See It - The Staple Singers : Stax
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ALBUMS
ON TOP - Willie Mitchell : London
SOUL FOLK IN ACTION - The Staple Singers : Stax
UPTIGHT - Booker T & the M.G.s : Stax
SOUL PERFECTION - Betty Harris : Action
T.C.B - Diana Ross/Supremes/Temptations : Tamla Motown
WHO’S MAKING LOVE - Johnnie Taylor : Stax

SOUL 69 - Aretha Franklin: Atlantic
WHAT THE WORLD NEEDS NOW - Sweet Inspiration: Atlantic
DOUBLE BARRELLED SOUL - The Valentinos/Simms Twins : Soul City
BOB & EARL - Bob & Earl : B&C Sampler (14/6d)
Freddy King was at the Marquee 19th June 1969.
40 YEARS AGO 1979
Margie Evans. 100 Club 11th March
Charles Brown. 100 Club 15th April
Eddie 'Cleanhead' Vision. 100 Club 10th June
Chico Freeman. 100 Club 11th June
Son Seals. Venue, Victoria 28th June
Dobie Grey. Venue, Victoria 25th May
Floaters. Kings, Ilford 2nd June
Grover Washington Jr. Odeon, Hammersmith (£3) 26th July
Sonny Rollins. Wembley Conference Centre (£4) 9th July
Remember you're in safe soul hands with....

SOULBOY
Keep on keeping on
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TFTW continues its new section where we revisit previous articles that may (or may not) have a
current relevance.

Mr Excitement 1934 – 1984: A tribute to Jackie
Wilson
(Parts 4 & 5)

Printed in issues 18, 19, 20, 21, 22 from Jun, Jul, Aug, Sep, Oct 2002
Whispers/Higher And Higher
Diablo DIAB887
The Billboard rhythm and blues singles chart no longer seemed to automatically accommodate
Jackie Wilson's releases in the first half of 1966. Up until that summer only two singles had
surfaced; one a perhaps inevitable cover of Mario Lanza’s ‘Be My Love’ and the other, a great
duet with the legendary R&B diva Lavern Baker, entitled ‘Think Twice’ which, as material, was
entirely more pertinent, more appropriate to the time. Some of you may have heard the infamous
alternate take with X-rated lyrics issued on a Zu-Zazz CD is some years back. Both singles
bombed; Wilson's career needed to be revitalised and fast.
In August 1966 Nat Tarnopol, Jackie's manager, attended a DJ convention held in New York
where he met Carl Davis who had become a leading light in the development of what came to be
known as Chicago soul, working for the Okeh label (the R&B division of Columbia), producing top
quality sides for such as Gene Chandler, Major Lance, and Walter Jackson. Impressed with Davis’
methods and general know-how, Tarnopol offered him the job of A & R man at Brunswick which
Davis readily agreed to. As a result, recording operations moved to Chicago.
Next, Barbara Acklin, who had worked as a secretary at the Okeh office prior to laying down some
classic tracks (such as ‘Love Makes A Woman’) for Brunswick, along with colleague David Scott,
wrote a tune entitled ‘Whispers (Getting Louder)’ and submitted it to Jackie who gladly accepted it.
With some of the finest, funkiest players from that “toddlin’ town” behind him, Wilson turned in a
superlative version and, on its release as a single, the buyers came back in droves; chart-wise it
went Top Five R&B (for the first time since ‘Baby Workout’ in ‘63) and sat just outside the Top Ten
pop chart in the States.
The album that followed hot on the 45’s heels could well be described as Jackie Wilson’s
comeback album; a soul equivalent of Presley’s “From Elvis In Memphis” or, in other words, after
a period of recording albums of mostly uneven quality, Wilson had gone to where soul was really
happening and, with the help of a sympathetic producer with a sympathetic staff providing strong
material, he and they had created an album that could stand up alongside the best of what was
out at the time; it was vital stuff from a man who reborn. Welllllll… to be honest, the album’s
almost perfect; the only blot on this wonderful landscape is the inclusion of a song, presumably
from a New York session, written by English composer Les Reed (and popularised by P J Proby)
called ‘To Make A Big Man Cry’. Nothing wrong with the vocal to be sure but the clumsy, cluttered
arrangement by Dick Jacobs (who else?!) bore little relation to the sublime qualities of the Chicago
recordings; its appearance is totally irrelevant.
The other eleven songs are stamped “Grade A Chicago”; produced by Carl Davis, arranged by
Sonny Sanders and conducted by Gerald Sims, these are performances to cherish, truly timeless.
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Like, for instance, ‘Who Am I’, a powerful ballad in which Jackie's voice seems to be mixed more
up front than on other cuts. Van McCoy, prior to being a dancing “hustler” was a song hustler from
Chicago and his ‘I’ve Got To Talk To You’ is given a top-flight workout by Highland Park's finest.
Likewise, ‘Just Be Sincere’, ‘I Don't Want To Lose You’, ‘I Can Do Better’ and ‘My Heart Is
Calling’, all cleffed by Davis’ song writing pool. Jackie himself wrote ‘Too Much Sweet Loving’,
Barrett Strong (of ‘Money’ fame) penned the superb slowie ‘Tears Will Tell It All’ and Jimmy
Radcliffe (presumably the Jimmy Radcliffe of ‘Long After Tonight Is All Over’ fame?) composed
the groovin’ mover ‘The Fairest Of Them All’. Each and every song oozes class; I do envy those of
you who have yet to hear these songs for the first time.
“Whispers” is a hard act to follow but “Higher And Higher”, released 10 months after its
predecessor in October 1967, continues the same high standard with the Davis/Sanders/Sims
team again running the show. The title track of course became a huge hit for Wilson when first
released in the States (over here a 1969 reissue entered the top 20 and a further re-release in
1987 also charted) and has inspired several covers through the years (my favourite being Otis
Redding’s).
Other goodies worth a boogaloo or two are ‘Soulville’, ‘I’m The One To Do It’, ‘You Can Count On
Me’, also the Van McCoy penned ‘I’ve Lost You’ and Jackie's version of Darrell Banks’ then recent
hit ‘Open The Door To Your Heart’ sure hit the spot. A high spot of this album for me is a great,
great version of Don Gardner and DeeDee Ford's ‘I Need Your Lovin’; also in similar bluesy style
there's ‘I Don't Need You Around’, an intense piece sung almost exclusively by Jackie in the
higher register. ‘These Heartaches’, a ballad, and the easy-going ‘When Will Our Day Come’,
written by Jackie and Alonzo Tucker, complete the album and what an album! What a CD!
Everything that’s good about Jackie Wilson is contained in this outstanding release. Real, true
soul music as valid now as it was then. Makes you wanna dance. Excuse me I'm off for a
Kickapoo.
I Get The Sweetest Feeling/Do Your Thing
Diablo DIAB888
Following the Count Basie liaison, normal service was resumed with “I Get The Sweetest Feeling”,
released in October 1968. Carl Davis and his team were back in charge, though the arrangement
credits are split between Sonny Sanders and Johnny Pate, who had been working with the
Impressions, achieving great success. The album kicks off with a fine run through of the
Supremes’ ‘You Keep Me Hanging On’ then, for some strange reason, four consecutive ballads
follow, two too many for one side of an album methinks (it can be safely assumed that Johnny
Pate arranged these). Even so, these are all well played and very classy.
Few will prefer Jackie's slow, reflective version of ‘For Once In My Life’ to Stevie Wonder’s bright
and breezy hit rendition but somehow I do; I like the gradual build over the course of the song until
it explodes into dramatic climax. A similar treatment is bestowed upon ‘Who Can I Turn To’ and
‘Don't Go To Strangers’ is handled sensitively. Though Jackie does a reasonable job, I was never
fond of the Barbra Streisand song ‘People’. The slowies over with, it's time for a stone classic.
‘The Hustle’ apart, ‘I Get The Sweetest Feeling’ would surely be Van McCoy’s best known (and
most profitable) composition of all. The soul fans in the UK certainly loved it; it peaked at number
nine in the charts when released on a single in 1972 and did even better when released as a
follow up to ‘Reet Petite’ in early 1987, reaching No. 3.
Side Two of the album reeks of class, song for song. ‘Since You Showed Me How To Be Happy’,
a robust follow up to ‘Higher And Higher’ in 1967, is heard here via an alternate take. Written by
Barbara Acklin and Eugene Record, who went on to superstardom with the Chi-Lites, ‘Growin’
Tall’ hits a nice groove as do the more radio friendly ‘You Brought About A Change In Me’ and
‘Nothin’ But Blue Skies’. My personal pick of this fruity bunch though, is the Gerald Sims/Floyd
Smith composition ‘A Woman Needs To Be Loved’, a fine example of deep Chicago-minted soul
with an outstanding Wilson vocal.
“Do Your Thing” was released in October 1969 and only two songs of the album's ten emanate
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from the busy biros of Mr Record and Mr Davis. ‘To Change My Love’ and ‘Helpless’ are solid and
workmanlike, while Eliza Lee’s ‘Why Do You Do Your Thing’ is a more contemporary exhortation
by Jackie to work, baby, workout. Maximum soul mileage is gained from Bacharach and David's
‘This Guy’s In Love With You’, with some effective falsetto midway. ‘This Bitter Earth’ has been
popularised in separate versions by Brook Benton and Dinah Washington and Jackie's rendering
is suitably dramatic.
Side two of the album contains adequate versions of standards and then-recent hits. ‘That Lucky
Old Sun’ and ‘With These Hands’ are the oldies, well handled by Wilson, while readings of the
Doors’ ‘Light My Fire’, Sam and Dave’s ‘Hold On I’m Coming’ and the Beatles’ ‘Eleanor Rigby’
hold up fairly well also. So though “Do Your Thing” hasn't quite the strength of the preceding
album, it does have its moments. See you next month for the fifth and final part of this special
tribute.
This Love Is Real/You've Got Me Walking
(Diablo DIAB889)
Just prior to the release (in the US only) of This Love Is Real in November 1970, Jackie Wilson
was hit with the news that his son, Jackie Jr, had been shot dead on the porch of a friend's house
in Detroit. He was just 16 years of age. In fact, according to Alan Robinson's booklet notes to the
CD, the shooting had occurred right in the middle of the recording session(s). If this is the case,
then we'll never know how Jackie felt in his mind as his vocal performances continue the high
standard prevalent on all his Chicago recordings. That said however, This Love Is Real was
released at a time when Wilson's record sales were once again in free-fall, following the highs of
‘Higher And Higher’. As a live attraction he continued to pack them in, invariably on the “oldies”
circuit, more often than not working for the “Rock'n'Roll Revival” supremo Richard Nader.
However, Brunswick’s attitude towards Jackie Wilson the recording artist was largely indifferent;
there was little interest shown toward a single release of ‘This Love Is Real’ in early 1971; a
shame, as this title track positively brims over with charm, it’s right in the commercial groove of the
time. But little promotion, hence low chart placing (just missed the top 50 I think).
There are three superb ballads in this set, ‘Don't Leave Me’ has a mellow, funky groove coursing
through its veins but better are ‘Love Changed Her Face’, composed by a noted country tunesmith
Stephen Hartley Dorff (who also composed the slightly more upbeat ‘Where There Is Love’), and
the dramatic ‘Let This Be A Letter (To My Baby)’ written by Eugene Record, a five-star
performance if ever there was one. Record was also responsible for the lightly swinging ‘Love
Uprising’. Of the remainder, ‘Think About The Good Times’, ‘Didn't I’, and ‘Workin’ On My
Woman's Heart’ are all quality fare, while ‘Say You Will’ (no ‘Lonely Teardrops’ connections this
time!) bounds along nicely with some ace guitar by A N Onymous. Great album but few takers.
As noted earlier Brunswick, frustrated at Jackie’s ever diminishing sales returns (but whose fault is
that?), began to encourage up and coming acts, such as Tyrone Davis and the Chi-Lites, and
were rewarded with a number of hits. In fact, the competition was now greater than ever; Motown
entered the Seventies with revolutionary new styles utilised on records by late Diana Ross, Stevie
Wonder, the Jackson Five and especially Marvin Gaye. Over in Memphis, Al Bell also steered
Stax in a new musical direction reflecting the emerging Black Power movement spearheaded by
Isaac Hayes and the Staple Singers; also in Memphis Al Green was hitting his stride as a hitmaking artist with Willie Mitchell at Hi, and James Brown had re-invented himself as the ‘New
Minister of Super Heavy Funk’. All this seemed to put Jackie Wilson in the position of ‘yesterday's
man’. Still he soldiered on and November 1971 saw the release of the You Got Me Walkin’ album
(though us Brits had to wait until March 1973 to be able to procure a copy).
Again the album had mainly top-notch material from the regular Chicago songwriters; Eugene
Record sings behind Jackie with the Chi-Lites on the former's composition ‘You Got Me Walkin’, a
simply magnificent title track and ‘The Fountain’, another Record composition has, for the first
time, as its subject matter “social commentary”. Marvin Smith contributes the attractive ballad
‘What A Lovely Way’ (and presumably ‘Love Is Funny That Way’). ‘Try It Again’ has a somewhat
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loose, jazzy feel to it while ‘The Girl Turned Me On’ and ‘Hard To Get A Thing Called Love’ (or
should that be ‘Hard To Get A Hit Record’?) are also up to par. Jack Daniels (he isn’t Scotch by
any chance?) and Johnny Moore furnish Jackie with ‘You Left The Fire Burning’ and ‘Forever And
A Day’, both smouldering slowies. The album's one bleak spot however, is a version of a song that
everyone and his brother seemed to do at the time, the dreaded ‘My Way’. Performed in a funk
styled arrangement, it doesn't quite seem to come off. Paging Dick Jacobs……
Beautiful Day/Nobody But You
(Diablo DIAB890)
Around the time that ‘I Got The Sweetest Feeling’ first broke into the top 10 over here, Jackie
Wilson undertook his first tour of the UK in September 1972, taking in a few club and theatre
dates, including an appearance at London's Finsbury Park Empire, then renamed the Rainbow
Theatre. It was highly successful and Jackie promised a return trip sometime in the future. For the
moment though, on his return to the States, he began work on an album of songs composed by a
young, relatively unknown songwriter named Jeffrey Perry, who had previously been working with
the group 100 Proof Aged In Soul. Though not a commercial success (as might be expected of
Brunswick) Beautiful Day, released only in the US in March 1973, is a jewel of an album, a true
high point in Jackie Wilson's recording career in the opinions of many soul historians. The title
track, a plea for love and understanding between all races and religions, is a breath-taking ballad
with a precision delivery by Jackie, initiated by a brief opening narrative. Other fine ballads such
as ‘Go Away’, ‘Pretty Little Angel Eyes’ and ‘I Get Lonely Sometimes’ are immaculate, with Carl
Davis’ team doing a five star of job and Wilson’s assured delivery is the icing on the cake. Also
impressive are the mid-tempo ‘Let’s Love Again’, ‘It's All Over’ (which became Jackie's only single
release of 1974 due to the feud with his management), ‘This Love Is Mine’ and ‘Don't You Know I
Love You’. And if you groovers wanna get down, head straight for ‘Watcha Gonna Do About Love’
and ‘Because Of You’. Although the Beautiful Day album was a denied a release over here, two
songs (the title track backed with ‘Watcha Gonna Do About Love’) were released as a single on
the reactivated Brunswick label.
From 1973 to early 1975 Wilson had become embroiled in a dispute with his management,
claiming Nat Tarnopol didn't have his client's best interests at heart. A debatable point but
certainly Tarnopol’s inexperience in management certainly hindered Jackie's career at times.
Nonetheless, before the feathers really flew, there was one single release in the States towards
the end of 1973, the A-side ‘Sing A Little Song’ was bloody abysmal while, in complete contrast,
the B-side ‘No More Goodbyes’ was a pleasant, well-handled ballad. The single went top 100…
just. For much of 1974 Wilson and Tarnopol were at loggerheads; Tarnopol seemingly refusing to
do anything constructive for Jackie's career. Relations were still strained when Jackie ventured to
Detroit it in the spring of 1975 (in preference to Chicago) to record the songs for what was to be,
as fate would have it, his last studio album.
Nobody But You, issued almost in secrecy in the US in 1976 and in the UK the following year,
quite simply consists of 10 golden nuggets; all rate high on the fab-o-meter but, in the case of the
title track, the needle practically jumps off the dial. Gladys Knight and the Pips did a great version
of this Barry Mann and Cynthia Weil song but I prefer the confidence, the sheer majesty of
Wilson's reading. The middle section of this song (“no one ever said, lean on me…”) has a
wonderful gospel feel to it, it feels like Jackie's come full circle and he’s back with the Ever Ready
Gospel Singers again. Next to the hit version of ‘Lonely Teardrops’ it’s my favourite J W recording.
The voice is more mature, knowing, lived in, but the quality is still there a hundred per cent. As it is
on the other nine songs; staying with the ballads, ‘Where Is Love’, another plea for brotherly love
and apparently a fan's favourite, fairly brims over in beauty as do Ken Gold and Tony Rivers’ (of
“Castaways” fame?), ‘You Are The Song That I Can't Stop Singing’ and Sam Dee’s ‘Just As Soon
As The Feeling’s Over’. The moralistic ‘Don't Burn No Bridges’ (sung with the now hugely popular
Chi-Lites) was Jackie’s final Hot 100 chart entry in late ’75 (again it barely made it in).
Dancers are well catered for with ‘Just Call My Name’, You’d Be Good For Me’ (co-written by
Gerry Goffin) and ‘Satisfy My Soul’, composed perhaps surprisingly by Sam Cooke’s manager J
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W Alexander. ‘It Only Happens When I Look At You’ was written by Ken Gold and Michael Denne,
who also penned ‘You To Me Are Everything’ and ‘Can't Get By Without You’ for the Real Thing
and is a very likeable track that could appeal to today's generation of soul fans, if exposed. The
album ends with ‘I’ve Learned About Life’, the lyrics of which seem to collectively form an
appropriate epitaph. So, despite the ups and downs of his recording career, at least Mr
Excitement went out on a major high with this collection.

Last Word
With ‘Nobody But You’ safely in the can, Jackie toured the UK for the second and last time in June
1975, which included a date at London's 100 Club where fans witnessed an apparently
memorable show (an onstage photograph is on show in the Club). Returning to the States, he
resumed playing the “oldies” circuit; by all accounts he was sounding and looking in top shape,
had stopped drinking and smoking excessively and had kicked a drug habit. All the more
saddening to learn then, that during a performance for Dick Clark’s “Oldies But Goldies” revue,
held at the Latin Casino in Cherry Hill, New Jersey on 29th September, 1975, Jackie Wilson
suffered a heart attack on stage (supposedly in the middle of singing ‘Lonely Teardrops’), fell
backwards, hit his head on the floor and went rapidly into a coma.
Cornell Gunter, one of the Coasters who, along with Freddie Cannon and Dion Di Mucci, were
appearing on the show also, tried to give him mouth to mouth resuscitation but to no avail. Jackie
later regained consciousness but the blow to his head caused a cessation of oxygen to the brain,
resulting in severe brain damage. For the rest of his life he was able to communicate only by
blinking his eyes.
Almost immediately the rows and disputes regarding his welfare began in earnest. The wives (and
lovers) quarrelled over the money and the guardianship with a complete lack of dignity. Over the
years, despite the occasional benefit show and visits by family, friends and musical admirers (Al
Green was said to have visited Jackie on a number of occasions) and being transferred from one
medical centre to another, the hospital bills remained largely unpaid and Wilson was more or less
left to stagnate.
It seems that when a particular course of therapy was starting to prove successful, red tape would
effectively put an end to it. Under these awful circumstances Jackie lived his life. The end finally
came on January 21st 1984; Jackie Wilson was five months short of his 50th birthday. Even after
his burial at the Westlawn Cemetery in Wayne, Michigan the squabbling went on and,
presumably, goes on. For most of us though, it's the music that matters.
It’s been over 30 years now since young Bunter wore out that 78 of ‘Reet Petite’ (a song
incidentally that Jackie steadfastly refused to sing in concert; read Tony Douglas’ book and
discover why) and my appreciation of the music of Jack Leroy Wilson continues unabated. Over
the course of his career he went from a rhythm’n’blues mover, a Neapolitan crooner, to a stone
soul groover; the ultimate in versatility. Sure there were troughs but also the highest peaks. Three
cheers and a big “Bravo” for Edsel then, for giving this and future generations the opportunity to
fully explore much of the Wilson inventory. (Congrats to Alan Robinson on his excellent booklet
notes for each CD too). Notice I used the word “much”; there were a number of sides that were
issued only on singles, the best of these being the superb ‘I Found Love’ mentioned a while back
with Linda Hopkins, the great, low-down blues of ‘You Don't Know What It Means’, the rocking ‘I
Just Can't Help It’, the deep gentle soul of ‘No More Goodbyes’ and the excellent ‘Baby Get It’. A
few of these rarities have appeared on certain J W compilations in the past (ref: “The Chicago
Years” series on Charly) but, c’mon Edsel/Diablo, how ‘bout gathering up all the odds and sods on
one CD (or possibly even two)? Maybe there are some un-released tracks languishing in the
Brunswick vaults! That’s all I need and I’ll be satisfied.
Brian “Bunter” Clark
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Here we have a self-produced CD arranged and recorded by
the Tales From The Woods Band’s dexterous keyboard
artiste, Claire Hamlin, whom many of you will have seen in
action at TFTW shows.
The disc consists of a dozen rockin’ piano blues and boogiewoogie instrumentals played on a 1930s Brasted upright piano,
which has quite a delightful tone. Embellished with a touch of
melodica and kazoo from time to time this is an impressive
release displaying Claire's nifty fingerwork.
I recognized a few of the tunes, such as American Trilogy,
Yakety Piano (essentially Boots Randolph’s Yakety Sax - better
known to some as the closing music to The Benny Hill
Show!), Red’s Boogie composed by Willie Perryman aka
Piano Red/Dr Feelgood and Old Black Joanna (think about
it…). Most of the others were unfamiliar to me, but all are
well worth listening to.
An impressive piece of work, well produced and a
recommended purchase, plus as all proceeds from the sale
of this disc will go to Broomfield Hospital Cancer Care Unit in
Chelmsford you will be aiding a worthy cause.
The CD may be obtained from Claire at one of her gigs or
online via Facebook or eBay - simply typing Claire Hamlin:
Elbows Going Crazy into your search engine should do the
trick and provide you with the necessary information.
Lee Wilkinson

This release gathers together the recordings from
Albert Lee’s first two vinyl LPs onto one CD, with
the addition of a bonus track, in a neat digipak.
His debut album, Hiding, kicks off strongly with the
lively, infectious Country Boy that Lee wrote with
his former Heads Hands & Feet band colleagues
Tony Colton and Ray Smith.
The breezy, relaxed Billy Tyler, a wonderful Chas &
Dave song, features harmony vocals from
Emmylou Harris and Don Everly plus some fine
harmonica blowing by Mickey Raphael.
The
Are
with
with
and fiddle.
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Louvin Brothers’ pleading country love ditty
You Wasting My Time moves along brightly
Lee playing mandolin and leading the vocals
Ricky Scaggs lending support with both voice

Now And Then It’s Gonna Rain showcases Lee’s precise Fender Stratocaster picking with Chas
and Dave accompanying him, as does the sprightly Come Up And See Me Anytime which the
Rockney duo wrote.
There are no less than three Rodney Crowell songs included; the plaintive ballad On A Real Good
Night, the jaunty Ain't Living Long Like This and the slowish rocker Hotel Love on which Lee’s
guitar playing is exemplary.
Mark Knopfler’s tale of a failing relationship, Setting Me Up, and the bitter-sweet title track are
both enhanced by Don Everly’s harmonising.
So, there is much to enjoy on Albert Lee’s 1979 debut album, which has stood the test of time.
The second LP on this disc is a little less countrified and a trifle more modern rock orientated.
Albert Lee once again shows that his rich melodic voice is not to be underestimated, and, of
course demonstrates his polished musical skills. The band on these tracks includes a young Vince
Gill on guitar and backing vocals prior to his emergence as a country music superstar.
The two standout tracks for me are both John Hiatt compositions, a catchy Radio Girl and the
quirky Pink Bedroom which are reminiscent of Elvis Costello’s early work. The opening number,
Sweet Little Lisa, one of three from the pen of Hank Devito is a really good rocking song, but his
other two compositions are nothing special.
Lee’s own Your Boys is very good too, featuring some nice keyboard work and the excellent
drumming of Larry Londin. Although well-sung, So Sad (To Watch Good Love Go Bad) is taken
slower than the Everly Brothers’ original and consequently seems to drag, while Real Wild Child
follows a comparable arrangement to the Buddy Holly/Ivan version.
Two songs were written by Rodney Crowell; The Best I Can is a lively uptempo offering and is my
pick of the pair, although One Way Rider jogs along satisfactorily as well.
The bonus track, The Highwayman, is the Jimmy Webb song that inspired the Johnny
Cash/Waylon Jennings/Willie Nelson/Kris Kristofferson similarly named outlaw country
supergroup. A terrific rendition it is too, with emotive vocals and grand piano playing.
Lee Wilkinson

55

350 pages, hardback with glossy sleeve, weight 3 lbs, size 10 x 8 ins.
Normal price £30, but £22.50 if you order direct from http://johnbarry.org.uk/johnbarryseven/
or email geoffleonard@virginmedia.com
Clunk and click yourself into your 4x4, plug in the rockin’
downloads, and let’s get back to the future, 1957. The John
Barry Seven (JB7) ex BOAC travel bus is just one of their many
bandwagons which you are going to follow for 350 pages, and
they are starting yet another tour of Great Britain’s dance halls
clubs and theatres. Expect lack of motorways, pea souper fog
visibility and the worst of the “greasy spoons” and guest
houses. If entertainer and card sharp rogue Dave Allen is
aboard, yes the very same comedian and fellow traveller, get
rid of your loose change and leave your cheque book at home.
Co-authors Leonard and Walker have designed this route to
circumnavigate their previous two books – “John Barry: A Life
in Music” and “John Barry – The Man with the Midas Touch”,
dipping in at times, but this book concentrates fully on the band
and its line ups as they came and went, and the text and
photos are new. The book also gives a colourful insight of how
lead trumpeter Barry O.B.E. manipulated his well-crafted team
to create the JB7 product, knowing this would be a springboard
for his overall ambition – film scores.
The early band comprised ex squaddies, dance band musicians and vied with Tony Crombie’s
Sinners and Art Baxter’s Rockets as one of Britain’s first famed Rock'n'Roll bands. Performing
with Mitchell Torok and Johnnie Ray, standing in for Freddie Bell and the Bell Boys when Bell had
to pull out and touring with Tommy Steele, gave Barry and his band the credibility of being true
Rock’n’Roll pioneers.
However London was the showbiz British home of Rock’n’Roll not Barry’s York, but long after
Baxter and Crombie had left the rockin’ business, the JB7 became a national name with frequent
radio and television appearances.
Along the way expect to meet many showbiz “shakers & movers” musicians and JB7 band
members, including the band’s ace guitarist Vic Flick and drummer Bobby Graham who have
plenty of stories to tell. NB: Graham’s second hand record shop “The Trading Post,” as mentioned
in the book opened in Church Street, Edmonton, literally just across the road from my record
collectors shop “The Lazy K.”
The book includes fourteen pages of selected TV and radio appearances, beginning in 1957 with
Jack Hylton’s Music Box on ATV; and an eight page selected discography plus a huge diary of
events. The gigs are meticulously listed showing dates, venues and line-ups.
This is a “must have” book for the British ‘50s Rock’n’Roll fan, ‘60s beat and pop fans and
instrumental enthusiasts. Researchers will find plenty of newly found venue dates and trivia. Enjoy
the trip.
Ken Major
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Last month, Tales From The Woods band drummer, Jeff Tuck, ran the London Marathon to
completion. I can’t say I did, at least not this year unfortunately.
At the same, in order to morally support Jeff in his charitable cause, I
embarked on a Marathon of my own. A Godzilla marathon of sorts.
From the original Japanese Gojira 1954 to the latest
Hollywood Godzilla, King Of Monsters 2019.
This last one, freshly released as of May 29th, two days
prior to the magazine’s closing round up before print. I
could not miss if I wanted to finish the run, conveniently
serving as an excuse for my spectacularly late delivery, as usual.
Editor in chief Harry Maton will attest that unpunctuality is, perhaps, the
main feature of
Being that the original script was so
close to conclusion; a nonstop race of 36 movies, anime films
included (three if you are that curious) each one extending to a
full page accompanied by a compendium of monsters; King
Ghidorah, Mothra or Rodan among others. Making for most of
the bulk of the magazine, about three quarters of the issue,
pictures added, all the way to the first page of Tales From
The Woods magazine. I swear, blending in with Keith Woods
and, again Doug Kershaw just ahead of his concert, on June 16th at the 100 club - not to be
missed.
Personally, the main characteristic of this cinema column is the very last-minute change of heart.
One final viewing leading up to the deadline for the composition will trigger a change of mind and
a new theme will fill the gap between the heading and the signature. Often rushed, often
unplanned. And that’s a shame, because it has happened once again… perhaps this time for
the better.
During my two month immersion in the Kaiju (Strange Beast) genre, from time to time, I would
resurface. On one of these rare occasions, gasping for fresh air, my old cinema reviewer habits
kicked in, enlightening myself about the newest screenings, as usual, taking notes on the newest
titles and release dates.
Sometimes, some movies will have been screened already in their country of origin and I will
refrain from reading any reviews, at least, not till having watched them, therefore, keeping safe
from spoilers. However, there was one in particular that caught my eye. At first, I did not read the
reviews. Still films nowadays get a score. Such was the divergence between the users’ reviews
and professional ones that eventually I could not help myself reading at least one review with a
score of 0.
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I am not a friend of numerical scores. Their best virtue is their biggest weakness. They are terribly
simplistic; useful nonetheless but quite finicky to be used in an objective manner. Good movie,
good scores; 86, 74, 68? Or even bad movie, low scores; 42, 35, 26? What is the difference?
There is something I am certain of. No movie, no score. Zero as nothing, rien, nada.
It is not that uncommon to observe a certain degree of disparity between user reviews and critic
reviews which is totally understandable. Ordinary movie goers have a clear goal; amusement, fun,
diversion, distraction; easily fulfilled by one liners, a plot twist, and renowned players. Add a bit of
CGI, explosions and an impending doom and you’ve got yourself a blockbuster.
Critics on the other side, share the same goal; entertaining. The key is the angle; not towards the
movie but to the audience, the readers. Smart, coherent and pleasurable to the eye. To read, that
is; there is a fine edge where they walk. Given a spotlight to write and communicate is tempting,
especially, after a vast amount of data and knowledge accumulated by endless hours of footage.
And that is a good thing, except when it is not; when this tool is used as a weapon against an idea
or ideas the writer does not agree with.
The movie in question; Unplanned 2019. It has suffered
a very limited release, in the U.S. alone, so far. Experiencing
a plethora of difficulties since day of pre-production, filmed in
secrecy for fear of attacks, its actors being warned by their
peers against working on it. Rejected in many countries,
barely publicised and hardly advertised, its Twitter account
suspended, and being rated R for mature audiences despite
not portraying any nudity, violence or foul language whatsoever.
Plainly put it is simply a dramatized biography of Abby Johnson, director and spokeswomen of
Planned Parenthood. Denouncing the intricacies, dark realities and shadowy agenda of the
business she was working in, the abortion industry. Eye opening and tough to watch at times it
doesn’t have the best acting ever but it delivers when necessary, emotionally and realistically.
Controversial as it may appear, it is a movie with powerful message, a pro-life message. On the
topic, I have myself wandered against and in favour of it. But the more I learn, the better
positioned I get on the matter. You may agree or not. But one can’t have a debate while keeping
to one side of an argument.
On the movie itself, I was shocked to learn that the main actress
was almost aborted by her mother. I wonder if this movie would
have ever been filmed if it had have happened. I am glad it
didn’t. It relates the quest for truth, not in a superhero custom but
in more humane and humble way showing both our grace and
weakness. Therefore, I suggest watching it. Well, if you can. It
hasn’t been released in the U.K. yet. I pray it does.
Most, if not all movies carry a message. If a director, at least, has nothing to communicate beyond
a string of images and sound a film would be void of any soul. Regardless of its political views, as
long as there is not the main motive of a movie.
Gosh, for that matter, the main theme in Godzilla movies and
the original script for this column was to denounce the perils
of science, nuclear weapons and megalomania of political
entities. But I guess I will leave it for a better occasion. For
now, I will dive deep once again to watch the other three
animated movies and bring the marathon to its finishing line.
There are real horrors out there, Unplanned 2019
exposes one of them so I’d better watch a movie where the monsters are just imaginary, the
cause is righteous and the goal is always achieved. A good ending

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.
Back again gang.
On the front page of this issue you could not help but notice our wonderful
drummer in the Tales From The Woods band, Jeff Tuck, proudly
displaying his medal for not just running but completing the arduous 26
mile route of the London Marathon back in April. An amazing feat, I’m sure
you’ll agree. Tales From The Woods is indeed truly blessed; not only do
we have the finest band but within it the finest human beings, many
donations being kindly given to the charity closest to his heart. Jeff
brought his medal along for us to touch, to gaze at in awe, at our May 9th
soiree at Gerry’s club, Soho. Jeff deserves a standing ovation don’t you
agree gang?
During the course of our latest memorable evening Jeff handed over all the relevant paperwork to
another front line Woodie, contributor to this magazine each and every issue for the last few
years, occasional interviewer and very important member of our live events team; however we
won’t disclose his/her name until the project gets the green light. If movement proceeds we shall
definitely announce it in Issue 110. The same issue will almost certainly carry a couple of very
important announcements, one of which is still very much in the balance, the other was born
during the course of my guest spot on Radio Caroline back on 21st May.
Whilst we are on the subject of deserving charities, don’t forget to purchase a copy of our lovely
keyboard player of Tales From The Woods band, Claire Hamlin’s new CD. No doubt you will
have by now read Shaky Lee Wilkinson’s review in this current issue; just a fiver, and all proceeds
go to a local hospital who treated her so professionally and compassionately during her recent
bout of ill health.
Time now to hand over to Dave “Jazz Junction” Carroll for another of his incredibly informative gig
guides, for the eyes of roots music fans only. Have a great summer gang.
The Gig List
Information is obtained from various sources and is hopefully accurate.
The advice ‘check before travelling’ remains sound.
June 2019
1
Saturday
Boo Hewerdine & Darden Smith
Musical union between British and Austin singer-songwriters that began in the 1980s.
Green Note
£15 + fees
4
Tuesday
Cedric Burnside
Grandson of hill country blues legend RL Burnside.
Dingwall’s
£21.45
7
Friday
Claudia Aurora
“Haunting Portuguese Fado”.
Green Note
£15 + fees
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7
Friday
Flamin’ Groovies featuring Roy Loney and Cyril Jordan
“Play Teenage Head in full, and more!”
Under The Bridge
£25 + fees
11
Tuesday
Eli ‘Paperboy’ Reed
Retaining a loyal following in spite of the digital age of his fans.
Dingwall’s
£21.45
14
Friday
Betty Harris
Soul singer admired for her ’60s recordings, now
enjoying the praise from the stage having ‘retired’
from 1970 to 2005.
The 100 Club
£25 + fees

Don't forget to book your
tickets for Doug Kershaw and
Graham Fenton at the 100
Club on Sunday 16th June
17
Monday
Gary Clark Jr
Caveat: Young bluesman who has supported Eric
Clapton and the Rolling Stones.
The Roundhouse
£28.50 + fees

The Organ for the Swedish
Rock'n'Roll Club
KUNGSGATAN 5 - SE-432 45 VARBERG - SWEDEN

19
Wednesday
Jerron ‘Blind Boy’ Paxton
Blues and old-time music from 100 years ago in a
building twice as old.
St Pancras Church
£22.50 + fees

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.

20
Thursday
Nick Lowe’s Quality Rock
& Roll Review (plus Los Straitjackets)
But what quality of quality?
Shepherd’s Bush Empire
£37 - £52 + fees

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

20
Thursday
Justin Townes Earle
Singer-songwriter with a new album ‘The Saint of
Lost Causes’ to promote.
Union Chapel
£17 + fees
23
Sunday
Eugene ‘Hideaway’ Bridges
Recalling the front porch blues he learnt from his
bluesman father.
Pizza Express, Soho £17.50
27
Thursday
Todd Day Wait
Good-natured singer-songwriter from Missouri.
Green Note
£10 + fees
27-28 Thu - Fri
Archie Bell
Soul legend on farewell tour, and not a Drell in sight.
Hideaway
£27.50
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July 2019
2
Tuesday
Keb Mo’
Bluesman whose 25-year career has taken in a film appearance as Robert Johnson.
Union Chapel
£35 + fees
4
Thursday
Mavis Staples
After selling out last year, Mavis said ‘let’s do it again’, favouring us and the Innervisions Festival.
The Roundhouse
£35-£45 + fees
6
Saturday
Rockin’ Johnny Burgin
Went to Chicago to learn authentic blues and ended up on Delmark.
Ain’t Nothin’ But
9.30 pm
?
9
Tuesday
The Reverend Peyton’s Big Damn Band
3-piece band from Indiana playing ‘in yer face’ country blues.
The Garage
£19.50 + fees
9-10 Tue - Wed
Albert Lee & His Band
Grammy award winning guitarist and fan of Doug Kershaw.
Half Moon, Putney
£26 + fees adv, £30 door
13
Saturday
Amadou & Mariam with the Blind Boys of Alabama
Malian duo collaborates with the Blind Boys “for a new project fusing African pop with American gospel
singing”.
The Barbican
£20-£35 + fees
17
Wednesday
JD McPherson & Band
Rock ‘n’ Roll and more.
Scala
£22
21
Sunday
Betty Wright
Tonight’s the night for fans of the distaff side of soul.
The Barbican
£35-£45 + fees
27
Saturday
Alvin Youngblood
Bluesman who appears to have lost his Hart. Hope the
devil wasn’t involved.
Borderline
£15 + fees

http://www.ukrock.net/

31
Wednesday
Lil’ Jimmy Reed
Only London date for Louisiana bluesman.
Blues Kitchen, Camden
£5 + fees
August 2019
6
Tuesday
Durand Jones & The Indications
Retro soul band who are sure to have better sound than Dingwall’s to prove their praise is justified.
Queen Elizabeth Hall £15 + fees
September 2019
12
Thursday
Respect To Aretha
NY afrobeat ensemble Antibalas joined by Bettye LaVette and more to honour the Queen of Soul.
Barbican
£20 - £30 + fees
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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 £20 per year.

Remember - you’re only young twice… Keith Woods
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