April 2020

114
In association with "AMERICAN MUSIC MAGAZINE"

ALL ARTICLES/IMAGES ARE COPYRIGHT OF THEIR RESPECTIVE AUTHORS.
FOR REPRODUCTION, PLEASE CONTACT ALAN LLOYD VIA TFTW.ORG.UK

Gipsy Mabel Cable
peers into her
crystal ball and
tells the Great
Goosetti that a
vitally important
duty awaits in the
very near future.
Our thanks to the multitalented Ralph Edwards
for yet another front page
treat

Our service continues as usual
Keith chats to the Wildest Cat
John Howard chats about Wildest Cats
Nick’s last (for a while) trip to the USA
Jazz Junction, Soul Kitchen, Blues Rambling
And more....
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I first used to see Crazy Cavan & The Rhythm Rockers at The
Fishmongers’ Arms Rock’n’Roll club in Wood Green from
1971, where they were regulars. Right from the start their live
shows were wild, with audience members jumping up on stage.
I believe before the group was established in 1970 Cavan
headed a group called Count Dracula and The Vampires.
Faye Coffey and Breathless Dan knew both Cavan and
guitarist Lyndon Needs as they used to regularly come to the
Rockhouse where the Coffeys lived in Newport, South Wales.
Dan’s brother, Mike Coffey, was the group’s drummer.
This Welsh group played all over the world, and were very popular among Rock’n’Roll fans. Needs
and Grogan wrote so many songs and performed them ‘live’, unlike many British and other
Rock’n’Roll revival groups who tended to perform cover versions. Apart from early originals like
‘Teddy-boy Boogie’, ‘Teddy-boy Rock’n’Roll’, ‘My Little Teddygirl’ and ‘Wildest Cat In Town’ about the Ted fraternity who
were their greatest fans, Cavan wrote and performed songs
like ‘Rockabilly Rules, OK’ and ‘My Little Sister’s Got a
Motorbike’ appealing to the rockabillies and motorbike Rocker
crowd as well. One of my favorite more recent self-penned
numbers was ‘Bye Bye Bo Diddley’ as a tribute when Bo died,
set to the traditional Bo Diddley rhythm. Now, as the song
says, ‘Bo Diddley’s gone to the Promised Land’ and so has
Crazy Cavan Grogan. Here’s a link to the song for on-line
readers.
Crazy Cavan & The Rhythm Rockers were regular performers at the Wildest Cats In Town
Weekenders, and the late Frank Walker and myself always joined others on stage with Cavan for
their final numbers. It was a tradition.
The last time I saw the group was at Harrow Leisure Center for the Rockers’ Revival on November
2nd, 2019. Lyndon Needs was absent undergoing heart surgery, so Cavan’s son played lead guitar
that night. Unfortunately, my photos were all blurred, but I attach some photos of some of their
performances at the Wildest Cats In Town in recent years.
According to Faye Coffey sadly Cavan died on his
own on the evening of February 15th. He
collapsed in the street on his way to the pub. His
brother Colin Grogan, who lives in Australia,
broke the news on the Internet and fans all over
the world were devastated, posting their shock
and condolences on-line. I myself could not hold
back the tears. Cavan had been part of my life on
the rockin’ scene for almost half a century.
With so many original American Rock’n’Rollers
now departed or retired, Cavan was one of the
few still performing original material and creating
wild excitement in their live shows. Their albums on vinyl and CD never failed to please. For me and
many others, Cavan Grogan is up there with some of the greatest Rock’n’Rollers of all time for both
his performances with the group, and for the many original songs he wrote with Lyndon Needs. The
sad end of an era. I am just glad I saw them that one last time a few months ago, and I hear Cavan
was also in good form at the Rockers’ Reunion in January, which I did not attend. One thing is
certain, Cavan Grogan will be sorely missed on the Rock’n’Roll circuit.
Tony Papard
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The Great Goosetti fulfils Gipsy
Mabel’s prophecy by proudly
honking “ HOLD THE THIRD
PAGE! ”
Greetings Gang.
I trust I’m finding all you good rockin’ folk in fine fettle out there, keeping
safe during these worrying times, keeping out of harm’s way. At the time
of laying down these words, it’s the first day of a total lockdown in this capital city and around the
UK. Pubs, clubs, theatres, cinemas, cafés and restaurants have all been asked to lock their doors,
but as for us here at Tales From The Woods we pre-empted all this by postponing our “Swamp
Pop Spectacular” until Sunday 20th September. we knew there was a “Bad Moon Rising” so we
jumped in quick.

Everyone is devastated by being forced into this situation; the artists and musicians are as
disappointed as the fans, they were so looking forward to being with us in such a short while from
now, and I’m certainly devastated after all the work putting it together.
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However, what is to be, will be, so please retain both your concert and separate seating tickets,
those who have already bought them. If you purchased via 100 Club then you need to contact the
venue direct. If you are unable to honour the rescheduled date in September, or indeed have had a
change of heart please feel free to contact us for a refund.
As for us at TFTW we are going to pull down the shutters for a while, we’re definitely sitting this crisis
out. Gerry’s, our hugely popular thrice yearly musical soiree set for Friday April 17th, obviously that
can’t happen, likewise our last Thursday of each month gang meet ups in central London are forced
for the first time in their near thirty-year history to take a break.
All you fans of steam will be unhappy to learn that TFTW has also been forced into cancelling the
trip to the Bluebell Railway, but once those dark clouds have rolled away, I’m sure our hardworking
dedicated webmaster and social secretary Alan Lloyd will announce an alternative date. Alan too
has experienced tricky health problems of late but, happy to say, all is well now and looking good.
Give Alan a cheer, a clap, stomp your feet for Alan who works so hard on behalf of us all at TFTW.
Behind closed doors maybe, but we will still be finding items of interest to entertain you all either via
the pages of this magazine, or through our informative and popular round-robins, courtesy of the
aforementioned Alan and our equally conscientious membership secretary Ken Major, a big cheer
for Ken too, gang.

























Membership of Tales From The Woods, who we generally refer to ourselves as Woodies, will know
that we offer discounts for our shows and merchandise which we advertise on all our publicity while
other selected organizations offer discounts too. I’m going to hand over to our membership
secretary, Ken Major, to explain the fabulous discount being offered to all Woodies by our very good
friend, Jeff Duck of CJRO Records, not forgetting too folks it is in the name of a very, very good
cause.

Hi fellow Woodies,
Let’s avoid the “C” word for today and give the CD and vinyl collectors
among you some good news.
You may know Woodie Jeff Duck, the wheelchair swivelling rockin’ DJ
who has worked some gigs for TFTW and is big time into the 1940s
and early 1950s Swing and Rock’n’Roll music scene. Jeff, who owns
the CJRO Record label, has offered a generous discount to TFTW
which includes a massive 30% off all items. To check out the
catalogue
all
you
need
to
do
is
click
on:
https://www.facebook.com/pg/cjrorecords/photos/?ref=page_internal
Or click on LINKS in the TFTW website home page, and this will open
up the Links page which displays the CJRO link. A click on this will
transport you to the CJRO Facebook and the catalogue. When you
have selected your item(s), please note the serial number(s), click on
the EMAIL button to contact Jeff. Jeff will ask you for the TFTW
discount password which is TFTW919, and he will advise the prices
and anything else you need to know.
Kindly note to address all CJRO product communications direct to
Jeff, not TFTW.
Ken
Thank you Ken.
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Tales from The Woods raises a glass and says farewell to a legendary sideman of Chicago and
swamp blues, pianist Henry Gray who died on 17th February 2020 aged 95.
Veteran TFTW scribe Shaky Lee Wilkinson and I once had the privilege
of meeting Mr Henry Gray. He talked fondly of his old boss, the legend
that is Howlin’ Wolf, and many a giant of the blues he has accompanied.
He made us laugh, never more so than with the story of “Look Out Mabel”
- we fell about until the tears rolled down our cheeks. We asked Henry
whatever became of G.L. Crockett, the performer on this classic piece of
rockabilly on which Henry provided rocking accompaniment. “Well Guys,
let me tell ya” he began in that lazy Louisiana drawl, “G.L. he was one
helluva Jerry Lee Lewis fan. One night ole Jerry Lee was playing a
theatre in Memphis, G.L. was kinda late, ran across the road and got hit
by a bus.” He paused for a moment, looked up at us, before adding “You
know what?” “No” we replied in unison, mouths open in anticipation.
“That goddamn show was cancelled!”
Fanciful stories aside, Henry was a wonderful blues pianist and singer
too. A regular visitor to Europe in his later years, I witnessed him at
several London venues, as well as the never to be equalled Utrecht
Blues Festival, and a regular for many years at New Orleans Jazz and Heritage Festival, where I
would see him on his native home turf of Louisiana.
Henry Gray 2006
© Paul Harris

However one north London venue Henry was forced to play, during a visit some time in the nineties,
in Finsbury Park, at the time a popular pub where heavy rock bands would play, frequented almost
entirely by fans of that genre and followers of whichever outfit happened to be on the bandstand.
Hardly a place for veteran bluesman, and quite what the promoter must have been thinking about,
only he could tell us; it was a free gig too.
Upon arrival Henry was already in his stride (excuse the pun) but just a few hard core blues fans
could be observed, their stools pulled as close to his piano as possible so they could hear him play
and sing, whilst all around metal heads kept up loud conversations, ignoring all this wonderful
sounding blues that rose from his fingertips. A bunch of girls sat around a table, interrupting their
chatter when Henry was about to perform a track, offering sweet patronising smiles for this elderly
musician who must have surely wandered in from the street and has a CD to sell. An evening
remembered for all the wrong reasons. The name of that pub was the Worlds End; I wonder if it still
exists? I’m sure a Woodie or two may know.
Henry Gray was born in Kenner, Louisiana 19th January 1925, an only child. Whilst still a babe in
arms, the small family were on the move, settling in Alsen, a few miles outside the capital of
Louisiana, Baton Rouge. It was here where childhood memories would be forever cemented, the
piano which would allow him a career in music for over seven decades entered his young life around
the age of just 8, taking lessons from a neighbour, by all accounts a kindly lady who went by the
name of Mrs White. This and the 78rpm records in the family home and that all powerful medium of
the 1930s, the radio, became the centre of his young life. Within a year or so, he was playing both
piano and organ at the local Baptist church, and eventually his parents were able to provide the boy
with a piano in the family home. Blues was pretty much taboo in this religious home, but out of
earshot, at Mrs White’s he could cut loose.
Aged 16 by now playing blues in a local club, initially his father disapproved but as he saw the
benefits of hard cash in economically troubled times, there came a distinct change of heart, soon to
become his teenage son’s champion. 1943, now in uniform, fighting the war in the South Pacific,
entertaining his fellow soldiers. Back home in 1946, it wasn’t too long before a restless Henry, like
countless other hopeful musicians, took the train to Chicago.
After a while in the big windy city he was befriended by jazz and blues pianist Big Maceo
Merriweather, whose piano playing had a considerable influence on Henry’s growing style. Steady
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gigs along with steady money followed, and as the forties gave way to the fifties, Henry was in
demand by names that would in decades to come become legendary names in both blues and, as
the decade wore on, Rock’n’Roll too. Jimmy Reed, Robert ‘Junior’ Lockwood, Muddy Waters, Little
Walter, Sonny Boy Williams, Bo Diddley, and of-course the mighty Howlin’ Wolf with whom he would
spend 12 years in his band, whilst at the same time recording as a session man for Chess Records.

Finding time too, to record for other labels, most notably Louisiana ‘swamp blues’ at Jay Miller’s
Excello studio in Crowley, during those first few years of the 1960s. Come 1968 Gray left Howlin’
Wolf’s band, and headed back home to Alsen.
His father had passed away, so it was time to dedicate his energies to the family fish business,
whilst at same time becoming a stalwart upon the Louisiana music scene. Amazingly he found time
to work as a roofer for the east Baton Rouge school board in whose employment he remained until
1983.
In the same decade he recorded with harmonica player Whispering Smith on Sunland label. A series
of these singles commenced in 1985, which are considered to be cherished examples of the last
traditional Blues that would be issued on 45rpm records.
Henry became a regular at the annual New Orleans Jazz and Heritage festival, several times at
Chicago Blues Festival, the very local Baton Rouge Blues Festival as well as many blues Festivals
across Mississippi and around the southern states, and all across the United States.
Once Europe beckoned, he became a regular and hugely welcome visitor, be it at festivals or in
small clubs. 1988 saw the release of Henry’s “Lucky Man” on Blind Pig label, with Steve Freund
who provided the guitar on the album and was responsible for the production too, capturing perfectly
a combination of classic period Chicago blues with some lazy bayou boogie.
Another album followed 1990 on Wolf records, this time dedicated to lovers of the Swamp Blues.
Not surprisingly it was entitled “Louisiana Swamp Blues”. In 1998 Mick Jagger dug deep into his
pockets, and threw a party for his 55th birthday. Held in Paris, Henry was invited to play. Some
thirty-three years prior, the Rolling Stones had Henry’s former boss Howlin’ Wolf perform with them
on American television, bringing the blues to a young teenage audience nationwide in the country
of its birth. For this blues fan, from then on, the Rolling Stones could do no wrong.
As the new century entered its stride, there was no slowing down, recording albums for the Lucky
Cat Label, another a little later for Hightone. In 2003 a CD and DVD recorded live in Paris, entitled
Henry Gray and the Cats, the same year saw Gray appearing in Martin Scorsese’s masterpiece,
the seven-part series “The Blues”. Three years later in 2006 he was back again in front of the
camera, recorded live at Morgan Freeman’s club in Clarksdale, Mississippi. It also featured Jerry
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Lee Lewis, Marcia Ball, Pinetop Perkins, Little Red, DVD carries the title “Falsifyin’”. Henry even
made his acting debut in an independent movie entitled “The Glass
Chord” where he played a fictional musician Saul Solomon suffering
from Alzheimer’s disease.
The second decade of this century, he was still touring, appearing in
a 2015 documentary film “I Am The Blues”. Two years later back in
the studio, this time with his great grandson, De Andre Tate and his
band ‘The Creole Cats’ the resultant album was called 92 after his age
at the time.
During the last twenty years of his long life and career, he was a
recipient of the USA’s highest honour for performers of American folk
music, National Endowment For The Arts with numerous nominations
for awards by the Blues Foundation finally being inducted into the
Blues Hall Of Fame in 2017.

























Tales from The Woods raises a glass and says farewell to rockabilly singer Rudy “Tutti’ Grayzell
who died 26th November 2019 aged 86.
Born Rudy Jiminez Grayzell on 8th June 1933 in the small
Texas hamlet of Saspamco south of St Antonio, as a small boy
he possessed two great passions, baseball and music,
particularly tex-mex sounds that could be heard on radio and
in bars and clubs all around that area of Texas. His dream was
to become a professional baseball player, thwarted however
in its tracks by a teenage love, turning to his second passion
to gain her admiration. From that somewhat flimsy beginning
came a high school group along with a few likeminded friends,
calling themselves “Silver Buckles” playing, as the name
suggests, Country and Cowboy songs. As time passed and
professionalism crept into their stage act they evolved into the
Texas Kool Kats. Out of high school, no other plans in life than
to make the best of his musical talent, playing all the local beer
joints before landing a daily radio show on San Antonio’s
KMAC station.
Rudy Grayzell,
Hemsby 2006
© Paul Harris

An introduction by a local popular, influential DJ, got him his
first record deal, the result being “Looking At The Moon” and
“Wishing On A Star” on Shreveport based Abbott label.

Three singles released with the company found him fruitful work through the south, travelling to
Nashville, to perform at the Grand Ole Opry, along with Ernest Tubb Record Shops Midnight Shows.
Rock’n’Roll had by now swept south and was about to explode nationwide and across the globe.
Word reached Capitol Records, and in particular Ken Nelson, releasing “Hearts Of Stone”. It didn’t
work, in Rudy’s words, “Cause it was too slow” proving him right as doo-wop group the Charms
sped it up and got a hit.
Next up was the Starday label, paired with session musicians, although all ace players, once again
he failed to ignite with “The Moon Is Up” a country ditty, not too memorable to boot. Keeping the
flame burning with by now a wild stage act all around Texas, opening for him on these shows was
12-year old boy with musical talent in abundance, Doug Sahm. Come 1956 Starday boss Pappy
Daly and Rudy got it right; “Ducktail” a slice of wildest rockabilly, the b side “You’re Gone” became
another calling card in decades to come this side of the Atlantic. A hit for sure particularly in Texas,
nationally however it saw limited action.
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Rudy appeared on the Shreveport based Louisiana Hayride
several times, famously appearing alongside Elvis Presley. It was
the Mississippi flash that bestowed his stage name Rudy Tutti
upon him. Another couple of releases followed on Starday “JigGa-Lee-Ga”, but it was his final outing on the label that cut the
mustard “Let’s Get Wild”. It failed, not remotely radio friendly.
It would be 1958 before Rudy went back into the studio, Sun
Records, Memphis, no less, for “Judy” which again didn’t set the
world alight, despite being a good rockin’ track. A remake of
“Judy”, in wilder style, and a couple of other tracks never saw the
light of day.
On the move again, relocating to California, where he cut “FBI
Story”, a novelty disc, complete with machine gun sound effects
on the totally obscure Award label. At the birth of the sixties
Rudy’s feet were itching, and soon he was heading out to Oregon
working alongside Paul Revere and The Raiders, The Wailers (no not the Jamaican Wailers, reggae
fans). Despite plenty of live show work, recording and that elusive hit record remained beyond his
grasp, management persuaded him against his will, increasingly as the years rolled by, to turn his
hand to all round entertainer, case packed, heading out west to Las Vegas
It was the call of the European Rock’n’Roll festivals that rescued him from Vegas, although in truth
it gave him a very good living and by all accounts a sizable ranch house. I saw him in action with a
number of fellow Woodies at Hemsby, Norfolk Rock’n’Roll Weekenders, a few times. The first time
was a wild act indeed, jumping off stage making his way through the crowds singing about his
ducktail. The final time, by now pushing eighty there would be no jumping off stage, plenty of
undiluted enthusiasm, verging on the manic, it was like he was shredding all those decades spent
on the Vegas treadmill.

























At the time of typing we have belatedly heard the sad news of the
death of Bob Solly. Bob was 75, an architect by profession,
although he’ll be far better known to music fans as the author of
‘100 Greatest Rock’n’Roll Records’. He spent many years as a
free-lance music journalist including stints with Record Collector
magazine; an avid collector himself, he also possessed a natural
radio voice which he used to good effect over the years. His
musical career began in the mid-sixties as an organist in the
Manish Boys which, among its members, included an
androgynous 18-year-old from Beckenham, Kent named David
Jones, later to become Bowie, recording a single with them “I Pity
The Fool”. Once the outfit had run its brief course, he worked as a songwriter for Shel Talmy.
Bob was quite a fan of Tales From The Woods shows attending at least two at the Borderline,
remarking on one particular occasion how refreshing it was to see a show so professional and yet
so unpretentious, unlike a show he was under contract to review the night before at the Royal Albert
Hall, an internationally famous pop-soul band, fronted by a singer with distinctive hair colouring,
where he felt it was beyond his self-control to remain in his seat for the entire 90 minutes.
Last time Bob joined us, a few years ago, location, Kings Head, Marylebone, sharing a TFTW
interview with visiting American Rock’n’Roll guitarist and singer, Charlie Gracie. Bob passed away
on 7th January, cause of death remains unknown at this present time.
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Directed by Peter Bogdanovich
This must surely be not only one of the finest 119 minutes of
American art-house cinema, but a masterpiece of post war cinema
of any genre or nationality. Cult director Bogdanovich decided the
film needed to be shot entirely in black and white for aesthetic
reasons, and it certainly added a great deal to the moody, underlying
tension of the film.
The idea came into the director’s head when picking up a paperback
from a newsstand before embarking on a trip, a novel revolving
around youngsters in the twilight of their teens growing up in a small
north Texas town. The author, Larry McMurtry, left it pretty much to
the imagination of the reader when exactly in the 1950s it was set.
However, in the screenplay, Bogdanovich set it in 1951 through to
late 1952, hence the wonderful soundtrack. The hillbilly
Shakespeare, the great Hank Williams, had recently departed this
earth, and it is he who claims the bulk of the soundtrack. Teens
driving their car along a lonely dusty road, street scenes, or the
picture house that takes the name of the movie, it would be Hank’s haunting melancholy voice that
dominates the soundtrack. With titles such as “I Can’t Help It”, “Lovesick Blues”, “Kawliga”, “Half As
Much”, “Why Don’t You Love Me (Like You Used To Do)”, how could any fan of Roots Country
Music not be moved? Hank is not the only authentic country singer to be heard on the soundtrack;
Lefty Frizzell sings “Give Me More, More Of You”, pop stars of the day Jo Stafford, Eddie Fisher,
the magnificent tenor voice of Frankie Laine, what back in the early fifties was a young Western
swing artist, Hank Thompson performing “Wild Side Of Life”.
The director insisted the music should reflect the period in which the film is set, neither too early nor
too late, and naturally he got it totally right.
The cast of the film is around sixty, but these are the main players...

Eileen Brennan as Genevieve,

Cybil Shepherd as Jacy Farrow,

Timothy Bottoms as Sonny Crawford.

Jeff Bridges as Duane Jackson.
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Cloris Leachman as Ruth Popper

Clu Gulager as Abilene

Ben Johnson as Sam The Lion, Ellen Burstyn as Lois Farrow, Sam Bottoms as Billy, Randy Quaid
as Lester Marlow, Bill Thurman as Coach Popper.
Sonny and Duane are lifelong buddies now in their final year as high school seniors, in a small
claustrophobic Texas town. Duane is dating local beauty Jacy, whilst Sonny breaks up with his
girlfriend Charlene after starting an affair with an older lady Ruth, the depressed, frustrated wife of
high school coach, Coach Popper whose under performance in bed is a result of being a sexually
repressed gay man.
A group of boys take their young mentally retarded friend Billy to a local prostitute to lose his virginity;
however, the over excited lad prematurely ejaculates and is rewarded with a slap in the face.
Sam the Lion, a local businessman who owns the picture house, pool hall and café, is so outraged
by Sonny and Duane’s trashy behaviour that he bans them from all his enterprises. Sonny takes
Billy home, Genevieve, the café waitress, tells Sonny that she knows Duane was with them, as she
saw him hiding but promises not to tell Sam.
By New Year’s Eve weekend, Sam has
by now partially forgiven Sonny, and
chats to them about their trip to Mexico,
reflecting upon times past when he was
a younger and fitter man, kindly
handing over some much-needed extra
spending money seconds before they
drive off.

Jeff Bridges and Timothy Bottoms with the director, Peter Bogdanovich

Upon their return, very tired and hung
over, they’re shocked to learn that
during their absence Sam had suffered
a stroke and died. In his will Sam had
left the pool hall to Sonny, the movie
theatre to the lady who ran the box
office and merchandise stand, the café
to Genevieve, while the preacher’s son

was bequeathed a thousand dollars.
As time passes a whole lot of girl and woman trouble is set to destroy Sonny and Duane’s friendship
resulting in a savage street fight which ends with Sonny being blinded in the left eye by a bottle
wielding Duane.
Duane flees the town to join the army, and Jacy suggests to Sonny that they elope to Oklahoma.
Although they succeed in tying the knot, state troopers return them to their parents, and soon home
truths result in the marriage being annulled.
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Duane, on leave from the army before being shipped out to Korea, and Sonny are among a crowd
attending the town cinema’s final performance, an afternoon matinee of Red River, a western set in
Texas.
Whilst Sonny is seeing Duane off on the bus, Billy is seen
sweeping the street with a besom and is hit by a truck and killed
instantly; harrowing indeed, and even worse are the callous,
insensitive words of a bystander.
Whilst viewing the afternoon matinee at the picture house’s swan
song of Red River, watch out for several sequences of American
film legends such as John Wayne, Walter Brennan, Montgomery
Clift, Chief Yowlachie along with players who now may only be
known to hard core completist and vintage western film buffs,
such as Paul Fix, Glenn Strange, Hal Taliaferro, Tom Tyler, Dan
White, Hank Worden.

Directed by Byron Haskins
Produced by Walt Disney Productions, adapted from the book of the same name by Robert Louis
Stevenson, published in 1883.
Starring Robert Newton as the one-legged pirate Long John Silver, and
Bobby Driscoll as Young Jim Hawkins (Aye Jim Lad) along with a sterling
supporting cast including veteran Scottish board treading Finlay Currie.
There can’t be too many loyal readers of this long running tome who have
not read R.L. Stevenson’s 19th century book of shenanigans on the high
seas involving treachery, mutiny, buried treasure, murder and hostage, or
seen this film which displays it all in full glorious technicolour, or the later
in the decade American TV spin offs which kept Newton as the irascible
pirate complete with one leg, wooden crutch, parrot on a shoulder as a
constant companion and eye patch. The long gone but not forgotten
British Rock’n’Roller Johnny Kidd along with his band, The Pirates, based
their entire personas on Newton.
The television spin off was entitled “The Adventures Of Long John Silver”
made in Australia chiefly for the American and British markets, finally hitting the US screens in 1956
and one year later here in the UK, by which time Kit Taylor had been drafted in as Young Jim
Hawkins.
Although TV mellowed the character of Long John Silver making him acceptable to the show’s everincreasing younger audience, there have been over the ensuing decades remakes of Stevenson’s
masterpiece, but for me, and no doubt many of your good selves, this is the only version that counts.
In my tribute to this film, we won’t dwell on the plot known worldwide to most, but of its amazing
cast, particularly its two stars Newton and Driscoll whose later lives were so filled with tragedy.
Robert Newton
During the forties and fifties Newton was the most popular actor
among male juvenile audiences equalling that of swashbuckling
American star, Errol Flynn. Born in Cornwall from where the
ludicrously exaggerated west country accent came, it is where his
ashes were one day scattered by his son Nicholas.
In later years he was adopted by “Talk Like A Pirate” fans as their
patron saint, meeting up annually at a convention held in a Penzance
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hotel, where hundreds dress up as Long John Silver, no doubt repeating the immortal line “Aye Jim
Lad”.
Newton had already had a long and distinguished career behind him on both stage and screen, but
pirate aficionados aside, Newton is almost forgotten today, despite having appeared alongside, both
in lead and character roles, Sir Laurence Olivier, Charles Laughton, Tallulah Bankhead, Michael
Redgrave, Alec Guinness. His genuinely chilling portrayal of Bill Sykes in the David Lean directed
“Oliver Twist” 1948 a testament to his great talent, certainly the inspiration for Oliver Reed in Lionel
Bart’s musical version of 1968.
Robert Newton was very much an influence on Reed in other ways too; his wild, hard living life time,
a hopeless alcoholic, several marriages ended in acrimonious divorce, in 1951 accused of
kidnapping after another marriage collapsed, fleeing with his young son to America.
He dies in 1956 aged just 50 from a massive heart attack, whilst at the peak of his fame, after
repeating his ultimate pirate role in a couple of further movies and his Long John Silver TV show, at
the time of his death, still to be shown on British television.
Bobby Driscoll
Chosen from 40 applicants for a role in 1943 family drama “Lost Angel” for both
his intelligence and creativity that stretched far beyond that of the average five
year old, fast forward seven years to when he was given the role of “Young Jim
Hawkins” he was by now an established child star, with special academy awards
for juveniles under his belt. After this role, it was all to fall apart and eventually
descend into tragedy.
Post production looked promising with an offer to play Mark Twain’s Tom
Sawyer but because of a dispute over ownership rights the entire project was
cancelled, from then on it was all downhill, film roles became less frequent, and he was soon to
descend into heroin addiction. respite of sorts arrived in 1953 acting as model and voice over for
the Disney feature production of “Peter Pan”.
By the sixties he went on to pursue his other great love of art. Estranged from his family he moved
to New York, hanging out for a while at Andy Warhol’s “Factory”. In late 1967 a penniless Driscoll
disappeared into Manhattan’s underground, and in March 1968 his body was found in a deserted
tenement block, empty beer bottles at his side, long time drug abuse having brought on a fatal heart
attack. He was just 31 years old; no one knew who he was or claimed his body and he was buried
in a pauper’s grave.
Almost two years later his mother contacted the Disney organization to find her son as his father
was close to death, and identification was made by the fingerprint department of the New York
police, and so the family finally learnt the truth.
Finlay Currie
This Scottish thespian of antiquity has appeared before within the
pages of this series, courtesy of the St Kilda evacuation movie “The
Edge Of The World”. In this incarnation he is cast as Billy Bones,
Paired again with the lead in the aforementioned film, John Laurie,
the one day to be star of TV’s “Dads Army”, plays Blind Pew. Basil
Sidney is Captain Smollett, Denis O’Dea becomes Dr Livesey along
with a host of names that would be familiar to all theatrical historians
of stage and screen, including John Gregson as Redruth, Francis De
Wolff as Black Dog, William Devlin as Morgan, Sam Kydd as Cady, while Patrick Troughton
becomes Mr Roach. I guess lady pirates must have been thin on the ground back in the fifties.
.
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Baker’s Dozen
A dip into 46 years of correspondence from the
Ken Major (London) / Chuck N. Baker (Las Vegas) archive cabinet
Contact Ken for the fuller stories.
1.
First it was the International Hotel, then became the Las Vegas Hilton, then became the Westgate Las
Vegas. On Friday and Saturday, 7pm, at the Int. Theatre at the Westgate Las Vegas “The King Lives! Donny
Edwards’ Elite Tribute to Elvis”. Tickets start at $22. This is a tribute to Elvis who died 40 years ago on 16.8.1977.
Elvis appeared at the Theatre with 837 sold out shows between 1969 and 1976. Edwards has been the only Elvis
tribute artist to have been given permission by Elvis Presley Enterprises to perform his show at Graceland, Tenn.
He has never played the Westgate before, but has played all around the world. He completed a 3 year stint at the
Elvis-A-Rama Museum, just west of the strip, which closed in 2006. Edwards constantly researches Elvis and
picked up many skills from the Museum, and had access to a lot of rare footage. His show runs through the ‘50s
to the ‘70s with 30 songs and a 10 piece band. Source: Brock Radke, Las Vegas Sun, 10.8.2017
2.
The L.A. Times feature “What is Country” is a great tabloid page which attempts to answer the title based
on an 8-part, 16 half hour film documentary series. It is produced by Ken Burns and premieres Sept 15 on PBS.
There are 15500 AM and FM radio stations in the USA which includes 2100 country stations. The film cites the
relationship between the rural American South in the 18th and 19th centuries and the meeting of the violin from
European classic and folk traditions, and the banjo which came to the States from Africa and the slave trade. The
film includes commentary on the white & black musicians incl. A.P.Carter/Lesley Riddle, Jimmie Rodgers, Hank
Williams/Rufus Tee Tot Payne, Bill Monroe/Arnold Schultz, DeFord Bailey, Herb Jeffries, Charlie Pride. Billboard
noted that not a single record by a female artist or female fronted group appears in their Country Airplay chart.
Source: Randy Lewis, L.A. Times 8.9.2019
3.
A founder of the Muscle Shoals Sound Studios in Florence, Alabama, guitarist Jimmy Johnson, died on
Sept 5th 2019 aged 76. Musician Jason Isbell posted on Twitter "The mighty Jimmy Johnson has passed. A lot of
my favourite music wouldn't exist without him”. Bassist and business partner David Hood said Johnson was a
"friend who became a brother. Jimmy was just an all-around phenomenal music guy". The Alabama Music Hall of
Fame states that Johnson's "distinctive guitar fills" can be heard on the recordings of Aretha Franklin, Wilson
Pickett, The Staple Singers and others. Johnson was also the recording engineer on Percy Sledge's "When A
Man Loves A Woman”. Source: The Associated Press, Las Vegas Review-Journal Sept 8 2019
4.
Jimmy Johnson was a member of the Swampers, the group studio players in Muscle Shoals. Johnson
was born Feb 4 1943 in Sheffield, Alabama. His father was an amateur musician and mother a homemaker and
they tried to get Jimmy to play country music. Hearing Chuck Berry's “Johnny B. Goode” this was the direction he
took. His first paid gig was $10 at a sock hop. He took on a job with Rick Hall's FAME Recording Studios and
moved into the studio as an engineer and session player. The Swampers name was given to them by producer
Denny Cordell when he heard pianist Leon Russell praise the outfit's soulful swamp grooves. They split with Hall
in 1969 and that was when the Muscle Shoals Sound Studios was formed. When working with Paul Simon they
laid down the reggae influenced "Take Me To The Mardi Gras" in 30 minutes. Source: Randy Lewis, Los Angeles
Times 11.9.2019
5.
Solomon Linda, a S. African Zulu died in 1962 so poor his widow could not afford to buy a grave stone.
“The Lion’s Share” to premier on Netflix gives the story of Linda, the composer of “Mbube” aka “The Lion Sleeps
Tonight” and “Wimoweh” Recorded in 1939 By Linda and the Evening Birds, Peter Seeger/Weavers recorded it
as “Wimoweh” in 1952 with additional lyrics by George Weiss which spawned many versions over the years. The
song generated millions of dollars little of which Linda or his family received. Randy Poe pres. of Leiber & Stoller
Music Publishing said “I’ve written two books on the subject. The saga of “Mbube” and “The Lion Sleeps Tonight”
is one of the most complicated and convoluted publishing song writing stories ever”. Linda did not copyright the
song which is now copyrighted to a Weiss publishing company. The Linda family sued Disney for usage of the
song in “The Lion King” and settlement was made. Source: Randy Lewis , L.A. Times, 17.5.2019
6.
Anybody thinking of doing a Beatles Hamburg tour may wish to have my multi page newspaper
feature.(km). The author, from America, worked in a 3 day tour. Peter Paetzold was his first guide in the St. Paull
area who grew up close to the Indra Club which was a strip joint in August 1960, and one of 3 venues where the
Beatles played. Contracts terms were 30 hours 6 nights a week, about $51 in those says. The free accommodation
was in the Bambi, a cinema, and they slept in 2 dark storage cupboards behind the screen. Stephanie Hemel who
plays a ukulele and is a cultural ambassador for the city provides a weekly tour on a Saturday evening, and clients
have included Bob Dylan. The tour in its 15th year included a stop at the Star Club which was closed in 1969 after
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being destroyed by fire. The feature includes Where to Stay, What to Do, Where to Eat complete with telephone
numbers and addresses. Source: Dean R. Owen, L.A. Times, 13.5.2019
7.
Seventy four year old Rod Stewart lived in London across the street from a railway line and became
fascinated with trains ever since. When he built a house in Beverly Hills it included a room at the top of the
building for a model railway. Stewart not only designed the landscape, which is a 1945 image of an American
city representing a fusion of Chicago and New York, but also the construction with some help for the electrical
and computer components. Spending three to four hours a day with the crafting, it took 23 years to complete
and he is figured on the face of Britain’s Railway Modeller magazine. Currently he has cut a new album with
the Royal Philharmonic Orchestra of many of his hits which began in the 1960s when he was in the “Faces”
band. Source: Gregory Katz, The Associated Press, Las Vegas Review Journal 1.12.2019
8.
In 1923 OKeh Records established the first recording studio in the South where field recording
engineer Ralph Peer recorded many local musicians. The building is on Nassau Street in Atlanta but was
only used for one week. On June 19th 1923 Fiddling John Carson was recorded with “The Little Old Log
Cabin in the Lane” which sold more than 500,000 copies and is considered to be the first country hit. On
August 8th this year a demolition crew tore down part of the building before being halted in readiness to build
a Jimmy Buffet Margaritaville hotel. The building space would be used to store the hotel’s dumpsters. The
$100m venture is at the centre of a legal battle and a temporary restraining order was placed preventing
further work until an August 29th hearing. Preservationists claimed a November 6th 2017 agreement between
the City and Strand Capital Group was unlawful because it sidestepped the city’s zoning processes. Source:
Clive Young, ProSound News Sept. 2019
9.
February 9th 1981 and Bill Haley died at his home in Harligen, Texas aged 55. Jim Myers who cowrote “Rock Around the Clock” got Haley a job on a Chester (Pa.) radio station and recorded him on his
Cowboy label well before “Clock”. Haley’s first hit was “Crazy Man Crazy” and when he made “Clock” for
Decca Records in 1954 it was the flip side “13 Women” the company was interested in. The label showed
“Fox-trot” on the label and when “13 Women” paled Myers personally visited West Coast radio stations to
promote “Rock”. This worked, and with a new lease of life the record established sales of 250,000 copies
and eventually sales of 25 million. Haley did a long tour of South Africa in 1980 and was still very popular in
Europe and South America. However, because of tax and other problems he did not tour the United States
after the mid-1970s. His last appearance in L.A. is believed to be at the Magic Mountain Theme Park.
Source: Robert Hilburn, Calendar, 15.2.1981
10.
Pop Staples and Osceola had 5 children, Pervis, Cleotha, Yvonne, Cynthia and Mavis. Pops had
learned to play guitar listening to Charley Patton and sang in gospel quartets. They moved to the South Side
of Chicago from Miss., and Pops taught the children how to sing gospel harmonies in their living room apart
from Cynthia never became part of the group. In 1957 the Staples had a hit with “Uncloudy Day” but Yvonne
was not in the group and re-joined in the late 1960s after working as a secretary and hospital volunteer, but
when Pops called upon her to re-join it was because Pervis left. Yvonne sang well with her sisters and they
enjoyed a large run of hits with the Muscle Shoals rhythm section. The Staples became involved in the 1960s
civil rights movement and sang message songs. When Pops died in 2000 the group dissolved but Mavis
continued with Yvonne providing backing. Yvonne died 10.4.2018 aged 80 from Cancer. Source: Greg Kot,
L.A. Times 12.4.2018
11.
Activists who protest against the use of Amazon’s facial technology requiring law to restrict its use,
strapped cameras to their heads and walked around Capitol Hill last Thursday. They scanned thousands of
faces inside and outside of the U.A. Capitol, and successfully recognised a congressman and also Roy
Orbison who allegedly died in 1988. Source: Las Vegas Review Journal, 15.11.2019
12.
The film documentary “Melody Makers” written by Leslie Ann Coles is running at the Arena
Cinelounge, Hollywood. It will be available on December 17th on VOD. The magazine Melody Maker was
first issued in the 1920s, and in the UK became the most revered music magazine focusing on rock. It is
suggested that the paper greatly influenced the likes of Jethro Tull’s Ian Anderson and the Animals’ Eric
Burdon. The film has interviewees discussing bands who benefited from the magazine’s classified column,
but with a preference for glam and prog rock was slow to respond to punk. It suggests that whilst the nostalgia
is interesting the bigger picture was missed. Source: Noel Murray, L.A. Times, 29.11.2019
13.
A cult rock and roll instrumental was used in the 1985 movie “Pee Wee’s Big Adventure” which introduced
itself to a new generation. “Tequila.” In 1957 Danny Flores was in a group that recorded some songs with rockabilly
singer Dave Burgess. One of the songs was “Tequila” which Flores had written, and repeatedly the single word
lyric “Tequila”. The following year the tune appeared on a B side credited to The Champs with Flores using the
name Chuck Rio because he was under contract to another record label. The tune went to Number 1 on the
Billboard charts and won a Grammy in 1959. Source: Las Vegas Review Journal, Sunday September 24 2006
Chuck N Baker / Ken Major
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Ritchie Gee (with Frank 'Knuckles' Lacey)
Welcome to the King’s Head Private Theatre Bar. Ritchie, where and when were you born?
I was born in London in nineteen phwererr. I think Rock'n'Roll is ageless yet people always want to
know how old you are, and when you tell them they go “Look how old he is, you wouldn’t believe
that” and then they forget about it. But anywhere else you go in England or America they never ask
your age. I never tell my age because Frank always tells my age when he’s drunk (and gets it
wrong). Frank and I have this youth cream which works on me but had the reverse effect on Frank.
Was there any musical interest in the family?
Dad was into opera and used to play the piano. He was always playing the upright piano all the time
and mum hated it because of the noise and the neighbours didn’t like it. Eventually, when I was
about eight, they got rid of the piano but I always remember it. I used to play a little but, nothing
great, Three Blind Mice, that sort of thing, but I liked the sound of it. My older brother Stewart was
into Rock'n'Roll, he was a Ted while my younger brother Tony followed in my footsteps a bit. He
wore drapes and was in a band, not a big band, but he liked the music and played the steel guitar.
My dad was a sergeant in the army and my mother was a Sunday school teacher which worked out
quite well. Whenever I got in trouble I’d apologise as my mum had taught me to always say sorry.
Who were your musical heroes?
We used to go up the Ace Café which was a 24 hour transport café in the ‘60s. I used to go up on
my brother’s bike and meet all the rebels and the Teds and I remember meeting the Wild Angels in
there in 1967/68. They were like heroes and my brother would be chatting to Mal Gray and the lead
guitarist.
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People used to go up there and stay all night, sometimes sleeping
on the tables. The road outside used to be two-way traffic and I
recall one night in 1968 when a lorry driver was asleep so all the
Teds covered him in sausages and eggs. It was a bit wild and my
parents didn’t like me going there. When I went to the Ace on the
back of my brother’s bike there were girls there that would take
you round the back to an old American car for half a crown. I
never knew what they did for half a crown - I was too young.
I was there in 1969 when the Ace Café closed down and then we
went up the Busy Bee. This was a notorious Rock'n'Roll ton up
place with a long road leading to it and a lot of people died racing
there. The Busy Bee was on the Watford by-pass - I went up there
a few years ago and there’s just a plaque marking where it was. I
remember one night I was there and a guy drove his bike through
the doors. It was so rebellious and I liked that sort of thing,
something you’d never normally do.
I used to meet Mark Wilsmore at a
Rock'n'Roll club and he said he was going to try and re-open the Ace as
it was then an old tyre place. He eventually got round to it in 1994. We
supplied most of the bands from the Tennessee Club; Dave Sutch was
there and Jet Black. We got all the bands in a place called the Abbey Pub
which was just down the road from the Ace and had a great gig in there.
About 10,000 people turned up. I started a gig called the Ace of Clubs
which was the first and last gig there as they closed it down afterwards. It’s now a factory where
they do all Chinese food.
What was the first gig you went to?
That would have been either Freddie “Fingers” Lee at the Railway Hotel in Harrow or Shakin’
Stevens in Potters Bar. My brother and I were the only Teds in there for Shaky and I thought I looked
really cool in the drape I got from a guy who was in prison - the arms were too long so I was forever
pushing them up. This was when Trevor Hawkins was playing piano. I also saw Shakin’ Stevens at
the Torrington Arms in Finchley in 1971. He jumped from the bar onto a table and sent all the beer
flying which was exciting because you never saw a band do that.
We used to see Shaky at the Fishmonger’s Arms and this tall guy used to get up, I thought he was
American, and announce “In the beginning there was nothing but rock, now things begin to roll” and
introduce Shaky. That was Paul Barrett who was their manager and I thought he was a Yank. I
spoke to him and asked if he was their manager and where was he from to hear “I’m from Wales!”
Lots of big bands played there; Shakin’ Stevens, the Wild Angels, the Impalas, CSA, Rock of Ages,
all these early bands. When Gene Vincent played there in 1970 the queue was round the block.
Graham Fenton used to turn up at my parent’s house and go out with my brother for the night when
I was still at school. I remember the pair of them combing their hair in my mum’s mirror before they
went out for the evening. When they got back, I was in the top bunk with my younger brother
underneath, and they’d tell us about all the girls they’d been with and the things they did with them.
Graham Fenton and my brother were a right pair of lads together.
Back in those days the only way of finding out who was playing was the New Musical Express.
There was no internet, no mobile phones so you’d only find out from the NME or by word of mouth.
The Teds would always go where the Americans were playing so when I’d go up to London,
Hammersmith and the like, the Teds would turn up and that’s when the trouble would start. There
were Teds from different places and they’d always start fighting. I suppose there was no-one else
to fight.
I remember being chased through a graveyard by Sunglasses Ron when I was a Mod boy.
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Frank: I was invited on “The Time, The Place” hosted by John Stapleton with Sunglasses Ron.
Esther Rantzen’s people asked us to be on a show with Frankie Vaughan
and we said we’d only go if we could meet up with Frankie. He was a bit of
a Ted in some of his early films like “These Dangerous Years”. We met with
him in the dressing room and he was telling us that he went up to Glasgow
and stopped a lot of the violence with the Teds.
Frank: We met Dave Dee who found Eddie Cochran and he told us the
story of when he was a police cadet and got the call to go to the car accident.
Frank and I rolled up to the London Palladium to see Brian Lee (the Elvis
impersonator) and the Rapiers and got there early while there was nobody on
the door so we just walked in. All the staff were downstairs and were being
told that Brian had spent a lot of money putting the show together and he was
to be treated with respect. We listened in and when they finished, they thought
we were part of the entourage so we had the run of the place. We were out
the front and, as people came in, I gave them a Tennessee Club flyer.
Someone even said I had been great at Southampton the night before - the
Rapiers had played Southampton the previous day so they must have thought
I was one of them. We met up backstage with Brian and he had the place
packed.
We went on Kilroy and we weren’t impressed with the way he treated his staff. We did the Big
Breakfast Show on the bed with Jerry Hall and Denise Van Outen (who got to sit on my Harley). I
was being interviewed and was asked if they turned me upside down would my quiff stay in place.
One look from me and they soon changed their minds on that. We also met Vanessa Feltz and
Sharron Davies on that show.
Holly Willoughby asked us to go up to Shaftesbury Avenue with her “Grease
Is The Word” show and she got us singing Greased Lightnin’ behind her. Zoe
Ball was also there and she’s surprisingly tall. We also did an interview for
Forum magazine (I made them agree I could keep my clothes on though)
talking about the Edwardian Drape Society, Teds, Rock'n'Roll and the
Tennessee Club. When the interview came out I went down the newsagents
and asked for a copy, explaining that I was probably the only person in a top
shelf magazine with my clothes on.
We met Katie Ann Day (probably
best described as an exotic actress)
and I invited her down to Wood
Green to cut the ribbon and open my
new club. She turned up wearing an ultra-mini skirt and cut
the ribbon. Kav Kavanagh was the compere and he was
jiving with her - when he turned her upside down you
couldn’t publish the photo! We had three clubs, Tennessee
Clubs 1, 2 and 3 at White Hart Lane, Wood Green and Trent
Park and she also opened the third one. We had some
great nights at the Tennessee Club and there were never
any drugs, just beer.
The first Wildest Cats In Town was at the King’s Stables
while the second one had the Friday night at Trent Park and
the Saturday night at Potter’s Bar, back to Trent Park for
Sunday. For number three we were headhunted by Pontin’s
who asked us to hold our weekender at Pakefield (a place
nobody had ever heard of). We went there to check it out
and they showed us a ballroom that would hold about 500,
17

much like the Tennessee Club, and then asked if we wanted to see the ballroom! Once we saw that
we were hooked and we’ve been there for 15 years.
It has sort of become the home of Rock'n'Roll. When I was in Southgate I think I was the only Ted
in that town and Pakefield is now somewhere that Teds from all over can come and meet and we’re
all the same. We love the same music, dress similar, everyone enjoys themselves and there’s no
trouble there. We have a beach party, talent shows, classic car cruise and people come back year
after year. While it’s Teddy boy based, there’s American Rock'n'Roll, a bit of Rockabilly, British stuff,
so something for everybody.
Frank: We had these guys from Japan, the Crazy Teds, who went down a
bomb.
I’d seen them years before and asked if they’d play in 2016. They got their
permits and turned up with an entourage of about fifteen other Teds, all wearing
white headbands with the Rising Sun on them. They were such nice people but
you end up shaking their hands and bowing your head - it’s contagious. We’re
having them back for 2020. We get lots of bands coming over from Europe; we were the first to
bring over the Spunyboys after seeing them in France.
When I was 15 I was a motorcycle mechanic and I went for my apprenticeship at George Gross, the
main BSA and Norton dealers in North Finchley. I used to go up there on Saturdays and clean all
the bikes, polish the tanks and that. I was told that when I left school, they’d give me a job as a
trainee mechanic and that’s how I got my first job. I loved it, taking engines to pieces and putting
them all back together.
In “On The Buses” the motorcycle and sidecar was a BSA M21
and we used to take that bike just down the road from the Ace
Café to the studios. We had to take the sidecar off and go up
in the lift to the fifth floor to the “On The Buses” set, full of buses
that were made out of cardboard. We met Reg Varney and
Olive, quite an attractive woman but dressed down for the
show, and Reg was surprisingly educated, nothing like his
character. There was one scene where the bike was being
ridden over Wash Lane Bridge in Barnet and the chair comes
off. Our mechanic Ron was lying in the sidecar which had a steering wheel and our foreman was
riding the bike and it came apart while going over the bridge.
There was another scene in “Dixon of Dock Green” where I had a cameraman strapped to the back
of the bike while I rode up the stairs over a footbridge in Neasden filming a convict behind us. We
went down to Dover Castle in 1970 where I had to look after six BSA Starfire bikes for a week on
“Doctor Who”.
Around this time a guy came up and wanted a BSA
bike. I was doing a POP (plates, oil, petrol) and
putting the garage logo on it. I had to deliver the bike
with the foreman to this guy, Mickie Most, and being
around 1970 I had no idea who he was. He came to
the garage three times and one time said he was
doing a photo shoot with Nancy Sinatra and years
later I saw a photo of him and Nancy with the bike.
When I went to deliver the bike, he was having his
house built and his wife said it was based on their
house in Marbella.
Another time we delivered a bike to Marble Arch for
a guy called George Lazenby, a BSA Rocket 3, so
he could travel to Elstree for work each day. When
he got the sack he was told they wanted the bike back but he refused saying they had given it to
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him and it ended up back in our workshop. Eventually it was given to him and we had to run it back
up to Marble Arch so I got to meet 007 a few times.
In 1975 I was doing some floor laying and, just before I finished, I saw this picture of Anthony Newley
on the wall and then Joan Collins walked up the stairs looking like a million dollars, as if she’d just
walked off a film set. I said I had some records by Anthony Newley and she said that was her exhusband and she was so nice. When I told the builders, they said they’d been there for six months
and had never seen her and I’d only been there for three days.
So how did the Tennessee Club get started?
That was at the White Hart, Devonshire Hill Lane in 1993. I went to see the Avengers and went in
the front bar and was told they were interested in doing a Rock'n'Roll night every Thursday. Cliff
Edmonds of the Avengers was very interested in it and the drummer, Terry Earl, and Pete Pritchard
asked if I could do something. I thought the hall was fantastic, very ‘50s with all the wood panelling
and we’d used to go there in the ‘70s when it was run by Terry Marshall from the Adam and Eve.
He was a bit of a gangster and he always had his “heavies” with him - there was something of the
Krays or the Richardsons about him.
I remember one night there was a bit of trouble and he got his bouncer, an old guy, who got hold of
this old rocker and threw him on the floor. This had obviously never happened to this guy before
who looked like someone from the fairgrounds, done it all, scarred face and he just laid there.
We started the club and I didn’t know what to call it but I’d previously been to Nashville where I saw
the Planet Rockers in 1991 and I went round to Sonny George’s place (he was the lead singer) who
gave me a poster that said “The Planet Rockers, Tennessee Rock'n'Roll” which I kept. When I was
looking for a name, I saw the poster and the Tennessee Rock'n'Roll Club was born. Tennessee
implied Elvis or Sun type music whereas Nashville was more Country.
Cliff Edmonds helped me out for a couple of weeks but, because of all his work with the Avengers,
I took over on my own. That worked for a month and then security didn’t turn up one night so I asked
Frank to be cashier for the night and he’s been helping me out ever since. Eventually that stopped
when I got taken to Wood Green Magistrates Court about the sound where I explained that we were
mainly lead guitars, not the big bass of something like blues. They gave us four weeks to soundproof
the back wall of the club – the complainant lived next door to the club and his place adjoined the
back wall of the club where the stage was. I visited his place with some members of the council and
in his bedroom, we heard a booming that was from the bass from soul music but we still had to do
the soundproofing. We had to have the speakers hanging on chains so they wouldn’t reverberate
against the wall but eventually the place was sold to some Turks and turned into a table dancing
joint. We moved from King’s Stables (which used to be Bumbles) and went to Trent Park Golf Club
in 2000.
I think the White Hart was my favourite venue
because it was like a time capsule in a
modern village. Red Hot ‘n’ Blue did the last
ever gig there so I wanted to make it special.
I hired a cherry picker, put it beside the stage
covered in black and with flashing lights and
Mouse started the show from there. I had to
stop him going too high as he nearly went
through the glass ceiling. I taped the theme
from “The Day The Earth Stood Still” and
played that on a loop and Mouse jumped from
the cherry picker as I brought it down. Mouse
had intended to set off fireworks strapped to
his guitar but I had removed those before the
show and then I heard he was planning to set fire to the guitar instead.so I armed my guys with mini
fire extinguishers and, when he lit the guitar, they immediately put it out.
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We had some great gigs there; the Comets, Jack Scott, Charlie Gracie, Freddie Fingers Lee. Frank
had his Rover stolen from the club even though I’d paid some local kids to keep their eyes on all
the motors. Oddly enough, everybody else had no trouble, just Frank. When Twinkle played there I
asked this guy with a nice motorbike if he’d be “Terry” for the night. We emptied the petrol out of his
bike, put it on stage and covered it up. As she sang “Terry” we uncovered the bike and I got him to
walk on stage so she was singing to him.
We also had a strippergram for Frank’s birthday and when I went backstage to check on her she
was completely naked. I pointed out that we had families in the audience and got her to keep her
knickers on while she buried Frank’s head in her boobs.
I wanted to book Alvin Stardust and he rang me so I asked if I could use the name Shane Fenton
for advertising. He said he couldn’t use that name as he’d promised Shane’s mother that he
wouldn’t. He explained that Shane was his best mate and he used to sing with him occasionally
when he was a roadie. They’d sent a tape off to the BBC and he went round to see Shane and his
mum said he wasn’t very well and had gone to hospital. I went to see him in hospital a couple of
days later and was told he’d died. He was only 17 years old. A little later a letter came from the BBC
saying they’d like Shane to appear on a show and his mum asked if someone would be him to keep
his name going, Alvin used his name that one time and hadn’t used it since so he’d have to get
permission from his family. I explained that I wanted to use the Shane Fenton material and I wasn’t
so keen on the Alvin Stardust stuff. Later on he sent me an email to say he’d got permission. He
also told me that Fenton had come from a garage they’d passed when travelling up north, Fenton’s
Garage. Shane had said “That’s it, Shane Fenton and the Fentones”.
On the night he played all the old stuff but then the band went a bit off script and played some Alvin
Stardust stuff which I didn’t want them to but that was probably my fault. I had told him what I wanted
originally but I never went back over it nearer the time even though I had dinner with him. He did tell
me that the Stardust glove was a tribute to Gene Vincent so it all sort of fell into place. When we
went to his funeral in Wales we ended up in the Daily Mirror as the members of his band (the actual
members didn’t appear anywhere). A lot of people still think I was one of the band.
We met with Tommy Steele’s brother Colin Hicks in Basingstoke when he was thinking about doing
a gig with us. He definitely had the Tommy Steele eyes and mouth and he was a bit of a drinker and
although he wouldn’t say anything bad about his brother, he wouldn’t say anything good about him
either. He had been a big act in Italy and was the best British mover I’ve seen. When he went on
stage for us, he changed his act about five minutes earlier which didn’t please the band too much.
I got a call from a woman at the National Film Theatre to ask
me what car I had (a Lincoln Continental Bill Blass Special
Edition at the time) and would I pick up Sam Phillips from his
hotel and take him to the NFT. I took loads of 78s and
memorabilia I got in the States in the ‘70s and while I was
chatting to him, he signed my 78s, my 45s, photos and an A3
Tennessee Club poster I had made up for a Sam Phillips night
the following evening. I also got a picture of Sam with me and
my car. I asked him about the echo at Sun Studios as I’d heard
it was created by a door being left open but he said it was
mainly down to the tape deck they were using and the acoustics
of the place.
We set off for the NFT and, as we were passing Buckingham
Palace, I pointed it out as my old house which he didn’t seem
to find amusing. As we were going round Trafalgar Square I
saw a bus that I thought was going to hit me so I pulled up quick and, as the bus went past, a taxi
drove straight into it. I ended up with a headline that I saved the life of the man who created Elvis.
Back in 1971 I first met Crazy Cavan and the Rhythm Rockers at the Fishmonger’s Arms and on a
couple of occasions I pointed out to Cavan that the sound levels were out – lower the treble a bit,
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bring up the lead guitar and things like that – and I ended up being their roadie for about 15 years.
I went to Holland, Germany, Finland, Sweden, Canada and all around the States with them. We
went out to Select-O-Hits run by Sam’s brother Tom Phillips which sold all the stuff that Sun didn’t
sell, all the rare rockabilly like Meteor and King for 10
cents each. We had a look round their warehouse and
saw loads of amazing stuff including an original label of
Elvis Presley’s “Mystery Train” that Tom gave me and
which I’ve still got to this day. Cavan and I were there for
a couple of hours. He told me that Dan and Mike Coffey
used to go out there in the mid-sixties and go back to
Ireland with tea chests full of Sun 78s and 45s.
Maybe a year after driving Sam I got another call to pick
up Jerry Leiber and Mike Stoller, Elvis Presley’s song writers. I took the stuff that Sam had signed
and they signed it as well. I also got the Jordanaires, Scotty Moore and James Burton to sign it as
well.
Can you tell us a bit about your association with the Comets?
They played at the Tennessee Club in 1995 with Charlie Gracie and Freddie Fingers Lee. A little
while later I got a call and they asked me to meet them at their hotel in Ealing. They were all sat
round a table looking quite serious and said they liked the club, respected me as a person and
asked if I would represent them as their sole manager and agent for the UK. I said yes and came
home thinking “I’m managing Bill Haley’s original Comets!” It was scary and, if I’d thought about it,
I’d probably have said no. You have to get them paid
for their gigs but also keep them in hotels and feed
them when they’re not working. With my girlfriend
Kathy we made a great team. Kathy is a great people
person and the Comets thought very highly of her. I
remember one night I was so tired I was counting out
their pay in £50 notes but they were adding them as
£20s and I didn’t notice until I realised I was about
£2,000 short! Having said that, it was a great
experience.
We had a great time with them and they told us so many stories of their early days. They told us
that Marshall was so young when he started with them that they had to draw a moustache on him
to get him into the gig. He said that Bill Haley taught him to play bass and a couple of years ago I
saw a video of Bill playing double bass and I’d never thought of him as a bass player. Rudy Pompilli’s
brother was playing drums and, as he came up to sing, Bill played the double bass.
We love the music and are so happy to provide it for people that want to come to the Wildest Cats.
How did the Wildest Cats come about?
We did two Wildest Cats In Town in London, the first at the King’s Stables for three nights and I
arranged all the accommodation. The second was at Trent Park on Friday, the Wylletts Centre in
Potter’s Bar on Saturday and back at Trent Park for Sunday. Pontin’s rang me up and asked if I’d
be interested in doing a weekend event in Pakefield. I’d never really heard of the place but, back in
the day, I used to do a lot of driving for Tom at Hemsby and I once pulled in there for a quick sleep
but I thought it was an old army base. I met up with them and they showed me around the site, the
small hall, the ballroom and I decided I wanted to hold the weekender there. However, I didn’t know
what to call it but, having worked with Cavan for all that time, they had a song called “The Wildest
Cat In Town” so I borrowed that as the title. Cavan played there every year with no contract, they
just knew they would be playing there. That’s how it all started and it was a success from day one.
Frank: The first one at Christmas, nobody was staying on campus and we just had the hall with
everybody going home on Sunday afternoon. Now we do two a year on Thursday, Friday, Saturday
and Sunday.
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This summer just gone we had 900 people arrive on the Thursday and another 700 on the Friday.
When we started we had a bit of opposition and we had to move the event to the summer which
was an expensive option as that’s the peak time for holiday bookings and we had to cover the cost
of the lost holidaymakers.
Frank: In the summer it’s pretty much 24 hours as you’ve got the gigs, events at the pub, beach
parties or private parties.in the chalets.
We’ve got something going on all the time so I’m there all the
time and I shake the hand of everyone who arrives and kiss all
the girls. Sometimes I get mixed up but not too often. I do the
same when they leave because they are all coming to my show
and it’s not just like a business event. I’ve heard so many stories
of how people met, their Rock'n'Roll experiences and so on.
People have even been married there. Even at the Tennessee
Club, Darrel Higham met Imelda May there. I remember when
she first sang for us back in 2000 and I thought what a gutsy
voice she had - she’s a phenomenon out in the States.
The Wildest Cats is going from strength to strength and we’ve got a niche audience. They come
from Brazil, Australia, New Zealand, Spain, Italy, Russia, Norway, Finland… when the Norwegians
came over we had visited their Wild Bunch Rock and Roll Club where they had our pictures all over
the walls and bought us drinks all night. They treated us like long lost brothers and we regularly get
about 30 of them at our shows.
Denis: How did you get into American cars?
I used to buy American Drag Racing magazines and our coalman
had a son who was into drag racing. He offered to take me up to
Santa Pod to watch his son and he picked me up in a Ford V8 Pilot
that his son had rebuilt, dressed up like James Cagney. In those days
you could wander around the pits and I saw a lot of famous stuff, Alf
Hagon’s drag bike, George Brown’s Vincent together with the smell
of Castrol R.
My first car was a Jaguar 420 and then a PA
Cresta and my first American car was a 5.7 litre
V8 Cadillac Seville, one of the last they made
before they started reducing the engine sizes.
My last car was the one I mentioned earlier, the
Lincoln Continental Mk V. I had it for 18 years
and I’ve only just sold it With bikes I had a
Harley Davidson 1200 Sportster for ten years
and I was building a Norbsa, a 650cc BSA
Super Rocket engine in a Norton wideline frame
and, when I got into cars, I entombed it in my
bedroom in Southgate with a frame around it
where it stayed for about 15 years. When I
moved to Leicestershire, Frank gave me a hand
to disentomb it and there it was, looking brand
new. It’s about 95% finished so quite a long
term project.as I’ve had it for about 35 years.
I’ve also got a Honda F6C Valkyrie. I think if I
get another one it will be a trike – bikes are for
youngsters.
Great stuff Ritchie.
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JAZZ JUNCTION
Three Of My 2020 Jazz Gigs Leading Up To The Coronavirus Lockdown
Let’s begin at the back end of January with a visit to the East Side
Jazz Club (one of the first to close, in order to avoid losing any of
its audience) to see the Xhosa Cole Quartet. Born in
Handsworth, the tenor saxophonist, who cites John Coltrane as
an influence, was the winner of the BBC Young Jazz Musician of
the Year in 2018. He was joined by the similarly youthful James
Owston (bass) and Jim Bashford (drums), and the slightly older
Jay Phelps (trumpet) from Canada.
The numbers selected were predominantly from the bebop
decades, and included And Then He Stopped (Dizzy Gillespie),
Kiss And Run (Sonny Rollins), Blues Connotation (Ornette
Coleman), Zoltan (Woody Shaw), and Billie’s Bounce (Charlie
Parker). There was a freshness to the interpretations, and the
conversations with the two horns working in tandem and between
other combinations were a striking feature. In contrast, both
Xhosa Cole’s feature on Duke Ellington’s Sophisticated Lady and Jay Phelps’ on Thelonious Monk’s
Reflections enjoyed a more traditional appeal.
February brought the Denys Baptiste Quintet to Ronnie Scott’s
for a performance “Celebrating Joe Henderson – The Blue Note
Years”. The band comprised Denys Baptiste (tenor sax), Byron
Wallen (trumpet), Bruno Heinen (piano and keyboard), Daniel
Casimir (bass), and Rod Youngs (drums).
An excellent British band gave tenor saxophonist Joe
Henderson and the Blue Note label the sort of celebration they
continue to deserve. The Inner Urge album contributed three numbers (Isotope, You Know I Care
and Inner Urge), as did In ‘N’ Out (Punjab, Serenity and Short Story). But Black Narcissus appeared
to have infiltrated from the Milestone label.
My last live gig was at the start of March at Ronnie Scott’s for the appearance of the Kenny Barron
& Dave Holland Trio featuring Johnathan Blake. Kenny Barron is a lyrical pianist whose career
includes stints with Dizzy Gillespie in the nineteen-sixties and Stan Getz in
the nineteen-eighties. The Wolverhampton-born bassist Dave Holland was
virtually plucked off the stage at Ronnie’s in 1968 to join the band of Miles
Davis in New York. As Miles moved away from acoustic jazz, Dave
switched to electric bass, but fortunately here was playing the upright
variety. Johnathan Blake has been Kenny Barron’s drummer of choice for
several years.
Kenny Barron’s Seascape and Mulgrew Miller’s Second Thoughts were both attractive pieces that
warmed the soul. Verging on a funky feel was the vibrant Pass It On, a Dave Holland composition
dedicated to the New Orleans-born Ed Blackwell, drummer with Ornette Coleman during the early
part of his career. Other compositions included were Kenny Wheeler’s Mabel, Duke Ellington’s
Warm Valley, and Thelonious Monk’s Worry Later, confusingly also known as San Francisco
Holiday.
This was a marvellous evening of jazz to savour before the lamps went out all over the UK by an
integrated trio of three excellent musicians where Dave Holland’s equal voice was key.
Dave Carroll
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I’ve done what no self-respecting music lover should do… I’ve sold my treasured vinyl record
collection. I had just over 1100 LPs and 3750 singles and EPs and stored them happily in my house
in France which was an old Granary and had plenty of room. After several serious hospitalised
operations, we realised the house in France was not being supported by us, the kids didn’t use it
and we were getting no younger. It was in a remote area and needed a car to get anywhere so we
decided to sell it. It took a couple of years but finally, last October, a divorced Frenchman bought it.
We have a small fully furnished home here in the UK, so we sold it with all the fixtures and fittings
and got a reasonable, no haggling, price. We brought home a lot of personal stuff which included
my record collection but there just was not enough room to house it. I faced some serious facts. A
small house, I was coming up to 80 and would probably never listen to most of it again (I already
had a big CD collection steadily growing and two computers full of music) and some of it was
valuable. I got what I thought was a good price for it in one sale (I would recommend the dealer who
was an enthusiast and, I thought, very fair), and here am I, a couple of weeks later, with a good sum
in my bank and, more importantly, not a bit concerned that it has all gone.
I did keep about 40 LPs because they have sentimental value, but I will
probably record them and let the same dealer have them. People can talk
about the special clarity of LPs but my hearing is depreciating all the time
and I can’t really tell the difference between an LP and a cassette, let
alone a CD, which is a bit sad but a fact of life. A lot of Blues records
were amongst the heap but nothing I can’t replace on CD or have already
on computer.

Who did I last See? My local Blues club has had a couple of ‘Blues’ artists since I last went but
these have been of the very loud, long guitar solo type (is there anybody out there who can put a
sensible name to this deafening, boring ‘entertainment’ which does, incredibly, attract droves of
support) so I didn’t go. There are two or three other venues quite nearby but my night driving is
hampered by the glare from oncoming halogen headlights so I visit my local pub instead, or would
do if there wasn’t another serious reason why I can’t go out!

Lists: Following the popularity of the last list (pub rockers) here is a list of bands we booked in the
‘80s & ‘90s in my pub and village hall. The village (1400 voters) filled each venue trusting my mate
Jack and I to bring some real talent to the venues.
Chas & Dave (twice)
Diz and the Doormen
Mickey Jupp
Juice on the Loose
Balham Alligators (10 times – easily the most popular)
Alias Ron Kavana (3 times)
Poorboys (twice)
Soul Patrol (4 times – a great 9-piece soul band from the midlands)
James Hunter (4 times)
Chris Jagger
Dana Gillespie (twice)
Richie Milton
24

Bop Brothers
Big Town Playboys
Bob Kirkpatrick
Miss Demeaner and Platform Soul
Hershey and the 12 bars
Dino Baptiste
Paul Cox
The Hamsters (three times including a two nighter)
I would also like to mention a local band (we always used local bands for support) who appeared
for us 17 times, Adrian White’s One Way Out.
As I have a very big birthday coming up, I decided to pull out all the stops and book Mike Sanchez
which I did but a pestilence covered the land and it was cancelled. (I will be having it later and using
One Way Out as the support).

The Blues Styles: Continuing the blues history and roots, I think I didn’t give Chicago a proper
innings so here is a little more about Chicago Blues. I want to write about the rise in electric Blues
which I only skimmed over last time.
Rent parties and clubs with music started a phenomenal rise in numbers in Chicago and lots of
people turned up to meet neighbours and try to listen to the musicians which was difficult because
of the people shouting to be heard over other people talking. It was a kind of Babel.
This was just after World War 2 and many southern blacks who had served their country came
home, packed their meagre belongings and travelled north. Better to work hard in a meat packing
plant than toil mercilessly in the fields of Mississippi. They had seen the world and wanted a better
living and, by 1950, there was a huge increase in record labels and Blues music especially for this
increasing black population and market.
Then Muddy Waters came to town and Chicago Blues
never looked back. He first tried the urban style, but it didn’t
work for him. He saw that a good band was important and
played at a lot of house parties at night while driving a truck
during the day.
He noticed two things while trying to play and sing over the
noisy din of a house party. First, he needed amplification
and second a good tight Blues band. Muddy did both these
things and became the first (probably) electric Blues band in Chicago, blowing all the other support
bands off the stage. His line-up of musicians gradually changed but the magic line up was Edgar
Evans (loud drums), Jimmy Rogers (also lead guitar), later, Otis Spann (amplified piano) and, the
icing on the cake, Little Walter (amplified harmonica).
It wasn’t long before electric Blues bands were springing up (and club
owners insisted that there was a harmonica player in the group), many,
with what-would-later-be famous names, too innumerable to pick any
out but everyday Blues names today.
Chess and almost every other recording company was working hard to
record these because it was the popular music of its time. But by the
mid ‘50s the music had started to change. Muddy Waters said, “The
Blues had a baby and they called it Rock and Roll” and he was right.
The Blues audience had turned to this ‘new music’. On the south side
of Chicago, however, and moving with the times, artists like Otis Rush,
B.B. King and Buddy Guy were incorporating a couple of saxes in their Blues and approaching it
with a fresh clean amplified twist.
As I said in the last issue the blues in Chicago is still evolving and I love the contemporary Chicago
blues which is changing as we speak.
25

Blogs: I’m not much into blogs (I enjoy Nick Cobban’s) but I have just read Mickey Jupp’s latest
CDs review on https://rockingmagpie.wordpress.com which is also a roots music site full of music
news and reviews. Bookmark it in your computer to follow some interesting views.

Books: I haven’t read it yet, but I have it on order. A Fabulous Creation by David Hepworth. The
short review says it’s an entertaining account of the golden age of the LP.

What was my last CD? ’Still Cookin’ – The Phantom Blues Band
I keep a look out for keyboard player, Mike Finnigan, who appears
to be a go to musician when a pianist is required and he is a founder
member of this great Blues Band, first put together by Taj Mahal on
his CD ‘Shouting In Key’ and they, as session musicians, decided to
stay together as a band. This album contains 12 cracking tracks
from a talented 6-piece Blues band (with some great guests) and in
these locked down times, I’m playing it continuously… except… you
get two for one in this issue as, at the same time, ‘Under The
Influence’ - James Pennebaker’ arrived. This is a 7 track fat EP full
of the truly magnificent Blues (and Rock and Roll) – ‘Goin’ Down
Slow’ with Reese Wynans on roaring roadhouse piano and James
lashing the guitar riffs with Joe McGlohon on wailing sax, it’s a bit
like Jerry Lee Lewis-meets-Chuck Berry. Other great guests include Delbert McClinton (harmonica),
and Dana Robbins (baritone sax). Other great covers include ‘Honest I Do’ and a great favourite of
mine, ’Linda Lu’.
He has been playing most stringed instruments since he was 8 (when he picked up a violin) and
has backed a very long list of famous R&B/Blues artists. This is his first solo album and a real find.
I am now on the lookout for more.

What’s on my iPod? ‘Little Red Rooster’ by Howlin’ Wolf
We almost all own a copy of this track, recorded in 1961 by Chester Arthur Burnett (his real name)
and it is probably one of my favourite Blues tracks. Certainly, he has a rough, almost frightening
voice but I think it also has one of the most modern backing tracks in Chicago Blues history. Howlin’
Wolf did the wonderful slide guitar while backing him on second (electric) and quite intricate guitar
is Hubert Sumlin. The writer of the song, Willie Dixon, is on bass, Johnny Jones on wonderful
background piano soloing and Sam Lay on great drums. There might just be another guitarist,
Jimmy Rogers.
It never made any charts as a single although the Rolling Stones with a slightly faster version got to
No. 1 in the UK with it.
Although Willie Dixon claimed to have written it, Howlin’ Wolf was influenced by the great Charlie
Patton and in 1929 he recorded ‘Banty Rooster Blues’ which contained similar sentences. Some of
the lyrics in Memphis Minnie’s 1936 song ‘If You See My Little Red Rooster’ are also similar.
Other versions of the song include ‘Margie Day and the Griffin Brothers’ 1950, called ‘Little Red
Rooster (this is a Swing/Jump Jive style and not at all the same), Willie Dixon’s own version with
harmonica lead (a drab Blues) and Sam Cooke’s soul version. There is a vast array of later versions.
Dave Parker
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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.
Rockin’ Race, Torremolinos: February 2020
I'm back in sunny, if rather chilly Spain for the 26th Rockin' Race Jamboree and I reckon it's the
best line up I've seen here. Also here are John Howard, Gordon Fleming, Jonathan Batten, Jackson
Sloan and his girlfriend Naima and, as always, Dave Thomas. The afternoon session at the
Barracuda Hotel on the first day featured a couple of decent acts - Rusty and the Riots from Scotland
and Bailey Dee - but the evening action at the Auditorium Principe De Asturias was exceptional.
Anita O'Night and the Mercury Trio, who kicked
things off, were okay but the evening took off with
the arrival of Rosie Flores. I saw Rosie twice in
Nashville last year and enjoyed her more rock
influenced numbers but was less enamoured with
her country stuff. Backed by Deke Dickerson on
double bass her set began with 'Get Rhythm' and
continued with the self-penned 'A Simple Case Of
The Blues' before she was joined on stage by sax
player Kenny Thomas and then James Intveld, who
duetted with her to good effect on 'Crying Over You'.
Towards the end of the set the two of them moved
towards a more rockabilly flavoured mood and she
finished strongly with 'You Tear Me Up' and finally a
Wanda Jackson style 'Let's Have A Party'.
Highlight of the night was the Ragin' Cajun Doug
Kershaw who as always produced an enjoyable and
amusing, if slightly chaotic, set of Cajun influenced
rockabilly. Supported by the Dave and Deke Combo
he began with 'Diggy Liggy Lo' and smiled and fiddled
his way through the amusing 'Hey Sheriff', 'Better To
Be A Hasbeen Than A Never Was' and 'Sweet Love
Is Hard To Find'. After some excellent fiddle work on
'Cajun Joe (Bully of the Bayou)' there was 'Why Don't
You Love Me Like You Used To Do', 'Love Me To
Pieces' and 'Hey Mae', with enthusiastic audience
participation. Now looking a little weary (he is 84 after
all despite his slim frame and the glint in his eye), he
ended with 'Louisiana Man' and a brief reprise of 'Hey
Mae'. An entertaining and all too short set and good
to see him again after his Tales From The Woods appearance last year.
Next up were Paul Ansell's Number Nine who produced a melodic and varied set. Paul's vocals on
such numbers as 'Lonesome Train', 'If I Ever Get To Memphis' and 'Sea of Heartbreak' were
exemplary. So too were 'Train Of Love', Iggy Pop's 'The Passenger', 'Hey Joe' (maybe not the best
of choices) and a couple of Elvis songs, 'I Forgot To Remember To Forget' and 'She's Not You'.
Overall an enjoyable set.
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Final act for me, were Darrel Higham and Robert
Gordon. Darrel did three numbers, including 'Dark
Haired Woman' and 'Ghost Of Love', and performed
them well, before Robert Gordon came on stage, looking
perhaps a little the worse for wear. He strutted around
the stage grimacing and posing, but to be fair his voice
came across strongly on numbers such as Jack Scott's
'The Way I Walk', 'I'll Be Your Lover Boy', 'I'm Coming
Home' and 'Little Boy Sad'. Not a bad start to the festival.
The 'surprise band', due to appear at 3am, was the Jets,
but by this time I had taken my leave. Much more to
come though.
Friday: Take a mix of Barrence Whitfield, probably the
most dynamic rock and roller currently around, Los
Mambo Jambo, Spain's most exciting instrumental
group, and a dozen horn players comprising the band's
'Arkestra' and what do you get? The answer is a blend of
excitement and power second to none. Barrence's high
energy screams were channelled into a set of pure
energy from beginning to end, with the Mambo Jambo
Arkestra providing thunderous and very loud
accompaniment and visual brilliance. The band's front
men on sax, bass and guitar drove the set throughout
with no fewer than three trombones, three trumpets and
half a dozen more sax men, all of them wearing a fez, causing mayhem and noise behind Barrence's
exciting vocals. From the initial scream introducing 'Bloody Mary', through 'Georgia Slop', 'Have A
Good Time', 'My Hi-F Baby', 'Big Fat Mama' to 'Stop Twisting My Arm' it was raw power all the way.
For an encore Barrence stripped into a caveman costume for one final number of the same name.
A great, if loud, set and one which will live long in the memory.
That was the highlight of day two of the Rockin' Race but there
was plenty more to enjoy too. Earlier there was a fascinating
interview with Richard Weize, the founder of Bear Family
records, who reminisced about his early visits from Germany to
London and bemoaned the current state of the record industry.
Richard has been responsible for a huge number of box sets
over the years but has now bowed out of the company. He
seemed disillusioned with the world of recorded music but still
owns a massive personal record collection. A man after my own
heart. He was joined on stage briefly by Doug Kershaw.
First music of the evening came from Charlie Rich Junior,
who paid tribute to his dad's years at Sun and showed that
he's a decent piano player with a fair voice. Numbers
included 'Mohair Sam', 'Who Will The Next Fool Be', 'Big
Hunk Of Love', 'Rebound', 'Lonely Weekends' and 'Break
Up'. It was a fine start to the evening.
Next up were the Hi-Jivers from Nashville, a group with a
bluesy feel to them and a female singer with a gravelly voice
in the mode of Ko Ko Taylor. She made a very good stab at
'Long Tall Sally' and the more country flavoured 'Just One
More Time' and the band made a very good impression overall.
28

Following them were the Dave and Deke Combo featuring
Dave Stuckey and Deke Dickerson in their hillbilly mode.
There was humour, rockabilly, rock and roll and even hints
of the Shadows and Duane Eddy at times, all performed
with great skill. Numbers included 'Hillbilly Twist' and the
amusing 'Chew Tobacco Rag' which included whistles from
Deke. Good fun throughout
Next day we walked down town to watch the Mambo Jambo
Arkestra playing for free. This was a purely instrumental set
but veered into Big Band territory with some numbers
sounding like the Ted Heath band or Elmer Bernstein and others more like movie soundtrack scores.
Despite the great skill of the performers, and the dynamic front men, the lack of vocals meant there
was rather a lot of sameness about many of the numbers. A good way to wile away an hour however.
Back at the Barracuda I took a quick look at a duo called Modern Sound, but they appeared to be
doing MOR versions of Beatles songs so I didn't stay long. They were followed on stage by a lady
called Lily Locksmith, a feisty R and B singer wearing a leopard print top and a sailor's hat who
came across well.
Saturday evening's show started with Sun and
Lightning, a competent and fairly pleasant rockabilly
outfit. Next up was the ever-popular James Intveld,
once of the Blasters, whose set included some laid
back country vocals, finger snapping, rock and roll,
even ‘Happy Birthday’ to his mum. Numbers included
'Stop The World And Let Me On', 'I Ain't Nothing But
a Man In Love', 'Crying Over You' (a duet with Rosie
Flores), 'Brown Eyed Handsome Man', 'Playboy' and
an extended version of 'Polk Salad Annie'. It was an
entertaining if less than overwhelming set.
MFC Chicken came next playing a tribute to Seattle band
the Wailers (not the reggae group). Dressed in white suits
there was something of a garage feel to this largely
instrumental set, which included 'Tall Cool One', 'Dirty
Robber', 'Mau Mau' and vocal versions of 'Louie Louie'
and 'Bama Lama Bama Lu'. Anita O'Night contributed
one number. Finally, for our group at least, as we were
nipping back and forth to a Spanish bar we had found,
came the Country Side of Harmonica Sam, a rather
plodding Swedish honkytonk band who weren't really to
my taste.
In the days following the festival the Woodies group strolled along
the sea front and, on the final day, took a coach to Gibraltar. It was
a beautiful day (73 degrees F) and some of us took the cable car to
the Top of the Rock, where you can see both the Mediterranean
and the Atlantic. Sad that this quirky and anachronistic piece of
land, ceded to the UK by the Spanish in 1713, should be forced to
leave the EU against its will.

Nick Cobban
As usual, TFTW would like to thank Nick for allowing us to borrow (steal?) his articles
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SOUL KITCHEN
THE HOME OF REAL SOUL

LOST SOULS
FARRIS LANIER
Farris Lanier was born 23rd January 1949 in Jackson, Tennessee. He was the
co-founding member and lead singer of The Jacksonians in 1968, and Lanier
& Co. in 1976.
He began his musical career singing in church at the age of three, in a quartet
his father sang in. His father was a major influence in the young Farris Jr’s
early life. Farris Jr did the talent show circuit in Junior and High school, often
winning another bronze statue or record token. When he finished his
schooling, his father wanted him to form a vocal group so along with a
collection of ex school buddies they formed The Jacksonians.
In 1968 the group got a recording contract with Way Out records, and released
their debut forty five accompanying R&B singer Fred Towles, with a dance inspired ditty, 'Hook It
To The Mule'.
It wasn’t until 1970, now with MGM’s subsidiary label Sounds Of Memphis, a further two releases
from the group were forthcoming, 'California Dreaming' and 'Laugh', which failed to make any
impact.
In 1976 they revamped the group and changed their name to Lanier & Co. Eventually, in 1982 they
signed a deal with LARC records. The group was always maturing for this moment. Their first
release for the label was the awesome album simple titled, Lanier & Co. They finally hit the charts
and made Soulboy’s ears prick up. What a revelation this album was; impressive Farris Jr’s soulful
lead vocals, with so much feeling for the songs, brilliant material, heartfelt arrangements. It’s
definitely one of the great soul albums of all time, a true deep soul masterpiece. A Phillip Mitchell
composition, 'After I Cry Tonight', superbly interpreted by Farris Jr, is lifted from the album, finding
both charts R&B (26) and Pop (48). Further chart appearances, 'I Just Got To Have' (R&B 47), and
a phenomenal soulful version of Bobby Bland’s 'Share Your Love With Me' (R&B 57). Alas this was
their last chart appearance. Porretta favourite Toni Green is among the backing singers on some of
the tracks.
A quiet recording period for the group, although they toured constantly.
In 1987 they reappeared on Willie Mitchell Waylo imprint with a rather second rate album, DANCING
IN THE NIGHT. But it did have a couple of highlights. 'Strange Love Affair', a typical love on the
side saga full of emotive vocals from Ferris Jr, and 'Afraid Of Losing You' a wistful tale being the
highlights.
After a long illness, he died 21st November 2019.
BARBARA MARTIN was an early member of the Primettes, which were founded in 1959, who in
1961 signed with Motown as The Supremes. She left the act in early 1962, and the remaining
members Ross, Ballard and Wilson carried on as a trio achieving enormous success.
She was born in Detroit 1st June 1943 and died 4th March 2020.
MANU DIBANGO acclaimed saxophone legend who broke new
ground with his captivating fusion of jazz and funk. He is probably
best known for his 1972 hit ‘Soul Makossa’. He collaborated with
numerous artists over a long career, including pianist Herbie
Hancock, the legendary Afro beat pioneer Fela Kuti, and just about
any who’s who from the jazz/soul world. Among his many
recordings ‘Big Blow’ is a Soulboy favourite.
Alas a victim of the Coronavirus, he died 25 March 2020. He was 86.
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A HANDFUL OF SOUL GEMS FROM YESTERYEAR
CLARENCE CARTER : What Was I Supposed To Do/I Couldn't Refuse Your
Love : US Future Stars 1012 (1977)
Late seventies would be probably his leanest period in music, but
undaunted, he released, on his own Future Stars label, what for me, was
possible his best ever release with this a side. 'What Was I Supposed To
Do' is a slow deep bluesy Latimore styled down beat number. Beginning
with an immaculate keyboard dominated rhythm, leads us slowly towards
a very antagonized Clarence, as he’s apologising to his babe. "I'm sorry if I
embarrassed you, but tell me how far is a man supposed to go. When another man tries to steal
your woman, and even let it show. He pulled your hair, and rubbed on your face, and even had the
nerve to ask the colour of your lingerie. Being nice to other men I really don't mind, but I just couldn't
stand to see him rub on your behind. You tell me what was I supposed to do".
I can only imagine he kicked the living daylights out of the perpetrator. As always CC is vocally on
top form. B side is an outstanding Southern country floater.
SHIRLEY BROWN : It Ain't No Fun/I Can’t Give You Up : US Truth 3223/UK Stax 2031 (1975)
This was Shirley's third release, and last, on the Stax subsidiary label Truth. The first being her
immaculate 'Woman to Woman' gem, followed by another corker, 'It's Worth A Whippin', which leads
us to her third release, 'It Ain't No Fun', which in my opinion is her best. The side starts off with a
pleasant little guitar riff, with our Shirl humming her way towards a slow burning soul number, which
opens into a fully orchestrated wailer, then slowing down once again. "How can you give love when
no love is there".
"They say, Shirley, did you really do that, did you really buy him all those cars, and the clothes, like
you said on the record?". "Yeah love'll will make you do these things". "But you see, it ain't no fun
being in love all by yourself. Knowing all the time that the one you love is loving somebody else. I'm
standing here to tell you today, ladies that it ain't no fun".
A change of mood as she starts rapping, "Love overrules everything, it will make you do a lot of
things you thought you wouldn't do". Her vocals completely freak me out. A truly soulful experience.
BEN E KING : We Got Love/I Had A Love : Atlantic 3308 (1975)
I haven't dusted off one of the great man's tunes in many a year. Criminal I know. So what better
way to make amends than by bringing this absolute soul gem to the record player. It's the flip side
we head straight for, 'I Had A Love', features Ben E in that splendid pleading style that is so perfectly
suited to the way he sings. It is really on the ballads that his voice shines through and this deep
deep Ashford & Simpson ballad is ideal meat for the man who rarely lets you down.
The female backing singers open proceedings, along with a flowing rhythm accompaniment, gently
harmonising the title, "I had a love", over and over, which sets the mood nicely before Ben drops
his harvest into the melting pot, "What a love, sweet love" he wails, before he gets down to the tale
of explaining why his love didn't work out. The girlfriend I guess wanted more than Ben was prepared
to give, for him to be ready, willing and able, when she called. But Ben's kind of happy with himself,
and getting on with his life. It all climaxes with, "They don't make ‘em like that anymore", as the track
fades out.
WILLIE CLAYTON : Running In & Out My Life/Love Pains : US Kirstee 22 (1985)
For me Willie is simply one of the most soulful singers ever, justifiably hailed as the king of Southern
soul. His popularity has been attained for many decades, south of the Mason-Dixon line, playing to
packed houses night after night, especially on the Chitlin circuit.
Willie excels on deep soul ballads, and these two early offerings, find our man in fantastic vocal
form on these emotion twisters, which are dynamic. The a side is a tastily handled ballad,
commencing with synth runs, soon joined by Willie complaining how his lady frequently leaves her
Willie for a Dick or Harry off the streets. "You’re running in and out my life, whenever you want to".
31

"You said you found a new love today, said he makes you feel good in every way." Willie by now
has had enough of her deception, with some real wailing, he tells his girl in no uncertain terms, how
he feels, as he pours his anguished heart out. "But you had better listen to me, hear what I’ve got
to say, you see this man is fed up playing your love sick child game". Emotion literally pouring out
of every word as we move to the tantalising conclusion.
'Love Pains' is a beautiful laid back mid-tempo ballad, full of passion with some super soaring soul
singing from Willie, who this time is desperately missing his lady. Memorable tune with a real nice
backing, drums, bass, swirling guitar runs predominate while Willie's distinctive voice caresses the
lyrics, along with a lilting strong tune and hook makes this one of his most rewarding appearances
on plastic. A real Willie warmer.
LITTLE MARION : Let Me Back In Your Arms/'Tis I My Love : Destination 610 (1965)
A powerful meaty mid tempo backing starts the track, Marion breaks in “I didn’t do like I should of,
when I was out on you”. To be fair Marion doesn’t have the best of voices, but the backing more
than makes up for this flaw. Some superb deep horn work helps to give the record some substance;
two thirds of the way into the forty five there’s a superb break where the personable guys on the
saxophones and trumpets really show their worth. The record pounds along and builds into a
memorable chorus “Oh that I need you, I love the sweet little things you do, let me back in your
arms”. Overall a brilliant 2 minutes and 25 seconds spin.
LIVE 40 YEARS AGO 1980 🎤🎹🎷
B B King, Odeon Hammersmith 5th April (£4.50)
Detroit Spinners, Odeon, Hammersmith 17th April (£4)
Johnny & the Hurricanes, Chick-A-Boom, Carshalton 31st April
Ronnie Laws, Odeon, Hammersmith 3rd May (£3.50)
Albert Collins, Venue, London 4th May (£3.75)
Sonny Fisher, Chic-A-Boom, Carshalton 7th May
Lonnie Liston Smith, Royalty, London 25th May (£3.50)
Chuck Berry, Rainbow, London 29th May (£4.00)
Cousin Joe, Pizza Express, London 31st May (£4 + pizza)
Northern soul classic of the issue

Deep soul classic of the issue

Disco dance classic of the issue

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

SOULBOY
Keep on keeping on
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When Rock’n’Roll weekenders erupted in the seventies, there was a pattern. They were held at
holiday camps out of season, and they featured one or more original fifties artists flown over from
the States for the show. Promoter Ritchie Gee bucked that tradition when he started his own regular
weekenders. He booked them at a busy time for the holiday parks, mid-summer and in winter, a
time when holidaymakers seek a break.
This formula paid off for Ritchie and his Wildest Cats in Town weekenders where he now welcomes
full houses twice a year, to Pontin's Pakefield, just south of Lowestoft in Suffolk. The passing years
have snatched away many of those original pioneers of the Big Beat, but Ritchie has stuck to his
guns, and always has at least one American original to headline his events.
This winter, top billing went to Art Adams, now 84 and
coping with back pain to the point where he performs
seated. But there's no decay in his voice, and he belts out
standards and originals with the same verve and power as
he did when he first sang them more than half a century
ago.
Art may have been the top man but there were another
twenty plus acts to keep more than 1,000 Rock’n’Roll fans
dancing, singing along, watching and cheering. The
musical menu included rockabilly, doo-wop, country,
rhythm 'n' blues, swing and old-timey often with liberal
doses of humour and visitors grabbed the chance to sport
their party finery, many of them lit up like, erm, Christmas
trees. Such is the international appeal of the event, there
were contingents from as far afield as Brazil and Malta.
On site, there is a tailors, a hairdresser, a tattooist not to
mention amusements, snooker, and an indoor heated
swimming pool. The Happy Hour at the bar runs from 11am to 7pm so anyone who took advantage
of those prices for those hours might think they had died and gone to Heaven. If they actually did
take advantage of those hours and those prices, they might actually have died and gone somewhere
else.
There are classic, mainly American, cars parked on site to admire and maybe buy, and events
throughout the weekend including jive lessons, and a jive
competition, and to fill any gaps in the music from 10am there
is a team of disc jockeys working the decks in no less than three
venues.
Although this is billed as a weekender, the fun actually starts
on Thursday and runs to Monday, so a special mention to five
bands, The Zodiacs, Vintage, Phil Haley and his Comments,
Shane and the Korrados, and Glenn Darren and the Krew Katz
who entertained 500 early-comers on Thursday.
In addition to the evening sessions, there are afternoon shows,
too, and The Stingrays from Essex copped the Friday afternoon
slot, and leader Big Mark Ponsonby's easy audience rapport
suggested this was likely to be a classic event.
One of the busiest men over the four and a bit days was Master
of Ceremonies and band leader Porky, whose own covers
band Hot Rockin' opened Friday evening's happenings. Hank
Ballard's Tore Up (Over You) proved an explosive start and an
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early showcase for guitarist Toby Eldridge, at just 19 a youngster with Rock’n’Roll chops to scare a
veteran with the looks and skills to suggest a future star. He also plays with Porky in Fat And Furious,
who specialise in original material.
Porky used Hayden Thompson's arrangement of Junior Parker's Love My Baby, and gave Hayden,
who topped the bill at this venue in the summer, a “God Bless”. Charlie Feathers’ One Hand Loose
followed, with Toby offering a totally accurate solo to complement Porky's hiccupping vocal. Billy
Fury's Don't Knock on My Door, Jack Earls' Slow Down and Restless' Ice Cold were part of a
storming set that has a full dance floor of strollers enjoying Howling Wolf's Smokestack Lightning.
We've had blues boppers, now we have blues strollers.
The five-piece Bobcats had a hard act to follow, but with their snazzy pink and black shirts they
soon gained audience attention with Johnny Preston's Cradle of Love, in a well-received set that
also included Roy Hamilton's Don't Let Go, and Elvis' Girl of My Best Friend.
Lucas and the Dynamos take their name from a gadget that produced light for old-style pushbikes
and deserve the moniker since their stage movements never stop, erm, moving. Legs kicking, arms
waving, they bounce about like toddlers, despite approaching their 30th anniversary as a band.
Looking great in gold jackets, they hit the ground running with Double Crossing Baby, first cut by
The Robins, which premiered a balanced set that included Britrock from Don Lang on Red Planet
Rock, Jimmy Forrest's Night Train, apparently featured in the films Back to the Future according to
lead singer Keith Mumbray, and an original that relates to Keith's fishing days in Kent, Mr Lugworm.
They displayed their admiration for Bill Haley with Rip It Up, then rocked up the theme from TV's
The Munsters. Johnny Powers' Long Blonde Hair led into their set closer, The Champs' Wing Ding,
then the encore, The Echo Valley Boys' Wash Machine Boogie.
The closer on Friday was France's Spuny Boys
(rhymes with funny), and what a closer. A three
piece, Remi, Guill and Eddie, they are renowned
for their onstage antics, mainly centred on the
double bass, manned by lead singer Remi, who
throws the instrument high in the air and catches
it. The bass looks and sounds like solid wood, but
Remi makes it appear light weight. This is just the
set dressing. The core of the act is their music,
and they opened with a solid take on Jimmy
Skinner's How Low Can You Feel, no doubt
inspired by Ray Campi's version.
Remi expressed his admiration for the late
Ronnie Dawson to play Rockin’ Bones, a
sentiment I share since an autographed 45 of the
song looks down from its frame above me as I
write this.
Their set goes from bluegrass to The Blasters, as
a microphone is set up in the audience for an a
capella slice of country, and then it’s back to the
stage for a credible cover of Crazy Cavan's Teddy Boy Boogie. Lee Dresser's Camino Real gets a
good reading, then it's The Blasters’ So Long, Baby, Goodbye to bid farewell to Friday.
The Lenne Brothers, from Germany, get a mid-afternoon slot on Saturday, just as jive lessons end
in the main ballroom, most apt since there are few better acts to attract jivers to the floor.
Opening with Carl Perkins' Turnaround, they name-checked the late Freddie Fingers Lee with whom
they recorded Chills, then it's a fine workout on Teddy Redell's timeless Judy, covered by Elvis
himself. Jerry Lee Lewis's Rocking My Life Away is a perfect fit with the Lenne Brothers sound,
dominated by keyboard player and singer Stefan Koch.
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The band have a fine store of originals, not least the dance-floor friendly High Class Lady, Boogie
Woogie Queen and Crazy Little Teddy Girl, but it’s back to the Jerry Lee songbook for Ol' Black Joe
and a crowd pleasing Whole Lotta Shakin' Going On, where Stefan shared his keyboard with other
band members.

Vocal and instrumental group Chord Royals looked spiffing in red and white outfits, with three men
and two girls in their line-up, and a selection of lesser known doo-wops. But uptempo doo-wops
designed for dancing, both jiving and strolling, so the crowd was happy. Things gradually became
more familiar as Mamie Bradley's I Feel Like a Million was given the first live treatment I've heard,
and it was followed by the instrumental Hoots Mon, a UK number one for Lord Rockingham's Eleven,
unusual choice for a vocal group. The climax was reached with the band's trademark take on The
Elektras' arrangement of This Little Girl of Mine. As they say in the TV ads: “Priceless”.
Veteran Johnnie Fox and the Hunters were next up, with black drape-clad Johnnie underlining his
English roots not only with Vince Taylor's Brand New Cadillac but with an “Oggie Oggie Oggie”
chant at the end of it, the crowd responding with the obligatory “Oi Oi Oi”.
Then it was back to the States with Hank Williams’ Tennessee Border and then Bill Reeder's version
of Till I Waltz Again With You. Johnnie has a relaxed onstage persona, joking with his audience
before failing to make any promised mistakes on Sid King's Sag Drag and Fall. Carl Perkins’ Your
True Love was pretty perfect, too.
The original hit line up from 1979 of chart band Matchbox was a special treat for fans who were
welcoming when the band opened up, without leader Graham Fenton, with Dave Dudley's Six Days
on the Road. At that point, Graham in a black suit and sporting a Confederate flag ring, was
introduced to cheers, turning Johnny Burnette's version of The Train Kept A-Rolling into a singalong.
Two Crickets originals were part of the band's chart run from 1979 to 1982, and they continued with
one of these, Love's Made a Fool of You, with the other, When You Ask About Love to follow later.
They were precisely as the recordings.
Babes in the Wood was another chart hit, while Put the Blame on Me should have been. Buzz Buzz
A Diddle It was duly credited to Freddy Cannon as Graham picked up maracas to add percussion
to the hit. But the one they were all waiting for was their debut hit on Magnet, Rockabilly Rebel,
which climaxed their set.
Travis LeDoyt is a visitor from America who not only sounds like Elvis Presley, he actually looks like
a young Elvis, with similar piercing blue eyes. The front of the stage was ascream with girls, and
Travis played up to them as he re-created the Elvis '56 show, opening with King Creole. He dressed
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the part, too, with loose red velvet shirt obviously modelled on the original sleeve of Elvis' Rock’n’Roll
2. on HMV.
He managed to cram in Don't Be Cruel, I Need Your Love Tonight, Blue Suede Shoes (claiming it
was his new release), Heartbreak Hotel, a storming and accurate Too Much, Mean Woman Blues,
All Shook Up, Lawdy Miss Clawdy, and maybe the only real slowie of the weekend which saw
couples cuddling up on the dance floor Love Me Tender, and then uptempo once more for Big Hunk
o' Love.
Tribute acts either sound the part or look the part. Almost none do both, and Travis is the exception.
Squint slightly, and you could be looking at the man who called Graceland home.
The Jive Romeros finished off the night slightly after midnight, and the secret of their set is in their
well-chosen name.
Sunday evening openers were The Kingcats, now a five piece, clad in black. A highlight of their
session was Charlie Rich's Midnight Blues which had a full dance floor filled with strollers for this
seldom revived nugget. Their vocal harmonies were spot on as they reprised such favourites as
Frankie Ford's Sea Cruise and JLL's Whole Lotta Shakin' Going On.
Main spot on the night was reserved for Art Adams, 85 in February, still in fine voice. He was toting
his Martin acoustic guitar, bought in 1952, emblazoned with his name, and was seated in a chair,
centre stage. He opened with the first Rocky Road Blues of the evening, penned by Bill Monroe,
and a hit for Gene Vincent.
Art was in a rocking mood and followed up with Warren Smith's Ubangi Stomp, then Chuck Berry's
Let It Rock. Hits were elusive for this Korean War veteran, but he had a series of releases on the
tiny Cherry label, most of which were faultless rockabilly. Case in point: Rock Crazy Baby, an Art
original, and it still sounded fine. Juke Joint Johnny, Honey Girl, and an original B side She Don't
Live Here No More, which was, and is, the equal of its topside. Rockabilly bands looking for material
might seek this one out.
Art, originally from Kentucky, grew up with country music, so it was nice to hear a song he credited
as Paradise, but is more familiarly known as Take Me Back to Mullenberg County, which is in his
home state. But it was back to Art's original rockers, starting with his first release Indian Joe with
lyrics and whooping is both commercial and somewhat suspect in light of today's politically correct
climate.
But it was Dancing Doll they'd all come to hear. A modest seller on first release, it was widely
bootlegged in Europe and led to Art's rediscovery and his second and more successful bite at a
musical career. It was well deserved as girls invaded the stage and Art played out with Johnny
Cash's Rock'n'Roll Ruby.
Guitarist and singer Darrel Higham has more right than most to
front a tribute to Eddie Cochran. He has recorded two CDs of
Eddie's material, and wrote his biography. Small wonder, then, as
a one-off tribute to Cochran and Gene Vincent, that Darrel would
be invited to recreate Eddie, while big time Gene Vincent fan, and
a man who has worked with Gene's Blue Caps, Graham Fenton,
would be number one choice for the Vincent segment.
Graham even charted with his band Matchbox on the Gene
Vincent arrangement of Over the Rainbow. Darrel stuck to the
perhaps more familiar Cochran material, backed by his regular
band, The Enforcers with Rob Tyler on drums and Adam Miles on
bass.
Opening with Teenage Cutie, it was into 20 Flight Rock,
Completely Sweet, and Darrel's own favourite, Eddie's take on
Ray Charles' Hallelujah I Love Her So. Announcing My Way as a
stroller, he continued through Nervous Breakdown, C'mon
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Everybody, and the Cochran number Darrel hears most often, Something Else. I should have
requested Don't Bye Bye Baby Me, Darrel's recording of which shades even the original.
Clad in a black shirt and a white tie, Graham Fenton chose to concentrate his set on early Gene
Vincent recordings cut with Cliff Gallup on guitar. So we had Blue Jean Bop, Who Slapped John,
Back Up Baby, and Crazy Legs before the later Capitol label cuts like Rocky Road Blues, She She
Little Sheila, and Baby Blue, with Graham giving a superb reading of the last.
Danny Reno, billed as the UK's number one Roy Orbison tribute, took the final evening beyond
midnight.
Various staff were signing up fans for The Wildest Cats winter event 2020, and the full line up of
acts has already been published, with Charlie Gracie as one of the major draws alongside Si
Cranstoun, The Jets, and other big names.
But if you want to go, hurry up and book. Nearly a year in advance and more than 50 per cent of
available tickets have already been sold.
John Howard

No doubt taking his name from the character
played by Elvis Presley in one of his best films King Creole - Danny Fisher has been a popular
figure on the UK Rock’n’Roll scene for nigh on forty
years. Although he has had recordings issued
before this is apparently his first 45rpm disc, with
the multi-talented Pat Reyford (aka Sugar Ray
Ford) providing the backing music.
Man With The Fake Smile is a fair to middling song
of heartache featuring some snappy guitar picking
and un-intrusive backing vocals. Fisher’s warm
voice is obviously Presley influenced, but without
being a slavish imitation.
Notes on the rear of the picture sleeve credit lyrics
by Chapman and arrangement by Reyford on both
songs. However, I recognised the superior Don’t
Forbid Me from a verse or two of it that Elvis sang
during the Million Dollar Quartet session. It was
actually written by Charles Singleton and became a huge hit via an insipid version by king of the
squares Pat Boone.
Be that as it may, Danny Fisher does the song justice with his melodious, bright and breezy
approach while prominent tinkly piano aided by a mellow saxophone elevates the arrangement.
Lee Wilkinson
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Inspired by the Rock’n’Roll and rockabilly records he heard as a youngster whilst helping out at his
dad’s record shop, Tony Ace took up playing the double bass over thirty years ago. From busking
in Medway and performing in bands, most notably
Lucas And The Dynamos, he now has this album
issued under his own name featuring his old chum
Darren Green on piano.
Housed in an attractive fold-out laminated wallet, the
disc contains a dozen original songs and well-crafted
versions of four popular numbers. Of the covers,
German electronic pioneers Kraftwerk’s The Model
isn't my bag but Ace gives it a bit more oomph. There
is also a moody rendition of Submission from The
Sex Pistols’ infamous Never Mind The Bollocks
album. Maverick producer Joe Meek’s composition
Telstar is given a favourable makeover and a spirited
version of Jonathan Richman’s Egyptian Reggae is
pretty good too.
Besides being an impressive bass player Ace is also
an ample singer and a very good songwriter. Most of
the songs here appear to be very personal to him, with a few of them seemingly aimed at an expartner, such as the sprightly Little Miss Hitler with its rockin’ boogie-woogie piano and You Stole
My Ring which contains the clever couplet “You took me to heaven and drove me to hell”. In similar
vein is Devil’s Taken You Away while Your Happiness, My Broken Heart features excellent keyboard
and Duane Eddy type guitar sounds. The Mother-in-Law Song is rather scathing but quite catchy,
whereas The Hit Parade is a lively little number with a good dance beat.
Rockin’ At The School Academy includes some lovely honking saxophone and is one for the jivers.
“Bony Moronie my name is Tony” is the opening line to I’m So Crazy which boasts a thumping slap
bass solo, while So Handsome has a pub rock sound reminiscent of Chas ‘n’ Dave.
Killer Boy is a punky psychobilly curiosity and the mournful Past Has Not Gone sports a punchy
drum pattern and piano accompaniment. As for the track labelled Marmite - love it or hate it?!
Lee Wilkinson

Coming hot on the heels of the Tommy Steele and Billy Fury releases in this series, Bear Family
Records have put out a CD release of Kingsize Taylor and the Dominoes 1960’s rockers.
Unlike most of the Liverpool groups of the early ‘60s, Kingsize and the boys could rock authentically
American-style and they never became one of the top ‘beat’ groups. Commercially, this probably
worked against them, but listening to these recordings today the songs have an ‘edge’ that acts like
the Searchers never had.
So, what treats lie in wait for the listeners? Well, it’s got all the hot tracks they recorded for Decca,
Phillips and Polydor – including the magnificent ‘Stupidity’ and ‘Bad Boy’- which have graced the
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stages of TFTW on many an occasion. Their take on The Dovells’ ‘You Can’t Sit Down’ makes the
original sound pedestrian by comparison. I’ve always loved their version of the early Billy Joe
Royal’s ‘Never In A Hundred Years’ which shows what an amazingly tight band they had in ’62.
Kingsize’s exquisite falsetto really pushes this to a higher level and why it wasn’t released in the UK
could be considered as an unsolved crime of the last century.
Along with the 27 original 60’s tracks are four songs
recorded in Dominoes’ piano player Sam Hardie’s house
in 1958. With a driving piano from Sam and bass from
Bobby Thompson, Kingsize powers through ‘Good Golly
Miss Molly’ and ‘Matchbox’. How these stayed only as a
78 Acetate and not released through a major company
seems unbelievable 60 years later. Only Cliff and Terry
Dene were rockin’ so authentically at this time, with the
latter smothered by Decca’s session men.
The last two songs are penned by Sam and Kingsize and
are brilliant. Homegrown (and home recorded) RnR from
’58 which is better than 99% of the British major releases
of the time. All recorded with one microphone (like Baker
Knight’s ‘Bring My Cadillac Back’), they sound raw and,
boy! Do they rock? Betcha they do.
As always with Bear Family releases, the presentation is
first class. A 36-page booklet, full of photos from Kingsize’s own archives, well written liner notes
and, finally, accurate session details make this an important release. I heartily recommend.
John Spencely

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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TFTW continues to revisit previous articles that may (or may not) have a current relevance.

ROCKING ON MERSEYSIDE
1958-62 (part 3/4) by Neil Foster
Previously printed over four issues between August and November 2001

Here’s how I nearly lost the world’s best saxophone.
I had arranged with Frank Hessy’s, the most important music shop in Liverpool, to buy the Selmer
Mark VI tenor sax, putting in my old sax, a Rampone (a cheap Italian horn) as part-deposit. I
mentioned this to a friend, who was a semi-pro sax player at a local dance-hall and he asked
whether he could have a blow on it as even he had never played a Selmer. I agreed.
I picked it up from the shop in my lunchtime. The assistant asked whether I wished to try it and I
said no (because there were quite a few people in and I did not want to show them how limited my
technique was). A fatal mistake! Having lent my friend the sax, I eagerly watched him running up to
me at the bus stop in Lime Street that night after his stint on the bandstand (he lived in my home
town and often caught the last bus home with me).
“How was it?” I said. “Terrible!” he replied curtly. “Couldn’t get a note out of
it. Have you dropped it? It’s all damaged at the front.”
My heart sank sickeningly into my boots. The sax must have been damaged
in the shop or in transit and I had failed to spot anything wrong. Nor did I
have a legal leg to stand on as the assistant had asked me to try it and I
had refused. All I could do was to persuade my friend to accompany me
back to the shop and confirm that I had handed the sax straight to him after
picking it up from the shop so that the damage must have occurred
beforehand.
To my infinite relief, the Manager reluctantly accepted our story and agreed to have the sax repaired
at the shop’s expense but it had been a narrow escape. To add to that, I later absent-mindedly left
it on the last bus home one night and had to pay £4 to retrieve it from the Lost Property Office (that
amount was nearly half my week’s wages).
By now, on Merseyside, there was an arms race going on (with musical instruments as the
weapons). Groups ran up sizeable HP debts buying newer and better equipment but in one respect
there was little improvement – voice amplification. You either had to rely on the clubs’ P.A. systems,
which might be anything from very good to diabolical or use your own microphones and amplifiers,
which were rarely satisfactory. Today, groups have their own sound man with a mixing-board, who
ensures that the group sound is clear and well-balanced. Back then, we didn’t even have monitors,
those useful little amplifiers pointing towards you so that you have a good idea of how you sound.
We all had to rely on the sound bouncing off the far wall of the clubs where we played but even this
could not be guaranteed. We once played in a club with such a high ceiling that there was a slight
delay as the sound came back to us and it threw our timing completely out. Even more disconcerting,
another club had so positioned the speakers that we could hear nothing and we were singing into a
soundless void and had no idea whether we were in tune or not.
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Furthermore, we had a problem not encountered by other groups. The vast majority consisted of
three guitars and drums but our line-up was different: lead guitar/bass guitar (doubling on rhythm
guitar)/tenor sax/drums. You don’t need to be a musician to see the drawbacks of this arrangement.
A group needs a bass playing all the time to give it a foundation but our bass guitarist often played
rhythm so the sound suffered. You might ask, “Couldn’t we find a permanent bass-player or rhythm
guitar?” Well, that would have meant splitting the money five ways instead of four. Also, as everyone
who has played in a group knows, even if the members are all friends (and we were) there are still
arguments and disagreements. More people would have meant more clashes of personality.
Our repertoire was slightly different to the other groups, as well. Naturally, with a sax we could play
‘Tequila’, ‘Honky Tonk’, ‘Raunchy’ and do the riffs to Clarence “Frogman” Henry’s ‘But I Do’. ‘New
Orleans’ by Gary U.S.Bonds was a very popular record in 1961 and we could do a convincing
version of that number. To be honest, we were never really a full-blooded Rock’n’Roll group but
always a rocking group, i.e. everything we played had a danceable beat to it. True, we did do plenty
of Rock’n’Roll standards like ‘Rave On’ and ‘Rip It Up’ but I never thought our versions were very
good as we lacked the vocal and instrumental power necessary for hard Rock’n’Roll.
Everyone then did ‘What’d I Say’ but we were the only group I can remember who did not do Side
2 as we thought it was silly. The only Shadows number we did was ‘Apache’ as that was the only
one we liked! We were asked many times for others but always gave the excuse that we hadn’t
practised them – which was true. Not mentioned is that we had no intention of practising them!
Our most requested number was ‘Buona Sera’ but it sounded nothing like the Louis Prima recording.
And we did lots of unusual stuff like ‘Skokiaan’, Chuck Willis’s ‘From The Bottom Of My Heart’, and
Nat King Cole’s ‘Send For Me’, which believe it or not, makes a great stop-start Rock’n’Roll number!
And we nearly always ended the night by playing ‘Save The Last Dance For Me’…
We had now left the “Cherokee” club as the Manager had stopped paying us. We discovered that
he was an undischarged bankrupt and had in fact once disguised himself with a false beard and
mingled with the customers when one of his creditors called!
We had gone as far as we could go, having played dozens of small clubs, large clubs, well-known
places like the Casbah and Blair Hall and totally obscure ones like the tiny Beat-Route club in Ullet
Road, Liverpool 17. We even played at a convent once! The high spot of our career was appearing
bottom of the bill to “The Big Three” and “Gerry and the Pacemakers” at a church hall in Tuebrook.
Our drummer, Rodney, had had a final bust-up with his brother and had gone down to London to
live. As a replacement, we chose John Foster, who was Ringo’s cousin and in fact, played on
Ringo’s old drum-kit – we knew that as Ringo had thoughtfully scrawled his name all over the skins!
We also recruited a new guitarist who was much livelier on stage than we were and with a new
name (“John Day and the Nighthawks”) and a new uniform (hideously garish football jerseys and
supertight jeans) we secured a booking at Crewe Town Hall. This was unforgettable for the wrong
reason; the zips on our jeans burst and we had to borrow some safety pins from some of the girls
to make ourselves decent! But the new group was nowhere near as tight as the old one and it was
clear that John Foster was a poor replacement for Rodney Day.
One night, after a visit to the “Iron Door”, John parked up the van and gave us a pep talk. The gist
of it was that Liverpool was a dead-end place for music and we would never get on if we stayed
there. London was the place to be and that was what we should be aiming for. Like sheep we all
believed him and dutifully gave up our jobs. In May 1962 we headed down the M1 to fame and
fortune that never happened, while back on Merseyside, “the dead-end place”, the music scene
suddenly exploded! Late in 1962 we listened to ‘Love Me Do’ and still remained unimpressed by the
“Beatles”. Another piece of hype, we decided. Hardly a song at all, just a blues riff.
John was now married and it was obvious that he had lost interest in the metropolitan dream. I sold
my Selmer to a Southampton businessman who was the only person to reply to my ad in the “Melody
Maker” – he even paid my return fare to Southampton and negotiated a discount with the shop as I
was forced to admit I still owed some money on it. (I should have kept it: the sax for which I paid
£125, including HP, in 1961, is now worth well over £2,000!).
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That was the end of the group but the bass-player, Charlie, carried on playing when he and I
returned to Liverpool eight months later. He had swapped his Hofner bass for an Epiphone and
there was plenty of work just after the “Beatles” broke through.
He once told me that he only had two ambitions: 1) to play on a stage for money and 2) to make a
record. 1 was dead easy. Everyone did it. 2 was practically impossible, unless you had luck or
contacts. Yet he managed to play on not one but THREE records produced by the great Joe Meek,
no less. How had he accomplished this feat? Certainly not by his bass-playing prowess.
He had joined a group called “Jason Eddie and the Centermen”. “Jason Eddie” was the stage-name
of Albert Wycherly, who was Billy Fury’s brother. The Fury connection secured them an audition
with Joe Meek in his Holloway Road studios. Meek, a ruthless perfectionist, kept them working
literally from morning till night for days on end until they were utterly exhausted. Three records were
eventually released: ‘Whatcha Gonna Do’, ‘Singing the Blues’ (described by a Radio Caroline DJ
as the worst record he had ever heard) and the title of the third I don’t remember (it’s listed on the
Joe Meek web site). Meek even recorded one of Charlie’s own compositions; a ballad called ‘Green
Eyes’, but it was never released.
None of the group ever made any money from these recordings. Charlie eventually got married and
left the music business. However, the musical connections carried on. He became a civil servant
and while working at the Old Swan office met and made friends with Pete Best, the drummer who
had been so unceremoniously dumped by the “Beatles”. Naturally, he asked Pete the $64,000
question: “Why did the “Beatles” sack you?”
He received the standard answer: “I still don’t know. I wasn’t given a reason.” However, the reasons
are well known. The other members of the “Beatles” were jealous of Pete’s success with women
(not only did he pull more birds than all the rest combined, he didn’t even have to try. They pulled
him!) Also, although Pete was not unfriendly, he was basically a loner and his sense of humour was
not quite on their wavelength, so he had to go. Even so, the way the other “Beatles” did it was very
underhand (they asked Epstein to do the dirty work).
As for me: I had now decided I would be a singer! You might not believe the following but I swear it
is true. Just before my return to Merseyside in December 1962 I had been to a famous palmist (Mir
Bashir) who told me that after my next birthday (March 1963) I would enter a period of financial
advancement and success. But how? I suddenly had a conviction that if I recorded a demo of a
song that I had always been fascinated by, done in a modern style, this would lead to the success
predicted by the palmist. (Ha! Ha! When you are 23 years old you don’t see any barriers to your
dreams!) The song was ‘Hong Kong Blues’ by Hoagy Carmichael and I hired a professional pianist
(for £3!) to back me on the recording, done at a small studio in Hammersmith. The recording
engineer made no secret of his contempt for Rock’n’Roll and for me but the pianist, surprisingly,
was very friendly and sympathetic and told me how impressed he had been when first hearing Eddie
Cochran on his visit to Britain.
I found out that I had a slight acquaintance with an A&R man at the Decca studios in West
Hampstead (literally a walk from my flat in Cricklewood). This was Noel Walker, the manager of the
“Big Three”, who, as the leader of a trad jazz outfit called “Noel Walker and his Stompers” had once
played at the “Cherokee”. It seemed that he was unfamiliar with the song but remarked on the fact
that he had never heard so many blue notes in one composition before.
I had sent demos to all the major recording companies and eagerly awaited their summons. Along
Finchley Road, a short walk away, there were several car showrooms and on the forecourts were
lots of sleek late Fifties American cars, including my favourite, a Plymouth Fury. I often went to see
it and told myself: “I’ll be driving that in a few months’ time!” In retrospect, I must have been crazy
to imagine that I could ever have been a recording star. I don’t have a bad voice but it has no power
or range and a further handicap is that I am extremely nervous on stage and have no presence
whatsoever. I never got to drive the Plymouth! However, there were two curious sequels to this
story.
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A few months later Pye released ‘Hong Kong Blues’ by Kenny Ball and his Jazzmen! The record
did not sell and disappeared without trace but I like to think I must have planted the idea in
someone’s mind.
The second follow-up happened many years later. I still retained the demo and one day, as a joke,
I taped it for a friend, Dave Hunter, under the name of a fictitious blues singer called “Deaf Willy
Legless”. His young son, then about ten years old, accidentally heard it and became obsessed by
it, playing it constantly. It was the song that caught his imagination, not my version of it. He, too,
had become fascinated by the fantastic, bluesy feel of the song.
And that is (some) of my Rock’n’Roll and Merseybeat memories. I shall always be grateful that I
was in at the start of Rock’n’Roll appreciation in this country (1955-) and also at the start of
Merseybeat (1958-), which is just Rock’n’Roll, anyway.
In 2005 I will have been a Rock’n’Roller for 50 years. You can come to my celebration! Till then,
Rock On, Cats!
THE END

“I have seen them all.” Two weeks and counting of mandatory lock down in
self isolation has given me, at last, the long-awaited opportunity to watch all
the Rock & Roll movies that I could have ever dreamt of, twice.
Starting from my dusty black & white VHS tape pile carrying on through DVD
compilations to my pristine, as yet sealed, Blu-Ray collection and last but not
least, the most ethereal form, digital
download and video streaming one by
one has been finally crossed from my list.
All of them given an equal chance, from the well-known to the
hidden gems, from the highly acclaimed to the critically
underrated, from the most visible, ever present in all Rock & Roll
books and magazine catalogues to the most unknown only
found on the most niche music movie checklists on the dark,
obscure, internet sites.
Eventually, having seen them all. I can finally, positively and categorically stand in front of my mirror
on the wall and tell which is the fairest of them all.
It is in the title; it couldn’t be more revealing. Rock Of Ages. Again, to be fair, the answer was in
front of me all along.
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Directed by Adam Shankman who had already directed another musical, Hairspray, which I can’t
wait to watch. And with a stellar cast; with Tom Cruise and… err… did I mention Tom Cruise
already? Well, he is on the poster for the movie and his light shines brighter than any other star of
the show so no need to mention any other supporting actors or actresses.
The plot is as realistic as it can be, a movie musical that
borders on historical documentary, yet it balances truth and
fiction in an ingenious way.
A small-town girl falling in love with a city boy, a rocking
owner and his partner’s daily struggle to keep open their
Bourbon Room nightclub, an aging Rock star preparing to
announce his final gig while being vilified by a music puritan.
Its multiple storylines seem to branch out at first to later
intertwine, little by little, in a clever and intense plot twist to
finally meet and match at the end in a spectacular and
grandiose manner.
A blessing to the ears, soothing and inspiring at the same time with all the best songs from all time
ever recorded since Rock was invented and ever performed; Rock Of Ages 2012 chooses none
other than the ‘80s. All Rock’n’Roll’s favourite decade of all times; past, present and future.
Its amazing soundtrack will forever be accompanying me even after the quarantine is over. The
ultimate Rock & Roll collection of all times, from the classical to the legendary, exquisitely handpicked. A blessing to the ears, soothing and inspiring at the same time.
“Paradise City”; Guns N’ Roses performed by Tom
Cruise.
“Sister Christian/Just Like Paradise/Nothin’ But A Good
Time”; Night Ranger/David Lee Roth/Poison performed
by Julianne Hough, Diego Boneta, Russell Brand and
Alec Baldwin.
“I Remember You” performed by Skid Row.
“Jukebox Hero/ I Love Rock’n’Roll”; Foreigner/The
Arrows performed by Diego Boneto, Julianne Hough,
Alec Baldwin and Russell Brand.
“Hit Me With Your Best Shot; Pat Benatar performed by Catherine Zeta-Jones.
“Waiting For A Girl Like You”; Foreigner performed by Diego Boneta and Julianne Hough.
“Talk Dirty To Me” performed by Poison.
“More Than Words/Heaven”; Extreme Warrant performed by Julianne Hough and Diego Boneta.
“Rock Of Ages” performed by Def Leppard.
“Wanted Dead Or Alive”; Bon Jovi performed by Tom Cruise and Julianne Hough.
“I Want To Know What Love Is”; Foreigner performed by Tom Cruise and Malin Akerman.
“I Wanna Rock”; Twisted Sister performed by Diego Boneta.
“Pour Some Sugar On Me”; Def Leppard performed by Tom Cruise.
“Harden My Heart”; Quarterflash performed by Julianne Hough and Mary J. Blige.
“Bringin’ On The Heartbreak” performed by Tony Martinez
“Shadows Of The Night/Harden My heart”; Pat Benatar/Quarterflash performed by Julianne Hough
and Mary J. Blige.
“Here I Go Again”; Whitesnake performed by Diego Boneta, Paul Giamatti, Julianne Hough, Mary
J. Blige and Tom Cruise.
“Can’t Fight This Feeling”; REO Speedwagon performed by Russell Brand and Alec Baldwin.
“Any Way You Want It”; Journey performed by Mary J. Blige, Constantine Maroulis and Julianne
Hough.
“Undercover Love”; The Zee Guys performed by Diego Boneta.
“Every Rose Has Its Thorn”; Poison performed by Tony Martinez
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“Cum On Feel The Noize”; Slade performed by Quiet Riot.
“Rock You Like A Hurricane”; Scorpions performed by Julianne
Hough and Tom Cruise.
“We Built This City/We’re Not Gonna Take it”; Starship/Twisted
performed by Russell Brand and Catherine Zeta-Jones.
“No One Like You” performed by Scorpions.
“Don’t Stop Believin’”; Journey performed by Julianne Hough,
Diego Boneta, Tom Cruise, Alec Baldwin, Russell Brand, Mary J.
Blige and Catherine Zeta-Jones.
“Cherry Pie” performed by Warrant.
Tales From The Woods has had the opportunity and
privilege to organise and present some remarkable shows
bringing some of the founders of the original sound. Yet,
sadly, I regret to inform you that the biggest star of all has
yet escaped our shows as it orbits far and beyond our
capabilities. Tom Cruise.
I will say it again, just for the sake of writing and mentally
pronouncing his name. Rumour has it, he taught himself
how to sing and play electric guitar, among all other
necessary instruments within a rock band and his voice
cast out half of the angels in Heaven, once they listened to him and learnt envy, one of the seven
deadly sins.
Rock Of Ages 2012 was released on DVD and Blu-Ray a while ago and still proves itself to be a
great movie as it is widely available at your local supermarket. If you are bold enough to venture
outside and queue up for two hours in front of your local supermarket to buy some food, don’t miss
the opportunity to grab your copy of Rock Of Ages. Alternatively, it can be ordered and delivered
for free on Amazon.
But better yet, Rock Of Ages is readily available on Netflix, therefore I am inviting you to watch it
now.

They will most likely kill me if I don’t mention… April Fool.

Marti Canal
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The Buzz
Welcome to The Buzz
Tales From The Woods may not be able to bring you the
show at the 100 Club that you have all been looking forward
to, since it was first announced some six months ago.
However we’re going to do the next best thing; DJ Nigel “Bayou Boogie” Bewley
is to present a live Swamp Pop Record Hop on Sunday 19th April via the Tales
From The Woods Facebook page. Now that is something to look forward to,
particularly as many Woodies are forced into lockdown, many more unable to
go out as there is nowhere to go once they’re out. TFTW as ever is coming to
the rescue, to save you from climbing the walls, or dragging your reluctant dog
out for 10th walk he has had on any given day.
We shall keep you advised what time on the 19th it’s going to take place, via our usual round-robin
emails, Facebook, website etc. For those who are not familiar with all things TFTW, just simply type
in our website. www.tftw.org.uk and scroll down on the home page, where you’ll find two Facebook
links. The top is the one you will require to listen in, bottom is my personal Facebook, although still
feel free to leave a message on my Facebook page if you wish.

























If you have been a regular attendee at our hugely popular thrice yearly
musical soirees at Gerry’s Club, Soho, then you will have witnessed
Bill Farrow, guitarist with veteran rockin’, rhythm & blues band, Richie
Milton’s Lowdown, performing a self-composed song “We’ve Got The
NHS (Ain’t We Lucky)” sometimes referred to by the chorus “Thank
God For The NHS!”
I can’t think of a better time than now to sing the praises of our
hardworking and far too often underpaid staff, who during this current
corona virus are working under nightmarish conditions, and we have
a few among our numbers here at TFTW. When we can gather
together again, a party evening at Gerry’s? Sounds good to me.
Bill though wants to show appreciation now, and the song as I type is already taking off in quite
spectacular fashion, so it can only be a matter of time before the mainstream media raises its head
and takes a look. We have been singing the praises of both the song and heartfelt performance by
Bill since he first sang it to us. Click on this link, you’ll see what all the fuss is about.
Time now gang to leave the stage allowing Dave “Jazz Junction” Carroll to catch the spotlight, for
what I’m sure will be a slimmed down but still very informative gig guide.
The Gig List
Information is obtained from various sources and is hopefully accurate.
The advice ‘check before travelling’ remains sound.
Note: With gigs being cancelled or postponed, like my Grand National bets most of these may not get past
the post.
May 2020
1
Friday
BB King’s Blues Band
Former members of BB King’s band without the man himself.
Under The Bridge
£24 + fees
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5
Tuesday
Big Daddy Wilson
Born in North Carolina, joined the US army, and was stationed in Germany, where he discovered the blues
and still lives.
100 Club
£15 + fees
16
Saturday
Toots & The Maytals
Bringing Funky Kingston to funky Brixton for what is said to be his final UK tour.
O2 Academy, Brixton £38.10 + fees
23
Saturday
Amadou & Mariam and The Blind Boys Of Alabama
Ambassadors of Malian music join forces with gospel legends.
Royal Festival Hall
£25 - £45 + fees
29
Friday
North Mississippi All Stars
Southern rock/blues band. No longer with Duwayne
Burnside.
Lafayette, King’s Cross
£20 + fees

http://www.ukrock.net/

30
Saturday
Nick Lowe
An extra date placed before the two already sold out dates.
Nell’s Jazz & Blues £45 + fees
June 2020
2
Tuesday
Curtom Orchestra Play Curtis Mayfield
Tribute by British band + singers.
Islington Assembly Hall
£22
10/11 Wednesday & Thursday
Mavis Staples
A gospel legend now in her ninth decade, and whose solo recordings span fifty years.
Union Chapel
£42.50 + fees
17
Wednesday
Oumou Sangaré
The Songbird of Wassoulou set to entrance the gulls by the Thames, perhaps.
Queen Elizabeth Hall £22.50 - £30 + fees
20
Saturday
Lee Fields & The Expressions
Soul and funk vocalist of many years standing selects a venue to suit his older fans.
Queen Elizabeth Hall £35 + fees
July 2020
9
Thursday
Otis Gibbs
Indiana-born singer-songwriter noted for his beard.
Green Note at the Water Rats £16 + fees
17
Friday
Taj Mahal & Jon Cleary
An interesting musical marriage “Mixing blues, funk and Americana”.
Barbican
£20 - £30 + fees
20
Monday
George Thorogood & The Destroyers
Boogie-blues with the emphasis on rock, it has been said.
Shepherd’s Bush Empire
£52.35 - £58 + fees
August 2020
7
Friday
James Hunter Six
Postponed 19 May sold-out gig now available with an increase in the ticket price of 35% - if you have an
arithmetical interest.
Jazz Cafe
£27 + 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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