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      ‘I laughed out loud so many times my wife thought that I had Tourette’s. It’s so well written, full of detail, self-deprecating
         and funny. A seminal book – an intelligent, literate rock and roll memoir full of candour and wit’ Alan Parker
      

      
      ‘A real pleasure – a rich, funny and fascinating story. Nick is a wonderfully dry and laconic guide’ Peter Gabriel

      
      ‘The fact that this man can remember anything about the orgy he calls his career is a miracle – an amazing view of a life
         most of us would kill for’ Ruby Wax
      

      
      ‘With a wit drier than an AA clinic, and a charm more disarming than a UN peace-keeping force, Nick Mason gives us a literary
         drum solo par excellence’ Kathy Lette
      

      
      ‘There cannot be many stories left in rock that are as big as Pink Floyd’s. And I doubt whether anyone could tell this story
         so well as the patient, witty man who watched it all unfold from his perch behind the drum kit’
      

      
      Paul Du Noyer, founder of Mojo magazine
      

      
      ‘Mason could very probably have plied a successful trade as a writer. He has a measured, uncluttered style which he leavens
         with a dry, original wit  …  he writes with the calm authority of someone who was actually present at the time … One of the
         greatest stories in the pantheon of rock’ David Sinclair, Guardian

      
      ‘A wise and witty addition to the canon of worthwhile rock biographies’ Ian Rankin, Herald

      
      ‘As charmingly English as Pimm’s and heatstroke on a balmy summer’s day, few Pink Floyd fans will want to miss out on this’
      

      
      Q magazine

      
      ‘Debonair detachment, engaging wit, always readable’

      
      Dominic Maxwell, Time Out

      
      ‘Anything but a hymn of praise to the mighty Floyd. Mason’s drummer’s tale is unstintingly and amusingly disrespectful about
         the band’ Robert Sandall, Sunday Times

      
      ‘With scores of unseen shots from Mason’s personal archive, the book celebrates the little-noted fact that the Floyd were
         a fabulously photogenic group’ Word magazine
      

      
      ‘Tracing the band’s journey from those primitive beginnings to the stadium-filling sights and sounds that are Pink Floyd today,
         the changes in rock ’n’ roll and its technology make this a strangely fascinating read’ Sunday Express

   
      
      
      

      
      Nick Mason was born in Birmingham in 1944. He is – of course – best known as the drummer in Pink Floyd. When not behind the
         drums Nick’s other passion is motor racing. He has raced extensively in both historic and contemporary cars and competed in
         five Le Mans 24-hour races. In 1998 he wrote, with Mark Hales, Into the Red, a celebration of 21 cars from his collection of classic sports and racing cars (the book, updated and enlarged, was republished
         as Passion for Speed in 2010). Nick has also written for a wide variety of publications including The Sunday Times, the Independent, Time, Tatler, GQ, Autosport, Classic Cars, Red Line, Octane and Cars for the Connoisseur.

      
      Philip Dodd is an author and editor who specialises in music and popular culture. He co-edited The Rolling Stones: A Life on the Road and, with Charlie Watts and Dora Loewenstein, According to the Rolling Stones. He was the interviewer and editor for Genesis: Chapter and Verse, and is the author of The Book of Rock.
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      ROGER WATERS only deigned to speak to me after we’d spent the best part of six months studying at college together. One afternoon, as
         I tried to shut out the murmur of forty fellow architectural students so that I could concentrate on the technical drawing
         in front of me, Roger’s long, distinctive shadow fell across my drawing board. Although he had studiously ignored my existence
         up until that moment, Roger had finally recognised in me a kindred musical spirit trapped within a budding architect’s body.
         The star-crossed paths of Virgo and Aquarius had dictated our destiny, and were compelling Roger to seek a way to unite our
         minds in a great creative adventure.
      

      
      No, no, no. I’m trying to keep the invention to a minimum. The only reason Roger had bothered to approach me was that he wanted
         to borrow my car.
      

      
      The vehicle in question was a 1930 Austin Seven ‘Chummy’ which I’d picked up for twenty quid. Most other teenagers of the
         time would probably have chosen to buy something more practical like a Morris 1000 Traveller, but my father had instilled
         a love of early cars in me, and had sourced this particular car. With his help, I learnt how to keep the ‘Chummy’ operational.
         However, Roger must have been desperate even to want me to lend it to him. The Austin’s cruising speed was so sluggish that
         I’d once had to give a hitch-hiker a lift out of sheer embarrassment because I was going so slowly he thought I was actually
         stopping to offer him a ride. I told Roger the car was off the road, which was not entirely true. Part of me was reluctant
         to lend it out to anyone else, but I think I also found Roger rather menacing. When he spotted me driving the Austin shortly afterwards, he had his first taste of my penchant
         for occupying that no-man’s-land between duplicity and diplomacy. On a previous occasion, Roger had accosted Rick Wright,
         who was also a student in our class, and asked him for a cigarette, a request Rick turned down point blank. This was an early
         sign of Rick’s legendary generosity. These first, mundane, social contacts – during the spring of 1963 – contained the seeds
         of the relationships we would enjoy and endure over the years ahead.
      

      
      Pink Floyd emerged from two overlapping sets of friends: one was based around Cambridge, where Roger, Syd Barrett, David Gilmour
         and many future Floyd affiliates hailed from. The other – Roger, Rick and myself – came together in the first year of an architecture
         course at the Regent Street Polytechnic in London, which is where my recollections of our common history begin.
      

      
      I had in fact already retired as a drummer by the time I arrived at the Poly (since rather grandly retitled the University
         of Westminster). The college was then based in Little Titchfield Street, just off Oxford Street in the centre of the West
         End. The Poly, in retrospect, seems to be from a bygone era, with old-fashioned wooden panelling reminiscent of a giant, utilitarian
         public school. As far as I can remember there were no real onsite facilities, other than some tea-making equipment, but the
         Poly – in the heart of the rag trade area around Great Titchfield and Great Portland Streets – was surrounded by cafés offering
         eggs, sausage and chips up to midday, when steak and kidney pie and jam roly-poly would be the menu du jour.

      
      The architectural school was in a building housing a number of other related disciplines and had become a well-respected institution.
         There was still a fairly conservative approach to teaching: for History of Architecture a lecturer would come in and draw
         on the board an immaculate representation of the floor plan of the Temple of Khons, Karnak, which we were expected to copy, just as they had been doing for thirty years. However, the
         school had recently introduced the idea of peripatetic lecturers, and played host to some visiting architects who were on
         the frontline of new ideas, including Eldred Evans, Norman Foster and Richard Rodgers. The faculty clearly had a good eye
         for form.
      

      
      I had strolled into studying architecture with no great ambition. I was certainly interested in the subject, but not particularly
         committed to it as a career. I think I felt that being an architect would be as good a way to earn a living as any other.
         But equally I wasn’t spending my time at college dreaming of becoming a musician. Any teenage aspirations in that area had
         been overshadowed by the arrival of my driving licence.
      

      
      Despite my lack of burning ambition, the course offered a variety of disciplines – including fine art, graphics and technology
         – which proved to deliver a good all-round education, and which probably explains why Roger, Rick and I all, to a greater
         or lesser degree, shared an enthusiasm for the possibilities offered by technology and visual effects. In later years we would
         become heavily involved in everything from the construction of lighting towers to album cover artwork and studio and stage
         design. Our architectural training allowed us the luxury of making relatively informed comments whenever we brought the real
         experts in.
      

      
      For those interested in tenuous connections, my interest in the mix of the technical and visual probably came from my father,
         Bill, a director of documentary films. When I was two, he accepted a job with the Shell film unit, and so we moved from the
         Birmingham suburb of Edgbaston, where I’d been born, to North London, where I spent my formative years.
      

      
      Although my father was not particularly musical, he was definitely interested in music, especially when it related directly
         to one of his films. In those instances, he could become quite passionate about music ranging from Jamaican steel bands to string sections, jazz or the wilder electric ramblings of Ron
         Geesin. He was also fascinated by recording equipment, stereo test records, sound effects and racing cars, in various combinations,
         all interests which I inherited.
      

      
      However, there was some hint of a musical heritage within the family: my maternal grandfather, Walter Kershaw, played in a
         banjo band with his four brothers and had had a piece of music published, called ‘The Grand State March’. My mother Sally
         was a competent pianist, whose repertoire included Debussy’s now extremely politically incorrect ‘Golliwog’s Cakewalk’. The
         selection of 78s at home was even more eclectic, including classical pieces, Communist workers’ songs performed by the Red
         Army Choir, ‘The Teddy Bears’ Picnic’ and ‘The Laughing Policeman’. Doubtless traces of these influences can be found somewhere
         in our music – I shall leave it to others more energetic to winkle them out. I did take some lessons on the piano, as well
         as the violin, but they failed to uncover a musical prodigy and both instruments were abandoned.
      

      
      I will also confess to a mysterious attraction for Fess Parker singing ‘The Ballad Of Davy Crockett’, a single released in
         the UK in 1956. Even in those days the unholy relationship between music and merchandising clearly existed, since I was soon
         sporting a natty nylon coonskin cap exquisitely set off by its rakish tail.
      

      
      I must have been about twelve when rock music first impinged on my consciousness. I can remember struggling to stay awake
         through Horace Batchelor’s exhortations for his unlikely pools system on Radio Luxembourg, hoping to catch ‘Rocking To Dreamland’.
         I helped Bill Haley’s ‘See You Later Alligator’ reach the UK Top Ten in March 1956 by buying it on a 78 from the local electrical
         store, and later that year I splashed out on Elvis Presley’s ‘Don’t Be Cruel’. Both of these were played on the family’s new
         state-of-the-art gramophone that was electric and connected to a device resembling a cross between the cabinets made in the
         days of Louis XIV and a Rolls-Royce dashboard. At thirteen I had my first long-playing album – Elvis’s Rock ’N Roll. This seminal album was bought as a first LP by at least two other members of the Floyd, and almost all of our generation
         of rock musicians. Not only was this fantastic new music, but for a teenage rebel it also had the additional frisson of receiving
         the kind of parental welcome usually reserved for a pet spider.
      

      
      It was about this time that I set off with my satchel, and in short flannel trousers and school blazer – the latter pink with
         a black trim and an iron cross badge – to see Tommy Steele performing at a variety show in East London. I was on my own. Apparently
         none of my school friends was as enthused. Tommy was top of the bill, and the rest of the bill was dire. Comics, jugglers
         and other refugees from the English music halls vied to clear the hall before Tommy came on, but I stuck it out. I have to
         say he was terrific. He sang ‘Singing The Blues’ and ‘Rock With The Caveman’ and looked exactly like he did on The Six-Five Special, the original pop show on UK television. He wasn’t Elvis, but he was certainly the next best thing.
      

      
      Within a couple of years, I had gravitated towards a group of friends from the neighbourhood who had also discovered rock
         ’n’ roll, and it seemed an excellent idea to put a band together. The fact that none of us knew how to play was only a minor
         setback, since we didn’t have any instruments. Consequently allocating who played what was something of a lottery. My only
         link with drumming was that Wayne Minnow, a journalist friend of my parents, had once brought me a pair of wire brushes. After
         the failure of my early piano and violin lessons, this seemed a perfectly legitimate reason to become a drummer. My first
         kit, acquired from Chas. E. Foote of Denman Street in Soho, included a Gigster bass drum, a snare drum of indeterminate age and parentage, hi-hat, cymbals, and an instruction book on the mysteries of flam
         paradiddles and ratamacues (which I am still attempting to unravel). Equipped with this devastating armoury I joined my friends
         to form the Hotrods.
      

      
      The group included Tim Mack on lead guitar, William Gammell playing rhythm, and Michael Kriesky on bass. We also boasted a
         sax player, John Gregory, though his sax, which predated the standardisation of concert A at 440 cycles, was half a tone higher
         than a new model, and consequently unplayable with an ensemble. Michael, with help from the rest of us, had built his bass
         from scratch. Frankly, the Saxons building a space probe would have had more success, but we did achieve the vague outward
         appearance of an instrument. Although we had access to some amps, these were so shameful that when we posed for a group photo,
         we felt obliged to mock up a Vox cabinet using a cardboard box and a biro.
      

      
      Thanks to my father’s film work we had access to a brand new stereo Grundig tape recorder. Rather than waste time rehearsing
         we immediately launched into our first recording session. The studio technique involved a trial and error positioning of two
         microphones somewhere between the drums and amplifier. Regrettably these tapes still exist.
      

      
      The Hotrods never really developed beyond endless versions of the theme from the TV show Peter Gunn, and my career in music seemed destined to falter. But now I had gone from prep school to Frensham Heights, an independent
         co-ed school in Surrey. Here there were girls (I met my first wife Lindy there), a jazz club, and you could wear long trousers
         after the third form. Yes, this was the sophisticated life I had been looking for.
      

      
      Compared to being at prep school, I really enjoyed my time at Frensham – the school was in a large country house with extensive
         grounds, near Hindhead in Surrey. Although it was fairly traditional – in terms of blazers and exams – it had a far more liberal
         approach to education, and I have fond memories of both art and English teachers there. I also began to learn the skills of
         negotiation. Since the school was close to Frensham Ponds, I had managed to acquire a canoe, and in return for lending it
         to the games master, I was able to avoid ever having to play cricket. As proof of this the clothing inventory included an
         expensive cricket sweater; mine never emerged from its original cellophane wrapping…
      

      
      The school used the ballroom in the country house for assemblies and other functions, but on a regular basis it was used for
         its original purpose, when we would dance waltzes, foxtrots and veletas. However, during my time at Frensham, the ballroom
         dances evolved into hops, although I am sure that we had to get special clearance to play the latest singles, an attempt by
         the school to limit the invasion of pop music. We did have a jazz club, though. This was not something created by the masters,
         but an informal gathering of pupils: Peter Adler, the son of the great harmonica player Larry, was at the school. I remember
         him playing piano, and we may have tried playing jazz together at some point. It was difficult even to listen to our own jazz
         records, since the school only had one LP player, and we would only have had our own players towards the end of my time there.
         The club was probably more of an opportunity to get out of doing something more arduous and less agreeable, but it did at
         least represent a nascent interest in jazz. Later on I would spend time in London going to places like the 100 Club to hear
         the leaders of the trad jazz movement in England, players like Cy Laurie and Ken Colyer. However, I never liked the paraphernalia
         of a lot of trad jazz – all the bowler hats and waistcoats – and I moved on to bebop. I still have a great enthusiasm for
         modern jazz, but as a teenager, the advanced playing techniques required were an insurmountable barrier. I went back to perfecting the drum part to ‘Peter Gunn’.
      

      
      After leaving Frensham Heights, and following a year in London spent improving my studies, I arrived at the Regent Street
         Poly in September 1962. I studied a bit, produced various pieces of work for my portfolio, and attended numerous lectures.
         I did, however, show serious application in attempting to cultivate the correct look, with a penchant for corduroy jackets
         and duffle coats. I also tried smoking a pipe. It was some time during my second term at college that I fell in with what
         the older generation used to call a ‘bad lot’, namely Roger.
      

      
      Our first abortive conversation about the Austin ‘Chummy’ had perhaps surprisingly led to a growing friendship, based on shared
         musical tastes. Another bond in the friendship that developed between us was a common liking for anything that took us outside
         the school building, whether trawling up and down the Charing Cross Road looking at drums and guitars, going to matinée shows
         at West End cinemas, or heading off to Anello and Davide’s, the ballet-shoe makers in Covent Garden who were then also making
         Cuban-heeled cowboy boots to order. The prospect of a weekend break at Roger’s house in Cambridge also occasionally encouraged
         an early Friday departure from the rigours of class work.
      

      
      Politically we came from fairly similar backgrounds. Roger’s mother was an ex-Communist Party member and a staunch Labour
         supporter, as were my parents: my father had joined the Communist Party to oppose fascism, and then on the outbreak of war
         left the CP and became a shop steward in the ACT, the Association of Cinematographic Technicians. This kind of background
         was also shared by our respective girlfriends, and later wives, Lindy and Judy. Roger had been the chairman of the youth section
         of the Campaign for Nuclear Disarmament in Cambridge, and he and Judy took part in a number of CND marches from Aldermaston to London. Lindy and I did join at least one CND march on the outskirts of London on the last day, and she later
         was part of the Grosvenor Square demonstration which the police broke up with a rather heavy hand. I would now tend to say
         that probably reflects quite accurately my own general commitment to politics – slightly to the left of half-hearted with
         only the occasional outburst of good behaviour.
      

      
      Some of Roger’s strength of conviction had probably been picked up from his mother Mary, a teacher who’d shown her personal
         toughness by bringing up Roger and his elder brother John single-handed after her husband Eric Waters (who was also a teacher)
         had been killed in Italy during the Second World War. Roger had attended Cambridgeshire High School for Boys at the same time
         as Syd Barrett – among their fellow pupils was Storm Thorgerson, who later on would play a major role in the band’s history
         as our graphic designer for over three decades. The school also provided Roger with the raw material for a particular kind
         of bullying teacher who would later appear as a caricature in The Wall.

      
      Roger’s musical activities were not particularly different from any other teenager’s at the time: a bit of guitar strumming,
         picking up riffs and ideas from old blues records. Like me he was an avid listener to Radio Luxembourg, as well as the American
         Forces Network. When he came down to college in London his guitar travelled with him. An early indication of putting our training
         to good use was the way he had used Letraset, then a specialist design tool, to print ‘I believe to my soul’ on the body of
         the guitar. To our eyes, it looked pretty smart.
      

      
      Along with his guitar, Roger packed a particular attitude. Like a few of the others in the class, he had already had a few
         months’ experience working in an architectural office before arriving at college. This had given him a slightly more sophisticated
         view of where all this training might lead, and he sported an expression of scorn for most of the rest of us, which I think even the staff found off-putting.
      

      
      A fellow student, Jon Corpe, has a vivid memory of Roger’s impact at the Poly: ‘Tall, gaunt, with poor skin, he projected
         an image of the High Plains Drifter. He carried his guitar, which he played softly in the studio or firmly in the Student
         Players office [this was the office of the Poly drama club, one of our rehearsal rooms]. To me Roger will always be at a distance,
         singing songs of morbid loss.’
      

      
      We were occasionally called upon to form teams to complete a work assignment and so sometime during our first year Roger and
         I joined forces with Jon Corpe to design a small house. Our building design was received rather well, despite the fact that
         it was totally impractical, but this was mainly because Jon was an excellent student who seemed happy to concentrate on the
         architecture while Roger and I unloaded his grant on curry and musical instruments.
      

      
      Working with Roger was not easy. Typically I would travel from Hampstead in North London, where I was still living at home,
         across town, only to find a note from Roger pinned to the door – ‘Gone to the Café des Artistes’. His living arrangements
         were usually unsettled; for a while he lived in a particularly rough squat just off the King’s Road in Chelsea. With no hot
         water – baths were taken at the Chelsea bathhouse just up the road – no phone and some wildly unstable co-squatters, this
         experience probably gave him a head start in coping with life on tour, but on a practical level it was extremely difficult
         to set up a drawing board.
      

      
      Although the sight, sounds and aromas of Roger’s lodgings have stayed with me, I have few clear memories of Rick at this juncture,
         and he could never do much better. I think he realised as soon as he arrived at college that architecture was not for him
         – according to Rick this was a totally arbitrary choice suggested by a careers master – but it took the Poly a full year to arrive at the same conclusion. Once both parties reached this mutual
         understanding, Rick left to seek an alternative route, ending up at the London College of Music.
      

      
      What history does record is that Rick had been born in Pinner, that his father Robert was the chief biochemist for Unigate
         Dairies, and that the family home was in Hatch End on the outskirts of London: from there Rick attended Haberdashers’ Aske’s
         Grammar School. Rick played trumpet as a schoolboy, and always maintained that he played the piano before he could walk…
         but would then add that he didn’t walk until he was ten. In fact it was a broken leg at twelve years old – with two months
         spent in bed – that left him with a guitar for company but no tutor. Rick taught himself to play using his own fingering,
         and later, encouraged by his Welsh mother Daisy, used the same approach for the piano. This teach-yourself method produced
         Rick’s unique sound and style, and probably prevented him from ever making a living as a professor of technique at a conservatoire.
      

      
      After a brief flirtation with skiffle, Rick had succumbed to a trad jazz influence, playing the trombone, saxophone and piano.
         I’m sorry to say that he once confessed to using a bowler hat as a mute for the trombone. He went to see Humphrey Lyttelton
         and Kenny Ball at Eel Pie Island, and Cyril Davies, one of the fathers of British R&B, at the Railway Tavern in Harrow. He
         also hitched or cycled to Brighton at weekends before mods went on scooters and adopted the dress style of a raver (collarless
         shirt, waistcoat and, on the odd occasion, bowler hat). Before arriving at the Poly he had a brief stint as a Kodak delivery
         assistant, where work experience had been based on watching the drivers sidling off at midday to play golf before returning
         to the depot at eight o’clock in the evening to clock out and claim their overtime.
      

      
      My impressions of Rick at college are of someone quiet, introverted, with a circle of friends outside the Poly. Jon Corpe remembers that ‘Rick was the possessor of manly good looks,
         with long, luscious eyelashes that made the girls curious about him.’
      

      
      In our first year, Rick, Roger and I all found ourselves in a band constructed by Clive Metcalfe, another Poly student who
         played in a duo with Keith Noble, one of our classmates. I’m sure that Clive was the original motivator of the band: he could
         actually play the guitar a bit and had clearly spent many hours learning the songs. The rest of us were all recruited in the
         most casual ‘Yeah, I used to play a bit’ way rather than through any burning ambition. This first Poly band – the Sigma 6
         – consisted of Clive, Keith Noble, Roger, myself and Rick, with Keith’s sister Sheila occasionally helping out on vocals.
         Rick’s position was a little tenuous since he had no electric keyboard. He would play if a pub venue had a piano, but without
         any amplification it was unlikely anyone could hear him over the drums and the Vox AC30s. If no piano were available, he would
         threaten to bring along his trombone.
      

      
      Rick’s girlfriend, and later wife, Juliette was more a guest artist with a repertoire of various blues pieces including ‘Summertime’
         and ‘Careless Love’ that she sang particularly well. Juliette, who’d been studying modern languages at the Poly, left for
         university in Brighton at the end of our first year, at the same time as Rick went on to the London College of Music. However,
         by then we had found enough in common musically to continue our friendship.
      

      
      I think the band stabilised around the worse rather than the better players. We briefly had one really capable guitarist (I
         know he was good because he had a nice instrument and a proper Vox amplifier) but he moved on after a couple of rehearsals.
         My memory is that we never tried to formalise the line-up: if two guitarists turned up it simply extended the repertoire,
         as undoubtedly one of them would know a song the rest of us hadn’t learnt. At this point Roger was designated rhythm guitarist.
         He was only relegated to bass later when a refusal to spend the extra money for an electric guitar, combined with Syd Barrett’s
         arrival, forced him to take a more lowly position. As he later remarked, ‘Thank God I wasn’t pushed down to the drum kit.’
         I have to agree with that sentiment. If Roger was drumming, I suppose I’d have ended up as the roadie…
      

      
      Like most start-up bands far more time was spent talking, planning and coming up with names than rehearsing. Gigs were very
         few and far between. Until 1965 none of the gigs we did was strictly commercial in the sense that they were organised by us
         or fellow students for private rather than public functions. Birthday parties, end of terms and student hops were the norm.
         We rehearsed in a tearoom in the basement of the Poly, and along with songs suitable for student parties such as ‘I’m A Crawling
         King Snake’ and numbers by the Searchers we also worked on songs written by one of Clive Metcalfe’s friends, a fellow student
         called Ken Chapman. Ken became our manager/songwriter. He had cards printed up offering our services for parties, and a major
         publicity drive for our – thankfully brief – manifestation as the Architectural Abdabs was mounted around a rather coy photograph
         of us, and an article in the student paper in which we expressed our allegiance to R&B over rock. Unfortunately, Ken’s lyrics
         tended to be a little too far on the ballad-cum-novelty side for us with lyrics such as ‘Have you seen a morning rose?’ (set
         to the tune of ‘Für Elise’) and ‘Mind the gap’. But he did eventually get an opportunity to demo them to a well-known publisher,
         Gerry Bron, who came along to audition the band and the songs. We rehearsed manfully for this opportunity but it was not a
         great success. Gerry liked the songs better than the band (well, that’s what Ken told us anyway), but not even the songs made
         it.
      

      
      By the start of our second year as students in September 1963, Clive and Keith had decided to strike out on their own as a
         duo, and so the next version of the band began to coalesce around a house owned by Mike Leonard. Mike, then in his mid-thirties,
         was a part-time tutor at the Poly, who, in addition to his love of architecture, was fascinated by ethnic percussion and the
         interplay between rhythm, movement and light, which he enthused about during his lectures. In September 1963, by now also
         teaching at the Hornsey College of Art, Mike acquired a house in North London and wanted some tenants to provide him with
         rent income.
      

      
      39 Stanhope Gardens in Highgate is one of those comfortable Edwardian houses with spacious rooms and high ceilings. Mike was
         in the process of converting it into a flat on the ground floor with his own rather more exotic accommodation and drawing
         office above. He had opened up the substantial roof area and created a large space ideally suited as a rehearsal facility,
         but luckily for him the stairs were just too steep and we rarely had the energy to lug all the equipment to the top.
      

      
      Mike also needed some part-time help in his office, where his work adding toilet accommodation to schools for the London County
         Council enabled him to finance the design and building of the light machines he was constructing at home; these used perforated
         metal or glass discs with perspex elements rotated by electric motors to throw out patterns of light onto a wall. Mike’s suggestion
         that we become his tenants seemed an ideal arrangement, so Roger and I moved in. Over the next three years Rick, Syd and various
         other acquaintances all lived there at different periods; the mood of the place was captured by an early Tomorrow’s World documentary on BBC TV, which showed one of Mike’s light machines in action while we rehearsed downstairs (the programme bravely
         predicted that by the 1970s every living room in the land would have its own light machine).
      

      
      Mike owned two cats called Tunji and McGhee – one a Burmese, the other a Siamese – that both he and Roger were particularly
         fond of. As a result Roger continued a cat relationship for years. I think he found their arrogant aggression comforting. The walls
         in the house were covered in hessian and after trailing a kipper across the fabric Mike would signal mealtimes to the cats
         by the use of an old motor horn. The cats would sprint back from terrorising the neighbourhood, leap through the letter box
         and then start a crazed trip up the walls and along the window ledges until they found the kipper, occasionally nailed to
         the drawing office ceiling.
      

      
      Stanhope Gardens made a real difference to our musical activities. We had our own permanent rehearsal facility, thanks to
         an indulgent landlord: indeed, we used the name Leonard’s Lodgers for a while. Rehearsals took place in the front room of
         the flat where all the equipment was permanently set up. Unfortunately, this made any study very difficult and sleep almost
         out of the question since it was also Roger’s and my bedroom. The neighbours naturally complained, though the threatened noise
         injunction never materialised, but, just in case, we occasionally eased their pain by renting a rehearsal hall in the nearby
         Railway Tavern on the Archway Road.
      

      
      There were never any complaints from Mike. In fact, he became an active participant. He was a capable piano player, and we
         persuaded him to purchase a Farfisa Duo electric organ and become our keyboard player for a while. Mike still has the Farfisa.
         The other great bonus was that Mike gave us access to the experiments in light and sound going on at the Hornsey College.
         Roger, in particular, spent many hours down there working with the light machines, and became a kind of de facto assistant
         to Mike.
      

      
      So, throughout our second year at college, we lived at Stanhope Gardens, rehearsed, played the occasional gig, while we continued
         our studies in a fitful fashion. The next really significant change in our fortunes was the arrival of Bob Klose in September
         1964. Bob, another product of Cambridgeshire High School for Boys, came to London with Syd Barrett, and enrolled in the architectural school two years below us. Bob was able to move straight into
         Stanhope Gardens since I’d moved out of the flat during the summer and back home to Hampstead. It had become quite obvious
         that if I was to stay at the Poly, which seemed to be a good idea at the time, I would have to do some more work, and studying
         at Stanhope Gardens was impossible.
      

      
      Bob’s reputation as a guitar player was well known and much deserved. Going into a guitar shop with him was a delight as even
         supercilious salesmen were impressed with his Mickey Baker jazz chords and lightning finger work, although from our point
         of view he did regrettably favour the more conservative semi-acoustic guitars over the Fender Stratocaster. With Bob we felt
         musically more confident, but as Keith Noble and Clive Metcalfe had both left the Poly and the band, we were desperate for
         a vocalist. The Cambridge connection worked again, and Bob supplied us with Chris Dennis. He was a little older than the rest
         of us, and had been part of some of the better bands on the Cambridge music scene. Chris was an RAF dental assistant stationed
         at Northolt. He didn’t have a car (I was generally the driver – still driving the Austin ‘Chummy’) but he did own a Vox PA
         system consisting of two columns and a separate amplifier with individual channels for the microphones. When pressed we could
         put guitars through the PA as well. With all this equipment Chris was, of course, automatically guaranteed the position of
         vocalist.
      

      
      As front man for the band – now called the Tea Set – Chris had an unfortunate tendency for making Hitler moustaches with his
         harmonica, saying ‘Sorry about that, folks’ and announcing each number (‘with deadly aplomb’ as Bob Klose puts it) as ‘Looking
         Through The Knotholes In Granny’s Wooden Leg’. Had Chris stayed with the band, I suspect this routine might have proved a
         liability when the Floyd became, so I am reliably informed, the darlings of London’s underground intelligentsia.
      

      
      We parted company with Chris after a short while, when Syd Barrett started to play with us on a regular basis. Roger knew
         Syd from Cambridge – Roger’s mother had taught Syd at junior school – and we had been planning to add him to the band even
         before he arrived in London to study at Camberwell College of Art. It was very much a case of Syd joining us, rather than
         him recruiting a band. Bob Klose recalls the moment well: ‘I remember the rehearsal that sealed Chris Dennis’s fate. It was
         the attic at Stanhope Gardens. Chris, Roger, Nick and I were working over a few of the R&B faves then current. Syd, arriving
         late, watched quietly from the top of the stairs. Afterwards he said, “Yeah, it sounded great, but I don’t see what I would
         do in the band”.’
      

      
      Although Syd was not sure where he might fit in, it felt right that he should join. As a result, the days of Chris Dennis
         and his PA system were numbered. Since Bob had been responsible for recruiting Chris, Roger decided that he should accordingly
         be in charge of handling the unrecruiting procedure, which Bob undertook from a payphone in Tottenham Court Road tube station.
         As it happened, Chris was being posted abroad in any case. And so partially by default Syd became the front man.
      

      
      Having no childhood reminiscences of Syd I can only say that on first meeting him in 1964 he was delightful. In a period when
         everyone was being cool in a very adolescent, self-conscious way, Syd was unfashionably outgoing; my enduring memory of our
         first encounter is the fact that he bothered to come up and introduce himself to me.
      

      
      Syd’s upbringing in Cambridge had been possibly the most bohemian and liberal of us all. His father Arthur, a university and
         hospital pathologist, and his mother Winifred had always encouraged him in his music. They had allowed, even welcomed, rehearsals
         by Syd’s early bands in their front room. This was advanced behaviour for parents in the early 1960s. Alongside music, Syd’s interest in and talent for painting was evident
         during his time at Cambridgeshire High School, which he left to study art at Cambridge Tech, just after the death of his father.
         An old acquaintance of his, David Gilmour, was also there, studying modern languages. The two got along well – getting together
         at lunchtimes with guitars and harmonicas for a jam – and later spent a summer down in the south of France, hitch-hiking around
         and busking.
      

      
      Syd was not always Syd – he’d been christened Roger Keith, but at the Riverside Jazz Club he went to in a local Cambridge
         pub, one of the stalwarts was a drummer called Sid Barrett. The club regulars immediately nicknamed this newly arrived Barrett
         ‘Syd’, but with a ‘y’ to avoid total confusion, and that’s how we always knew him.
      

      
      Storm Thorgerson remembers Syd as an interesting, but not necessarily the most interesting, member of a talented set of friends
         living in Cambridge, all enthused by the elegance and culture of the town and the countryside around. Syd was good-looking,
         charming, funny, played a bit of guitar and smoked the occasional joint. Certainly when he joined our band in London, there
         was no sudden transition in our musical tastes. Syd was quite comfortable with the Bo Diddley, Stones and R&B cover versions
         that formed the bulk of our repertoire. Storm also recalls that Syd adored the Beatles, at a time when most of his friends
         preferred the Stones.
      

      
      Just as Stanhope Gardens solved our rehearsal problems, the Poly was a ready-made performance facility. The impression I have
         is that we actually had to do quite a lot of work at the college. The architectural course required significant amounts of
         studying outside the class, and evenings at home – and later in the flats we lived in – were spent working, or at least trying
         to despite any other distractions. There was little, if any, going out to clubs or bars during the week, but come Friday night
         we could relax in the pub, and at weekends there were regular events within the Poly. These took place in a large hall that had the feel of a gym.
         There was a stage at one end, where various functions and occasional theatrical productions took place. The hops were straightforward
         dances, with a record player blasting out the latest hit parade, but once in a while a live band would be booked.
      

      
      As the only house band we managed on a few occasions to support the main act. This was quite a significant development for
         us, and we must have hustled hard to get the opportunity. We would probably have got paid, but not much; it was the prospect
         of playing that was exciting. We were not daunted by the thought of performing – in any case, we were only going to get up
         and do some cover versions for people to dance to – but we were overwhelmed by the professionalism of the full-timers. The
         way they did their set underlined what a gulf there was between a band playing regularly for a living and a part-time student
         group like ours.
      

      
      I particularly remember supporting the Tridents, who at the time featured Jeff Beck on guitar. The Tridents was Jeff’s first
         band of any commercial note, and they had established a reasonable reputation; more significantly when Jeff left the Tridents,
         it was to take over Eric Clapton’s role in the Yardbirds, and enhance his reputation as one of the great blues rock guitarists,
         but one who was also able to create that dancing-round-the-handbag party classic ‘Hi Ho Silver Lining’.
      

      
      Around Christmas 1964, we went into a studio for the first time. We wangled this through a friend of Rick’s who worked at
         the studio in West Hampstead, and who let us use some down time for free. The session included one version of an old R&B classic
         ‘I’m A King Bee’, and three songs written by Syd: ‘Double O Bo’ (Bo Diddley meets the 007 theme), ‘Butterfly’ and ‘Lucy Leave’.
         These became our staple demo songs, on ¼” tape and a limited vinyl pressing, and were invaluable since many venues demanded these prior to live auditions.
      

      
      Curiously enough, around this time Rick had a song called ‘You’re The Reason Why’ published and released as a B-side on a
         single called ‘Little Baby’ by an outfit known as Adam, Mike & Tim, and so he received a publishing advance of £75 years before
         any of the rest of us knew what ‘rip-off’ really meant…
      

      
      We managed to land a residency later in the spring of 1965 at the Countdown Club, a basement at 1A Palace Gate, just off Kensington
         High Street. The Countdown Club was below a hotel or a block of flats, which of course led to problems about the level of
         noise emanating from the club. The Countdown had no particular thematic decor or moody ambience. It was a place set up for
         music, with a relatively young clientele, and the drinks were quite cheap. I think the idea was that, given the lack of advertising,
         the owners expected groups like ours to bring along a large bunch of friends for support, who would refresh themselves at
         the club’s bar.
      

      
      We played from about nine at night until two in the morning with a couple of breaks. Three sets of ninety minutes each meant
         we started repeating songs towards the end of the evening as we ran out of numbers and alcohol affected the audience’s short-term
         memory. It was also the beginning of a realisation that songs could be extended with lengthy solos. We started to assemble
         a wider variety of songs as well as a small but loyal following. Although initially using amplification, we had only done
         two or three successful nights when the club was served with a noise injunction. We were so desperate for the work (this was
         our only paying gig at the time) that we offered to perform acoustically. Roger somehow acquired a double bass, Rick dusted
         off the upright piano, Bob and Syd played acoustic guitars and I used a pair of wire brushes. I know the repertoire included
         ‘How High The Moon’, one of Bob’s showcase tunes, and ‘Long Tall Texan’, but the other numbers have long since been forgotten.
      

      
      At the same time, we auditioned for two potential career openings. One was as a support act at a club called Beat City. They
         had advertised for bands in the Melody Maker, the weekly paper that – until it closed in 2000 – carried information on ‘Musicians Available and Wanted’ (‘A Able Accordionist…’
         was the opener for years). We saw the ad for Beat City and along we went, performing a selection of our own songs. They
         turned us down.
      

      
      Another audition was for Ready Steady Go!, which was the definitive music show of the day, where groovy young people could be seen dancing to groovy young bands. Broadcast
         on ITV, the still comparatively new commercial channel, it could be a little more radical than the BBC would have dared. Regrettably
         even the Ready Steady Go! producers found us rather too radical for the general viewer, and suggested they would like to hear us again, this time playing songs they were more familiar
         with. But at least they had shown some interest, and had the decency to invite us all back to be in the studio audience the
         next week. This gave me a good reason to head off to Carnaby Street and buy a pair of hound’s-tooth black and white check,
         flared hipster trousers, as the audience were to be seen flouncing about in front of the cameras. It was also an opportunity
         to see bands like the Rolling Stones and the Lovin’ Spoonful live.
      

      
      Another cracking idea to launch our career was going in for rock contests. We entered two. One was a local event at the Country
         Club in North London. We had played here a couple of times, and had a small knot of fans, so we got through to the finals
         without too much difficulty. At this point however we hit a snag. We had also entered a grander event, the Melody Maker Beat Contest (Beat was a heavily over-used word that decade). Anxiously we had sent off our demo tape along with band photos
         taken in the back garden of Mike’s house, and notable for our band uniform of tab-collar shirts and blue Italian knitted ties,
         all from Cecil Gee’s in the Charing Cross Road.
      

      
      The demo and the knitted ties seemed to do the trick. Having gained our entry to the contest we then found that our heat was
         to take place on the same night as the final of the Country Club contest. The final couldn’t be changed, and nor could our
         heat, since the Melody Maker contest was an elaborate device allowing a promoter to make money by selling quantities of tickets to each band’s supporters
         in an attempt to stuff the ballot box. Eventually we managed to negotiate with another band to let us go on first. This was
         without doubt the worst possible slot (and although it didn’t make any difference, our banner was misspelt Pink Flyod). Our
         later slot went to the winners, the St Louis Union, who couldn’t believe their luck – and who eventually won the national
         first prize. After playing, we rushed to the Country Club, only to be disqualified from any chance of first place by our late
         arrival. This left a band called the Saracens to take the honours and grasp the career opportunities.
      

      
      Bob Klose left the band during the summer of 1965 at the insistence of both his father and his college tutors. He did surreptitiously
         play a few more times with us, but even though we were losing the person we considered our most proficient musician, it didn’t
         seem like a major setback. This remarkable prescience – or sheer lack of imagination – was to become something of a habit.
      

      
      I was about to start a year of work experience working for Lindy’s father, Frank Rutter, at his architectural office near
         Guildford. I have Roger to thank for getting me this far through the course, since he coached me through the mysteries of
         structural maths when I was in danger of failing the exam re-take. Roger on the other hand was held back a year, and told
         to get some practical experience, in spite of receiving a commendation from an outside examiner. I think the staff were finally
         responding to long-term exposure to Roger’s disdain, coupled with his increasing lack of interest in attending lectures. Their decision was either pure revenge,
         or it could be that they simply needed a break from Roger.
      

      
      Frank was a good, practical architect, but was also an admirer of the new movement, and had a strong sense of the culture
         and history of architecture. In a way, he represented something of a role model for what I might have aspired to had I stuck
         with architecture as a career. He had recently finished the university in Sierra Leone and was just starting work on a university
         in British Guiana, which was the project I worked on when I arrived as the most junior of juniors. Although my involvement
         was pretty low-grade, it brought home to me that I had completed three years of architectural training but had no idea about
         how to transform the plans on the drawing board into reality. It was something of a confidence blow.
      

      
      I stayed at the Rutters’ house in Thursley, south of Guildford, which was big enough to house the drawing offices for Frank’s
         large practice, as well as extended family and guests. The substantial grounds allowed us the rather civilised option of playing
         croquet on the lawn during the lunch-break. By coincidence, Frank later sold the house to Roger Taylor, the drummer with Queen.
      

      
      Throughout the autumn we played on, usually under the name the Tea Set, but we now had an alternative name, created by Syd.
         The name had come about under duress. We were playing, as the Tea Set, out at an RAF base, probably Northolt just outside
         London, when, lo and behold, we found that, extraordinarily, there was another band called the Tea Set booked to appear. I’m
         not sure if the other Tea Set had precedence because they were on first or later, but we rapidly had to come up with an alternative.
         Syd produced, with little further ado, the name the Pink Floyd Sound, using the first names of two venerable blues musicians
         Pink Anderson and Floyd Council. Although we might have been aware of them on some blues imports, the names were not ones we were particularly familiar with; it was very much Syd’s idea. And it stuck.
      

      
      It is extraordinary how a spur-of-the-moment decision can become a permanent, comfortable fixture, with long-lasting and far-reaching
         implications. The Rolling Stones came up with their name in a pretty similar situation, when Brian Jones had to give Jazz News the name of his band, and he looked down and saw the track ‘Rollin’ Stone Blues’ on a Muddy Waters album. Out of that emerges
         decades of merchandising, puns and associations. In our case, when we became one of the underground’s house bands, we were
         fortunate that the very abstraction of the combination Pink and Floyd had a suitable and vaguely psychedelic suggestiveness
         that a name along the lines of the Howlin’ Crawlin’ King Snakes might not have offered.
      

      
      We would very occasionally head out of London for gigs that actually paid for us to perform. We played at one event in a large
         country house called High Pines at Esher in Surrey, and in October 1965 at a big party in Cambridge for the 21st birthday
         of Storm Thorgerson’s girlfriend, Libby January and her twin sister Rosie. Among our co-performers that night were the Jokers
         Wild (featuring one David Gilmour) and a young folk-singer called Paul Simon. Storm remembers that this party represented
         the polarised split between the generations at the time. Libby’s parents had organised the party and invited lots of their
         friends, who were there in lounge suits and cocktail dresses. Libby and her sister’s friends, mainly students, were in loose,
         proto-hippy gear, and preferred their music loud. Some time shortly afterwards, Libby’s father, disapproving of the young
         Thorgerson, in fact offered Storm a blank cheque to absent himself – permanently.
      

      
      Although it wasn’t obvious at the time, our next important break was landing a gig at the Marquee in March 1966. Prior to
         this our reputation had been based on the combination of Syd as our front man and our connection with the intriguing goings-on at the light and sound workshop at Hornsey College. We can’t have
         had more than four or five original songs, most of which had been recorded when we’d made the demo at Broadhurst Gardens.
      

      
      The only gig that might have brought us to wider attention had been at Essex University. At their rag ball, we shared the
         bill with the Swinging Blue Jeans, who did appear, and Marianne Faithfull who was billed as appearing – if she managed to
         return from Holland in time. It didn’t sound hopeful. We were still called Tea Set at the time although we must have given
         the impression of being in transition to psychedelia, since in spite of having ‘Long Tall Texan’ in our repertoire, where
         we all sang to the accompaniment of acoustic guitars, somebody had arranged oil slides and a film projection. I imagine that
         someone who was there or subsequent word of mouth was responsible for leading us on to the Marquee … 
      

      
      We saw this booking at the Marquee as a great opportunity to break into the club circuit, although it transpired that the
         gig was a function called the Trip, a totally separate event for which the club had been booked privately. It took place on
         a Sunday afternoon and certainly no regular Marquee punter would have dreamt of attending.
      

      
      I found the whole event pretty strange. We were used to playing R&B parties where the entry fee was a keg of bitter. Suddenly
         we were performing for a ‘happening’, and being encouraged to develop the extended solos that we’d only really put into the
         songs to pad them out during our Countdown Club residency. The organisers asked us to come back to the Marquee for some similar
         Sunday afternoon events, which subsequently became known as the Spontaneous Underground. This was fortuitous, since otherwise
         we would never have met Peter Jenner.
      

      
      Peter had recently graduated from Cambridge, although he did not encounter any member of the Pink Floyd crowd during his time at the university (there was still a significant divide between
         town and gown). He was working at the Department of Social Administration at the London School of Economics, teaching social
         workers sociology and economics, and also involved in a record label called DNA. He was, in his own words, ‘a music nut’,
         into jazz and blues in particular and had set up DNA with John Hopkins, Felix Mendelssohn and Ron Atkins, to reflect their
         broad range of musical interest: ‘We wanted DNA to be an avant-garde thing, avant-garde anything: jazz, folk, classical, pop.’
      

      
      At the end of the academic year Peter was marking a pile of papers one Sunday, and had reached the point where he needed to
         get out for a breath of fresh air. He decided to head out from the LSE in Holborn across to the Marquee Club in Wardour Street,
         where he knew there was a private gig happening. He knew this through an acquaintance called Bernard Stollman, whose brother
         Stephen ran ESP, an arty American label, which included acts like the Fugs, and which had been an inspiration for the setting
         up of DNA.
      

      
      Peter recalls, ‘DNA had done some work with the free improvisation group AMM, recording an album in one day in Denmark Street.
         The deal was rotten: 2 per cent out of which the studio time, and probably the artists, had to be paid, and as an economist
         I came to the conclusion that 2 per cent of a £30 album was only 7d, and that it would take an awful lot of 7ds to earn £1,000,
         which was my idea of a fortune. I decided that if DNA was going to work we had to have a pop band. That’s when I saw the Pink
         Floyd Sound at the Marquee Club that Sunday. I did think the “Sound” part of their name was pretty lame.
      

      
      ‘I remember very clearly seeing the show. The band were basically playing R&B, things like “Louie Louie” and “Dust My Broom”,
         things everybody played at the time. I couldn’t make out the lyrics, but nobody could hear the lyrics in those days. But what
         intrigued me was that instead of wailing guitar solos in the middle, they made this weird noise. For a while I couldn’t work
         out what it was. And it turned out to be Syd and Rick. Syd had his Binson Echorec and was doing weird things with feedback.
         Rick was also producing some strange, long, shifting chords. Nick was using mallets. That was the thing that got me. This
         was avant-garde! Sold!’
      

      
      Peter wanted to get in touch with us, and was given a contact by Bernard Stollman. He came round to Stanhope Gardens to see
         us: ‘Roger answered the door. Everybody else had gone off on holiday, as it was the end of the academic year. So we agreed,
         “See you in September!” The record label was a whim of mine, a hobby, so I had no problem waiting. Roger hadn’t told me to
         fuck off. It was just “See you in September” …’
      

      
      When Peter came round to Stanhope Gardens, I was away on a low-budget first trip to the States. My trip to America was seen
         as part of my continuing architectural education, a chance to go and see some of the great buildings in the USA, rather than
         a rootsy musical pilgrimage. Lindy was out in New York – training as a dancer with the Martha Graham Dance Company – which
         was another good reason to go, as she would have some time off in the summer recess (Juliette, Rick’s girlfriend, was also
         out there at the same time, by chance).
      

      
      I flew out on a PanAm 707 and spent a couple of weeks in New York. There was some cultural and architectural sightseeing –
         the Guggenheim, MOMA, the Lever Building – but I did also get to see some live music. I saw the Fugs, and went to see some
         jazz acts like Mose Allison and Thelonious Monk live at the Village Vanguard and the other Greenwich Village jazz clubs. I
         spent a certain amount of time going to record shops. A lot of music was unavailable on import, and the stiff American album
         sleeves, which looked very fancy in comparison to their rather flimsy British equivalents, were prized trophies.
      

      
      For $99 Lindy and I then acquired a Greyhound bus ticket giving us unlimited travel for three months, and headed west on –
         for us – a gigantic journey of 3,000 miles coast to coast, non-stop apart from the occasional refuel and refreshment break.
         On the bus we got to know a newly married American couple – the groom was about to head off to Vietnam, which meant little
         to us in 1966; the full significance only hit me later on, and I still occasionally wonder if he survived.
      

      
      San Francisco was not yet the ‘Summer of Love’ capital of the world. Haight-Ashbury was still simply a crossroads. The city
         was much more geared to sightseeing (trips to Alcatraz) and seafood. From there we took the Greyhound east to Lexington, Kentucky
         and met up with a Poly friend Don McGarry and his girlfriend Deirdre. Don had bought a late Fifties Cadillac, with unreliable
         brakes, which made the mountain passes rather exciting. We drove almost immediately – with the occasional architectural detour
         – to Mexico City, where we managed to muddle our way around, before spending some time in Acapulco, amazed at how cheap everything
         was out of season: rooms were a dollar a night. A further epic journey back to Lexington ensued, before I returned to New
         York and back across the Atlantic.
      

      
      The Pink Floyd Sound had not penetrated my consciousness very much during this trip. I simply thought that, come September,
         I’d be back on the academic treadmill. However, in New York, I came across a copy of the East Village Other newspaper, with a report from London on up and coming bands, which mentioned the Pink Floyd Sound.
      

      
      Finding this name check so far from home really gave me a new perception of the band. Displaying a touchingly naive trust
         in the fact that you can believe everything you read in the papers, it made me realise that the band had the potential to
         be more than simply a vehicle for our own amusement.
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      WHEN THE members of the Pink Floyd Sound reconvened in London after the summer break of 1966, Peter Jenner was still waiting. He came
         back to Stanhope Gardens and said, ‘We’d love to have you on the label.’ Roger told him that we didn’t need a label, but we
         did need a manager.
      

      
      This instantly rekindled our vague fantasies of success, daydreams that might have otherwise disappeared with the end of the
         summer. Slightly surprised by his persistence, but eager to seize any opportunity, we eventually agreed that Peter, and his
         partner Andrew King, should manage the band. On one occasion, when we had a discussion about management, Andrew remembers
         me saying, ‘No one else wants to manage us, so you might as well…’ We saw their involvement as a significant step for us,
         giving us the chance to acquire a number of items, all essential if we were ever going to make the transition from amateur
         to professional: regular, paid work, a level of credibility and some decent equipment.
      

      
      Peter and Andrew had known each other since their schooldays at Westminster. Their fathers were both vicars: when Andrew was
         about to go into his final year, his parents had to move away from London and decided to find a good Christian home where
         their son could stay during term time. Consequently Andrew had lived with the Jenners in Southall, at the St George’s vicarage.
         Peter was a year younger than Andrew, so they hadn’t really known each other at school, but living in the same house led to
         shared interests. Sadly, I have no memory of the band receiving any spiritual guidance from the unholy alliance that resulted from their friendship. However, Andrew observes that pastoral care
         is a useful management tool in the music industry: ‘In a vicarage you have to be ready to deal with anything and anybody coming
         through the door.’
      

      
      In their year between the Oxbridge exams and going up in the autumn, Andrew and Peter went to the States, through another
         clerical connection (this time Episcopalian) and worked in a whiskey distillery in Peking, Illinois, for six months, a location
         that gave them easy access to Chicago at the weekends and a chance to absorb a rich mix of electric blues, jazz and gospel
         music.
      

      
      The two had kept in touch during their time at university – Peter at Cambridge, Andrew at Oxford. When Peter decided to start
         managing us, he called his old friend Andrew for help, and more importantly, for cash. Andrew had a job with a company applying
         scientific principles to educational training via a machine that asked trainees to select answers to multiple-choice questions
         by pressing levers. After writing a program for the machine on thermodynamics (of which he only had the sketchiest knowledge),
         Andrew was loaned out to the BEA airline to help motivate their staff. Each company thought he was in the other’s office,
         whereas Andrew was more likely in bed, or practising origami with some Rizla papers… Neither the airline staff nor Andrew
         himself seem to have been able to muster much motivation at all, and Peter’s call seemed a much more attractive proposition.
      

      
      Peter remembers, ‘We were good mates and had been to see a lot of music together. We felt, “Why don’t we manage this band.
         It could be interesting.” Andrew had left his job and was not working, I thought it would continue to be a good hobby.’ Together
         they set up Blackhill Enterprises, named after Blackhill Farm, a property in the Brecon Beacons that Andrew had bought with
         some inherited money. The rest of the legacy went on a straight split between wild living and some much needed equipment for the Pink Floyd Sound.
      

      
      Previously, on the few occasions we had actually been paid for gigs, any cash had been spent on upgrading our own individual
         gear: Roger had picked up a Rickenbacker bass, and I’d moved on from my original makeshift kit to a Premier kit. After parting
         company with Chris Dennis and his PA, we’d either borrowed one or made do with whatever system a venue possessed, usually
         offering the kind of sound quality even a railway station announcer would have found unclear. Blackhill rectified the situation
         immediately, taking us on a trip to the Charing Cross Road and buying us a Selmer PA system, as well as new bass and guitar
         amps.
      

      
      Initially, Peter had intended to continue running DNA as well as lecturing and managing us, while Andrew concentrated on Pink
         Floyd, but when it became clear that DNA was not a going concern, Peter focused on us. Of the two, Peter was the hustler –
         and the diplomat – who could talk his way into a deal. Peter describes himself as ‘an A1 bullshitter – still am!’ and had
         the added bonus of a link into the underground scene. Andrew was more relaxed, and a lot of fun to be around, but his taste
         for a good time sometimes led to moments of unreliability. However, he refutes the myth that our entire cash float for one
         Scandinavian tour disappeared after a particularly good night out. In fact, he says, he just pulled out some loose change
         from his pocket and a few krone rolled down a drain. It was unfortunate that Roger’s eagle eye registered this moment.
      

      
      Apart from the time they had spent in Illinois, which had allowed them to observe the Chicago music scene in action, the two
         really had virtually no experience of the music business. However, to our even less experienced eyes, they seemed to have
         sufficient connections to find more, and better, work and to open negotiations with record companies. It would have been lunacy
         for us to try and negotiate a record deal for ourselves as, dazzled by visions of Number One singles, we’d have signed for
         a pittance with the first company that made an offer. Peter and Andrew would at least have hesitated for a polite moment or
         so.
      

      
      As well as the promise of more work, and the reality of new equipment, the Jenner–King team supplied us with a link into London’s
         incipient underground movement through Peter’s involvement with the London Free School, an alternative educational establishment.
         England in 1966 was going through some remarkable changes. The Labour government of Harold Wilson was in the middle of bringing
         in a raft of changes in the laws concerning obscenity, divorce, abortion and homosexuality. The Pill had become available.
         Female emancipation was developing into more than just a theory, allowing women like Germaine Greer and Caroline Coon (the
         founder of Release, the world’s first phoneline for drugs and legal advice) to participate on equal terms.
      

      
      It was also a period of cultural change. The Beatles had kicked off a phenomenon where suddenly English bands dominated the
         international music scene. In the wake of the Beatles, English bands had been adopted by the American music market. It was
         the original version of Tony Blair’s ‘Cool Britannia’. This was accompanied by a flourishing of English fashion, retail innovation,
         models, and photographers, bringing to prominence names like Mary Quant and Ozzie Clark, Carnaby Street and Biba, Twiggy,
         Jean Shrimpton, Bailey and Donovan. Even English football was in the ascendant after the World Cup victory of 1966.
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