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            This place is me, man … I’ll never leave here I’m sure.

            Brian Jones, on arriving at Cotchford Farm.viii

         

      

   


   
      
         
1
            INTRODUCTION

         

         This is my third and final book based round three residents of Cotchford Farm in Hartfield, East Sussex. In the first I told the story of William Young, a gentleman farmer’s son who left the farm in 1853 to work in the mills surrounding Lake Erie in Canada. He left behind a diary which is a window on the world of the mid-19th century. In the second I turned my attention to Christopher Robin, who spent much of the 20th century trying to escape from the effects of his father’s highly successful creation, Winnie-the-Pooh. In these stories, Cotchford Farm acts a dumb witness to two very different situations. In both accounts I examined the lives of two sons with a close affiliation to Cotchford Farm, where it represented both a working farm and a family home. In the second case, it formed the catalyst for the magic kingdom of Hundred Acre Wood. While the first two tell stories of how the property was used in relation to the circumstances that prevailed at the time, the third and final volume operates like a corruption of historical Cotchford and everything it previously stood for. Fortunately it only lasted a few months, yet it remains a nasty scab in its history that, despite the near 60 years that have elapsed since, it refuses to completely go away, largely because the investigation at the time seemed unsatisfactory.

         In this account Cotchford becomes the setting for something of a horror story and eventually a tragedy played out in the finest surroundings to someone who, with his short stature and blond mop of hair, appeared as if, at least to his housekeeper, to be a modern-day Winnie-the-Pooh. Given Brian Jones’ wild history, this seems extraordinary. The two could not have been less alike.

         The story carries two major themes; a self-inflicted, almost total waste of young life and talent and an extraordinary cruelty forced on him and others by an old school East End villain. Amazingly, what happened appears to have never been thoroughly investigated and yet it carries with it that same sense of eventual separation from Cotchford Farm that underlines 2the previous stories, but in a very different and much more dramatic way. When a well-known person comes to grief in the way that Brian Jones did, you would think that would trigger a very careful set of enquiries. However, it seems strange to report that, often with celebrities and especially in this case, where a Rolling Stone was the victim, the opposite seems to be true. Perhaps the only thing that all three of my residents shared was an initial love of Cotchford, its surrounding East Sussex countryside and, of course, the Hundred Acre Wood in which A. A. Milne weaved his literary magic.

         I was born just five years after Brian Jones so I feel as if he was something of a contemporary and although I never had any of his musical skills, I did have a fascination with The Rolling Stones and remember wondering how their life could be so very different to mine, growing up north-west of London and on the very edge of suburbia. My life was proscribed and controlled while theirs seemed to be the very opposite, wild and unregulated in a way that was entirely new to the postwar generation and even more so to their parents who must have wondered what they had fought a war for if this was to be the result. So, not unnaturally, there was a strong edge of disapproval in the parents while the generation below them viewed the change with something more like curiosity. Where the parents thought it was disrespectful to everything they had been through (perhaps with good reason), their offspring regarded it as a possible gateway into a completely new world. While we are talking here about popular culture, it was not in any way limited to music but revealed itself in the other arts in various ways and particularly in film, where directors had decided to push against the boundaries of censorship; anything from nudity to extreme violence.

         An early example of straining against the borders of what was acceptable came in the form of Alfred Hitchcock’s Psycho (1960), which, in its curiously destructive way, has never been bettered as a horror film and which was directed by a man who was about 60 at the time. So it was not simply the young who wanted to push the boundaries of good taste to the limit and sod the consequences. In some ways it is possible that we are still on that road to make the unacceptable acceptable, to make language that would have been originally thrown out in films and television in earlier years more of the common denominator, so that now you have to look really hard 3to find something to watch on television that would not make Grandma blush until, of course, you find out that she too is not beyond that language in the way you thought she would be. As to whether we are any better off for allowing our guard to slip is contentious, given that crimes against the person are being committed in ways that once we would never have dreamed of and violence, in the shape of multiple shootings and stabbings, is taking place all over the planet, largely unchecked by successive weak governments who seem to let these matters pass them by. When a girl student can stab her teacher, as recently happened in Wales, we must surely be on a downward path.

         What were previously largely safe places resonant of 1950s England have now become those where you have to watch where you go and when, if you want to remain in one piece. There are still occasional media forays into the past as in the recent The Marlow Murder Club (2024) which suggests an older, safer environment until you realize that is just a modern version of Midsomer Murders that celebrates the countryside rather than the dodgy people who live in it. Not that I am suggesting that The Rolling Stones were responsible for all that went wrong in the early 1960s, but certainly Brian Jones was a textbook example of what can happen if you set out on an unchecked and hedonistic lifestyle, as he himself eventually recognized. We might have imagined for the rest of the band that it was largely a pose, a stage act, even though there was an element of drug taking. LSD was a new experience then. Unfortunately that spilled over into real life with lurid headlines about Marianne Faithful, and even found a niche in the 1970 film Performance directed by Nicholas Roeg where Mick Jagger could be found, resplendent with rouge lips, in bed with groupie Anita Pallenberg and another. This gangster-style epic appalled the distributors, Warner Bros, with its decadent scenes of drug taking and violence. It also demonstrated the lengths members of The Rolling Stones went to in their efforts to gain attention and shock and how, for Brian Jones, this fiction metamorphosed into fact for the period at the end of his short life. Looking back, it may have been about a search for ultimate pleasure after the restrictions of wartime, but there was often no pot of gold at the end of this deceptive rainbow and the generation throwing themselves into it were not the ones who fought 4and died for their country. It was a reaction without anything obviously experienced to react to, and to the parents, it seemed like a betrayal of all the young people who lost their lives fighting against Hitler, the madman who seems to have been regenerated today in the more dangerous Putin.

         This is an altogether darker tale, one where the subject becomes caught up in a dangerous spiral of drink and drugs, the bleak underside of fame. And yet, just like Jones’ predecessor, it starts and ends with a relatively privileged middle-class boy who thought that Cotchford would be both the country retreat that proved he had ‘made it’ and a place to chill out, away from the pressures of being a member of The Rolling Stones. He also was greatly enchanted with its connection to Winnie-the-Pooh and its romantic associations. He used to regularly read from it. But there was another reason. It was a comfortable distance from London and the attentions of police sergeant Norman Pilcher, a man who had continually harassed Jones and other pop stars who had pushed the limits with their indulgence in drugs. Pilcher also undoubtedly had an axe to grind and Jones was an easy target.

         Yet, in all other respects the story could not have been more different from the Milnes’, having more in common with the Michael Barrymore case or even Profumo and its setting round a swimming pool than the enchanted world of Pooh. What is it about swimming pools, ostensibly places of fun and relaxation, that often turn sour? It must surely be the presence of water, elemental and occasionally dangerous. Due to the presence of undesirables, it proved to be exactly that in the case of the original Rolling Stone; a place of destruction. The history of Brian Jones, of The Rolling Stones, is a dark retelling of a latter-day Christopher Robin gone desperately and impossibly uncontrolled. It could be interpreted as a morality tale for the end of the hedonistic sixties, demonstrating how the unbridled desire for drugs, fame, money, music and women can bring you crashing down. Moving to Cotchford Farm for Brian Jones was not the relief it was intended to be, but rather became the setting for a small and intimate tragedy that seemed, in the aftermath, rather pathetic.

         Jones may be a common name, but Brian was by no means a common man, singling himself out for special attention from an early age. To understand him properly, we need to go back to wartime Cheltenham where he lived his 5early years. It was also Cheltenham and, in particular, the town cemetery, which became the final resting place for this ultimate rock and roller, cancelled first by his father and then by the band that he himself had formed. We need to examine what happened in the years between his birth in 1942 and 1969, the year of his death. It is ironic that, in his spare time, his father regularly played the organ in St Mary’s Parish Church but, as a person, seemed to totally lack any sense of warmth, love or Christianity that you might expect. His music can almost be seen as a prescient early tribute to his son but before the fact. Ultimately, the story is about Brian’s inability to cope with life, his frightful judgement and his misuse of almost everything and everyone who came his way. This lack of stability meant that he was doomed before he started, set to follow a downward path that could only end in one way; destruction.

         While it provides some necessary background, this volume is not intended to be a comprehensive history of the life of Brian Jones or The Rolling Stones, which have been well covered elsewhere. Rather, it concentrates on the circumstances that led him to make the fateful decision to buy Cotchford Farm in an effort to be seen not simply as a mindless rocker but as a future country gentleman, reverting, as it were, to his middle-class roots. However, Jones was far too conflicted and taken up with himself ever to make this work but even he could not possibly have envisaged the horrors to come. And, sadly, he was too weak a personality to do anything about them. The middle-class boy from conservative Cheltenham identified himself, almost from the off, as richly talented but deeply selfish, and very quickly allowed his life to run out of control. In so doing, he created innumerable problems for his parents and himself and upset the lives of many who came in contact with him. He was the archetypal example of a rock star who, instead of embracing his talent and maximizing it, set out on the short highway to ultimate destruction. The damage he did to others; his parents, his countless girlfriends and even himself, is quite remarkable in so short a span. That some of the girls he wronged loved him is without question, but Jones was set on a course where only one thing mattered – himself. He could never consider anyone else for more than a moment: he was a narcissist. Yet it gave him no satisfaction. He was like a searchlight that 6temporarily illuminates everything close by, both people as well as things, and then is gone, never to return. What one is left with is a stream of wasted talent, lives and unfinished business. That he was a star there is no doubt but, like the brightest shooting stars, he soon fell to earth leaving behind a sea of grief. There is no doubt that one of the mantras of the entertainment industry is that if you want the world to remember you, die young. Brian Jones fulfilled that supremely well, just like Jimi Hendrix.

         We often think of Mick Jagger as the leader of The Rolling Stones and it may have been the case now for many years but what has been largely forgotten, almost expunged from history, was that Brian Jones founded the group and, if it were not for him, Jagger, Richards and the others would never have got their opportunity. To start with they were initially far less experienced and much of what they learned, they learned from Brian. So, to Jones, forming and running a top band was his life. It is what he really wanted to do but unfortunately, he did not have sufficient strength of character or organizational ability to keep going what he had undoubtedly started.

         All we have now, more than 50 years later, as the remaining members grow old and die off is a relatively anonymous headstone in Cheltenham Cemetery.

         
            ‘In Affectionate Remembrance of Brian Jones.’

         

         Brief and to the point, this epitaph shares the lack of emotion that typifies his father, Lewis. The dedication gives no clue to the nature of the man himself. It is this that I want to clarify because it could all have been so different. There have been a number of attempts to cover this story previously, some by those involved, but they have sometimes been written by those with an axe to grind either in anger or in grief. What is undoubtedly true is that most of these leave many questions unanswered and prove, if proof were needed, that Brian Jones’ short life on this planet was nevertheless responsible for both disturbing and ruining a number of lives. From the very start he was a risk to others and eventually he became a risk to himself. Often disgraceful while showing flashes of genius, he was certain to crash and burn. Yet, even those who he had wronged sometimes forgave him and if they could not have him in life, fought for a piece of his legacy afterwards. In each case, 7they are just part of an incomplete story, just as Jones’ life was incomplete and his death unsatisfactorily explained. It is a modern tragedy without proper closure, leaving a pall of uncertainty hanging over it. Death by misadventure may be a convenient explanation but it is a wholly inadequate label. Despite being an asthmatic, Jones was a strong swimmer and there were others who had good reason to wish him gone. But, and we should be clear on this, there is no suggestion that the other Stones themselves were in any way involved. They may have wanted him out of the band but there were good reasons for that, he was holding them back, and that’s as far it goes. The true cause lies elsewhere and there is no doubt they were extremely shocked by his demise.

         Swimming pools and the shower in Psycho (1959), while appearing to offer a pleasurable experience, carry a sense of threat. There are numerous examples but, as in the Barrymore case, it is the unspoken deeds around them that are left strangely unexamined. After more than 50 years, we can now look at the case of Brian Jones in a colder, more analytical light. The problem is that rereading the accounts of all those involved leaves a difficulty. There are just so many different versions of the same story, varying from witness statements that seemed to have been sanitized, to opinions passed many years later when the trail had gone cold. There is also a void at the centre. For this reason, I have attempted to contain this account to those involved who matter most in the narrative rather than include every bit player. It makes the whole thing easier to understand.

         Predictably, after his death those who knew him came out with thoughtful eulogies praising his skills although, for the most part, they were significantly lacking before he died. Alexis Korner and George Harrison were the exceptions, probably because they were as close as anybody was to being soulmates. And, while it was much easier for those in the musical world to recognize his skills and praise him, they did not have to live with him on a day-to-day basis. There was the resentment that came, often unjustifiably, from his family as well as, quite justifiably, from the long list of people who he let down, namely the families of those (at least) five illegitimate children that he fathered and then quite callously abandoned. The mothers of these children may have been naïve in expecting anything else but it 8must have been quite a burden to observe on the one hand his burgeoning success and the money that brought in, while they were often living close to the breadline or were dependent on their own parents to try and make good the shortfall. Yet, despite all this and rotten treatment, many of them continued to carry a candle for him. In addition to them, there are the variety of circus hangers-on who choose to keep him alive, like Jacqui Saunders who, according to Geoffrey Giuliano,

         
            … claims she has regular contact with Jones via the spirit world. (197, 1994)

         

         So, in the following chapters, I will try to piece together the various aspects of the life of Brian Jones and how what went before, although not specifically connected, culminated in a frightening final act.

         
             

         

         N.B. Quotations are indented and show the page and publication date of the book concerned in brackets afterwards. Any spelling/grammar discrepancies therein have been left intact.

         
             

         

         It is possible to read this book quickly by omitting the Spotlight sections since their purpose is merely to develop certain elements touched on in the narrative.

      

   


   
      
         
9
            THE MAIN PLAYERS AND PLACES

         

         
            Andrews, Patricia. Ex-Boots employee who found common ground with Jones in the Cheltenham coffee bars.

            Appleby, John. Jones’ great friend, substitute father figure and mentor early in his career.

            Carter-Fea, Jim. Manager of the Revolution Club, London.

            Cheltenham. A spa town in Gloucestershire. Important because it is central to the background of who Brian Jones was and the contrast to what he became.

            Cotchford Farm. The 16th-century farmhouse that Jones bought in 1968 as a country retreat to get away from the rough and tumble of the London-based band and because of its association with Winnie-the-Pooh.

            Dunbar, John. Marianne Faithful’s husband.

            Faithful, Marianne. Singer and one-time girlfriend of The Stones.

            Fitzsimons, Joan (aka Jackie). Initially mistress to Frank Thorogood.

            Gibbs, Christopher. A friend of Brian’s.

            Gore, Roger. Schoolfriend of Brian’s.

            Hallett, Mary. Housekeeper at Cotchford Farm and one of Brian’s true supporters.

            Hattrell, Dick. A family friend whose home offered a haven to the often disapproved-of Jones.

            Jones, Barbara. Sister. b. 22nd August 1946.

            Jones, Lewis Blount. Father and aeronautical engineer. (1917–2009)

            Jones, Lewis Brian Hopkin. 28th February 1942–2nd July 1969. Founder of The Rolling Stones.

            Jones, Louisa Beatrice (née Simmonds). Mother. (1918–2011)

            Jones, Pamela. Sister. 3rd October 1943–14th October 1945 (died of leukaemia).

            Keylock, Tom. Ex-army man who became The Stones’ efficient but pugnacious and latterly, somewhat dubious road manager. (1926–2009)10

            Klein, Allen. American manager of The Rolling Stones after Andrew Oldham.

            Korner, Alexis. Leader of the influential rhythm and blues band that Brian Jones was asked to join.

            Lawrence, Linda. Girlfriend and mother to Brian’s child, Julian.

            Lawson, Janet. Girlfriend of Tom Keylock.

            Marshall, DCI Robert. Lead detective in the investigation.

            Oldham, Andrew Loog. The Rolling Stones’ manager.

            Pallenberg, Anita. German/Italian girlfriend to Brian Jones who lost her to Keith Richards.

            Palastanga, Brian. Chauffeur to Brian Jones when with The Rolling Stones.

            Pates Grammar School in Cheltenham. Where both the best and worst of Brian Jones began to come to the fore.

            Pilcher, Norman. Police sergeant with a penchant for nailing pop singers taking drugs.

            Potier, Suki. Model and Brian’s girlfriend for a time at Cotchford Farm.

            Stewart, Ian. Band member and eventually roadie before Keylock took over.

            Taylor, Bernie. Pat Andrews’ brother-in-law from whom Jones rented a flat after leaving home.

            The Rolling Stones. Mick Jagger, Keith Richards, Bill Wyman and Charlie Watts.

            Thorogood, Frank. East End hard man and so-called building contractor. Schoolfriend of Keylock.

            Wohlin, Anna. Swedish dancer, final girlfriend of Jones, principally at Cotchford Farm.

            Ziyadeh, Mushasier Yusef. Jordanian boyfriend of Joan Fitzsimons.

         

         ‘I’m very glad I knew Brian Jones, the errant musical phenomenon I believe him to have been, and he was definitely a one-off the likes of whom I have not encountered again in my life.’ 

         Roger Gore, schoolfriend. (2019)

      

   


   
      
         
11
            ISLAND IN THE STREAM

         

         Lewis Brian Hopkin-Jones was born on the 28th February 1942, the son of a Welsh aero engineer also called Lewis and his wife Louisa, in the Park Nursing Home in Cheltenham. The house they lived in at that time was called Rosemead, situated in Eldorado Road in the Lansdown area of that town. This was a pleasant substantial house befitting of his father’s work and status, and it seems ironic that Eldorado suggests that golden place that Brian sought but never achieved.

         Since it was 1942 when Brian was born, it is certain that Lewis’s skills were in substantial demand towards the war effort. Brian’s earliest years were spent in the fairly sheltered and buttoned up atmosphere of wartime Cheltenham suburbia extant at the time. Tragedy marked both the beginning and end of Brian’s life in that he lost his baby sister, Pamela, to leukaemia when he was just three and, even at this early age, this was the start of his troubles. His parents, locked in grief, kept their pain to themselves and excluded Brian from their mourning. This was to set the pattern for the years ahead. According to Geoffrey Giuliano:

         
            Lost and alone, the little boy wandered round the hushed, strained house in terrified confusion, fearing his beloved sister had been given away and that he too might share the same fate. (3, 1994)

         

         Since Giuliano wasn’t there and probably had no way of knowing, this might have seemed like a flight of fancy except that Jones himself confirms it.

         
            I remember this awful feeling of doom and gloom. My poor sister. I had no idea what had happened to her. I was terribly afraid. Instead of drawing me closer my parents seemed to push me away. But why? What had I done to anyone? It still hurts terribly to this day. (3, 1994)

         

         Outside things were somewhat easier, in that Brian was remembered by neighbours,12

         
            … contentedly roaming the pavements with his pet goat, and his inseparable feline companion, Rollader. (3, 1994)

         

         However, Giuliano does get the name of Jones’ dead sister wrong, calling her Pauline when it should have been Pamela.

         Brian was a sickly child suffering from croup, an inflammation of the larynx and trachea, otherwise known as the windpipe. It is associated with breathing difficulties which he was never able to throw off and became prone to chronic bronchitis and asthma which later influenced his performance as a musician and may have contributed to his demise. This undoubtedly prevented him at times from playing with other children, leaving him on the sidelines. It was only when he found music that he found a lifelong interest and this in turn gave him an entrée to other opportunities, his skill in picking up both instruments and tunes being remarkable. Geoffrey Giuliano says:

         
            Young Jones was no longer alone. He found in music his one true companion. (4, 1994)

         

         Brian went to Dean Close Preparatory School of good reputation, also in the Lansdown area of Cheltenham, and it was there that the staff first recognized his musical ability and where he learned to play the clarinet. This is very apt since for pretty much the rest of his life, music formed the mainstay. He was given an acoustic guitar for his 17th birthday, which he treasured. But Brian was let down by his own weaknesses and, surprisingly for a middle-class boy, a total failure to understand how to behave. Despite his interim associations with both his fellow band members and his girlfriends, Brian’s short life was relatively solitary in that, according to most contacts, he was quite hard to know. The general perception of his girlfriends was often that, in any relationship, both parties were in love with the same man. So, if he never gave much away, that would seem to have been a hangover from a lonely childhood and a sense of holding back. He did little for others and was prone from an early age to inappropriate and sometimes downright cruel practical jokes, as we shall see.

         But, to start with, his parents were quite delighted that Brian had inherited their own keen appreciation of music. Louisa was a piano teacher and, in his spare time, Lewis was organist and choir director for St Mary’s Parish 13Church in Cheltenham. They were solid and sensible if unimaginative citizens. His parents hoped that Brian could become a classical pianist, given his remarkable ability to both quickly absorb musical theory and to sight read.

         
            Revelling in his parents’ all too occasional display of approval he excelled at a rate which astonished his teachers. Before long, he picked up the recorder and clarinet with equal ease. (4, 1994)

         

         Lewis had also, at one time, considered Brian might become a dentist but neither of these two accredited careers were ever realized, despite his remarkable musical ability and above average intelligence. Lewis wanted Brian to become a key player in an orchestra, something that would be an ongoing credit to a quite talented family. And let there be no doubt about it. Both Lewis and Brian were decidedly ambitious, the former in a quiet way. For Brian though, music was his new love and the loneliness he had experienced as a small child began to dissipate.

         One of his schoolfriends at Pate’s Grammar School, Roger Gore, is able to provide a good deal of information about the young Brian. He lived outside Cheltenham in the village of Winchcombe and was a contemporary at this honourable establishment with a history going back to 1574.

         
            We were born in February 1942 exactly three weeks apart, I being the older, and we spent the first year grouped alphabetically in separate forms. It wasn’t till 1954 that we became classmates, when we were both placed, according to our test results, in the A stream which was selected to take ‘O’ levels a year earlier than the other forms. He was obviously academically promising … Brian and I didn’t become good friends until probably the fifth form … when we were closely associated with another person, Barry Smith, in an increasing affinity regarding life as mid-teenagers; an interest in music and a decreasing willingness to abide by the stuffy old fashioned mores of the school. The three of us continued our friendship into the sixth form where Brian and Barry did two years at A level, which I also did … Brian and Barry took the harder discipline, Physics, Biology and Chemistry. (2019)14

         

         Regardless of his later attempts to kick over the traces, this account gives a previously unknown version of Brian working hard to achieve results, at least at the start of his time there. Gore also explains his early introduction to music:

         
            The three of us were keen music buffs and record collectors and together often visiting a record shop off the High St (named Maxwell’s I think) in the lunch hour to talk music, sample records and purchase LPs. Musically our tastes were allied but with different nuances. Brian liked trad jazz at this stage … Brian became more and more blues orientated over time. (2019)

         

         Gore goes on to confirm that:

         
            Brian, like me, was in no way sports orientated regardless of his asthma, whereas music was second nature to him. Both of us increasingly skived off sport as much as possible. (2019)

         

         However, when he did partake of it, he was no slouch and often proved very able, just as he did at everything else.

         Amusingly, Roger Gore tells us of an incident which was prescient of what was to come.

         
            There was an occasion when Brian was involved with a band in a community hall in Hatherley. I can’t recall now whether he had organized it or was actually playing in it, but he had invited me … No sooner than we [Gore with a friend] had gone into the lobby of the hall than I was approached by a group led by [a] Teddy Boy in Edwardian garb obviously looking for trouble. We immediately beat a hasty retreat and ran off down the road with the yobs in pursuit and I only escaped by hopping onto the deck of a moving double decker that was just leaving its stop. (2019)

         

         Another quite extraordinary incident occurred which reminds one of Tom Brown’s Schooldays. Roger Gore takes up the story.

         
            There is one infamous incident that stands out very vividly in my mind that was known to the school authorities as the ‘Protherough Affair’ which finally damned Brian in the eyes of the Head Master 15… I cannot recall if there was any specific reason for the antithesis between Brian and a final-year prefect named David Protherough, but Protherough exercised his official position as a prefect to excess and was generally a rather unpleasant abrasive individual … The prefect system in CGS selected those who would embrace authority and exercise discipline by proxy and they could set lines or even detention. By and large they were fascistic and generally disliked by the majority of students, but obviously preferred to teachers. Brian and Barry were the two people who elected to do something about the dictatorial Protherough and a third boy named Edwards was willing to engage in a fist fight with Protherough in an organised contest in the gym, reminiscent of a public school duel as if Protherough was a latter-day version of Flashman of Rugby School. Edwards also came from Winchcombe and was in the final year six form and didn’t normally associate with us. He was a genuinely quiet unassuming person and I genuinely think he undertook the task in a spirit of righting a perceived wrong and cutting Protherough down to size. It has been said that the argument between Brian and Protherough was over a girl but I don’t subscribe to that and I don’t believe Edwards would have had any incentive to have fought Protherough by proxy on that basis. Brian wanted me to join him and Barry in the gym for the showdown at the appointed time in the lunch break but I declined as I could see the likely serious fallout and having elected to stay on in the third year sixth, whereas Brian and Barry had decided to leave. I agreed to meet the following Saturday in the town bus station. To my eternal regret I never kept the appointment, for whatever reason, and I feel a little guilty to this day every time I recall it. (2019)

         

         And, after all that lead up, we are not even told who won or how the authorities reacted! The quaint village of Winchcombe is quite a way from Cheltenham so Brian and Roger’s friendship was mostly contained within schooldays and the occasional outing.

         When Brian started playing, strangely Roger Gore never saw him play professionally on this occasion nor indeed on any other, despite the best intentions.16

         
            I lived in Oxfordshire in 1964 when the Stones played in Aylesbury in Buckinghamshire and my wife and I had tickets. We battled through thick January fog to the Granada and saw the band but, ironically, Brian had not made it. (2019)

         

         The reason why is explained in Bill Wyman’s book, Stone Alone: The Story of a Rock and Roll Band.

         
            I got on the Stones bandwagon bound for Aylesbury … Keith woke up long enough to observe ‘here comes the fog’ … our speed dropped to 15mph and we crept along. Our one hour trip had now taken three hours and we were on the outskirts of Aylesbury when Mick shouted as Brian’s car loomed out of the fog and began to pass us heading in the opposite direction. We all yelled out of the windows, but were unheard and he disappeared into the fog. Brian never reappeared from that foggy sighting but we arrived in Aylesbury and played two concerts without him. (1990)

         

         Roger Gore also makes the interesting observation that:

         
            I wouldn’t say Brian was ‘well-liked’, but he wasn’t specifically disliked either. He was mentally very sharp and I’ve little doubt that had he been more conventional and compliant he would have done very well academically. Then the world would have lost what he did become and one of the most influential and significant bands of all time would not have come into being. (2019)

         

         This tends to work against the extremes expressed in Giuliano’s book. Gore goes on to explain that:

         
            Brian had serious rebellious tendencies, and they certainly became more common from the fifth form, and increasingly so through the sixth form. The school uniform of grey flannel trousers, black blazer, polished black shoes and mortar board were an increasing anathema to the three of us. In reality the mortar board summed up the ridiculous public school like attitude of CGS [Cheltenham Grammar School] which was housed in a suitably Dickensian Victorian edifice [since moved]. In a mark of defiance, and simple sartorial awareness, the three of us wore suede shoes instead of polished ones 17and trousers bought at a drapers across the road from the school … I can’t remember any of us smoking in school but, instigated by Brian, the three of us certainly went into the snug of a small pub off Winchcombe Street for a beer on a few occasions in lunch hour, and such activity would have had serious consequences had it been observed, especially as we were under age. (2019)

         

         Despite starting off at CGS and working hard, the destructive element that came to characterize his whole life started coming into play. Roger Gore tells us that:

         
            Brian, however, could take things much too far and, on one occasion, I remember being in the Physics Lecture Theatre which had the sloping floor accessible through a trap door. In those days a crate of milk in one third pint glass bottles was provided daily and Brian inexplicably took it into his head to throw his empty bottle down the void to smash it, followed by several others. He was found out for this by Conway the physics master … The incident is quite vivid in my memory as it rather made me aware that Brian courted the sort of trouble I didn’t have the stomach for. (2019)

         

         Giuliano describes how his talent extended way beyond music and his,

         
            … genius IQ of 135. Easily mastering all academic disciplines, it was the arts where he really excelled … Brian would pen imaginative science fiction tales … In art class he transformed his love of trains into spectacular locomotive designs of minute detail and accuracy. (4, 1994)

         

         Nick Broomfield, in preparing for his documentary, The Stones and Brian Jones (2023), recounts a conversation when he met Brian by accident on a train.

         
            Then the big surprise was that he was really into trains and trainspotting, which was not something I’d expected. He and Stu [Rolling Stones road manager Ian Stewart] would go and buy bits for their train sets when they were on tour, or go trainspotting together. (42, 2023)

         

         18Given the extreme behaviour of The Stones at the time, this seems a curiously mundane contrast. More conventionally, he played clarinet in the school orchestra. His skill at English and art was remarkable but it was not long before Brian started showing signs of the lifelong rebellion that kicked into play and caused a continuing catalogue of disasters ending in his tragic death at Cotchford Farm. Surpassing all the foregoing ability was Brian Jones’ amazing capacity to self-destruct. The super intelligent and hyperactive Jones began his long decline almost as soon as he achieved the age of reason and the sense of waste borne of the fact that he could not control himself gradually increased. As it did so, his parents became increasingly distant. So the story that unfolds is of almost unmitigated problems, unused skills, and untold harm to himself and others. It is punctuated by narcissism, women, drink and drugs. There was an overwhelming selfishness and it was mostly the women with whom be became involved who became his unfortunate victims. After that, the blonde-haired golden goose became only good for the pot.

         It is often the case that those who show remarkable skills, enough sometimes to run countries, often carry with them equally negative facets that seem to be there for balance but sometimes tell against them. In Brian’s case, that balance did not exist and it would be true to say that he never really got started as the dark side of his character always seemed to get the upper hand. Had he been able to rise above this and put his undoubted ability to good use, the story could have been very different. Reflecting how much his eventual destruction was down to him and how much to others is partly the purpose of this book.

         Just how extreme and off the wall he could be became evident at an early age. A rebellious streak came to the fore in the hyperactive Jones which involved, according to Giuliano, dyeing the family pets with a range of food colourings, hiding his school uniform and spectacles and melting down his regiment of soldiers into a molten mass of hot lead. So for every talent, there seemed to be a counter and ineffably stronger need to destroy. Yet the latter appeared to become uppermost. Because he was so clever, he was effectively held back by the others in his class at school and this waiting time (while they caught up) bored him and encouraged him to misbehave. 19Even had his parents made special arrangements to harness his talent, it is hard to believe that he would ever have kept to the straight and narrow. He wanted to push to the limits on everything that he attempted, to see what it would be like if things went spectacularly wrong. Transferring this to the real world, although he was incredibly inventive, there was this decidedly unpleasant desire to encourage disaster, to know what it would be like to see a plane crash or a mass pile-up on the roads. It was almost as if he did not want things to go well, to behave normally. So he was very different to his parents who were both highly disciplined, organized, controlled and dully respectable. Brian Jones was not remotely respectable. In sharp contrast to his background, he spent his short life fulfilling his desires no matter what the cost to other people, turning his back on the result and then denying responsibility. This, remarkably, even included theft.

         Nevertheless, despite a range of minor infringements such as tramping through Pate’s Grammar School in his football boots and persuading his classmates to forsake the daily milk break for beer, the headmaster was remarkably sanguine about Jones, balancing his indiscretions with his undoubted ability. Much of this appears to have been caused by frustration, that he was being held back by others of lesser ability. Despite Roger Gore’s comments, he was encouraged to take up sport and despite his health issues:

         
            Brian excelled in a wide range of physical disciplines, from soccer to judo, and proved himself a swimmer and diver of outstanding stamina. (5, 1994)

         

         We should keep the latter skills in mind when we come to consider how he met his end because they have a relevance to the narrative.

         Sport to Jones was nevertheless mostly a waste of time and whenever he could, not just because of his asthma, he made excuses to get out of it. He found it, like so much else, largely boring and pointless. So, from the above, we can now picture a supremely talented young man who could take on virtually any subject at school and do well at it. When it came to exams, he didn’t even need to revise to any extent. He was supremely capable at almost anything. Set this against what happened to him and our reaction can only be one of the most appalling waste of a life, of innate talent, which could have been put to so much better use.

         20As he grew up Jones soon began to feel very constricted by Cheltenham, a town that, despite his early years being in wartime, seemed to have largely escaped many of the problems of both world wars. Cheltenham stands by the River Chelt which rises at Dowdeswell and makes its way through the town to the River Severn. According to Wikipedia, it was recorded as a royal manor in the Domesday Book (as Chintenham), first noted in 803, and gained a Royal Charter in 1226. Following the discovery of mineral springs there in 1716, Cheltenham came under the steely gaze of Captain Henry Skillicorne (1678–1863) who saw an opportunity to promote the town as a holiday resort where people could take advantage of the healing properties of the springs. As co-owner of the property which contained the spring, he saw an opportunity for development. This came about through his 1732 marriage to Elizabeth Mason, also perhaps opportunistic, whose father had ignored the potential on his doorstep. Skillicorne built a pump to regulate the flow of water and erected an elaborate well-house complete with a ballroom and upstairs billiard room to entertain his customers. And this was just the start. Cheltenham’s ideal position in the countryside made it ripe to be developed into the spa town that we know today. According to Giuliano, Keith Richards view was that:

         
            It is a very genteel city of old ladies where it used to be fashionable to take baths once a year at Cheltenham Spa. Now it’s a seedy sort of place full of aspirations to be an aristocratic town. (5, 1994)

         

         Driving through it in 2024, it seemed fairly gracious with more than its fair share of grand buildings, yet I detected a feeling of incompleteness, a lack of unity that seems hard to explain.

         The town’s aspirations have somehow failed to be fully realized despite its situation on the edge of the Cotswolds. As Richards goes on to say:

         
            Pretty in its own way, but Dullsville. It rubs off on anyone who comes from there. (5, 1994)

         

         And that is very much to the point. Although Brian soon came to reject its stuffy atmosphere, there was nevertheless an element ingrained in him, that despite everything that happened to him, was still pure Cheltenham. Far from an awkward adolescent, he developed a studied persona that appeared 21polite and gracious, looked up to by his schoolfriends but largely rejected at home.

         However, the attractive and attentive façade masked something much more dangerous; the inability to hold back. And so it was in 1958 that he brought about the pregnancy of Valerie, a girl from the girls’ grammar school next to Pate’s. Whereas his friends just thought about what they might achieve with the opposite sex, Jones went headlong into this disaster. He was totally unconcerned at the result and he completely lacked any sense of responsibility for the harm he had done. His previous reckless activities could not begin to match this, and Brian, already the black sheep at home, had to be severely dealt with. He was sent abroad to Germany in the vain hope that Valerie would have an abortion. But Valerie had the child and then offered the boy for adoption. We are not told if any money changed hands courtesy of Brian’s parents but it seems likely. Lewis, bastion of all things great and good in Cheltenham, would have hated this. As a result, it created a distance between himself and Brian that was lifelong, despite Brian’s frequent and ever more desperate attempts to put matters right.
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