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            This book is dedicated to my dad, Paddy Cole Snr., who taught me to read music and play the saxophone. He also taught me, amongst many other things, to drive a car, to fly fish for trout, and the true meaning of the word Respect. He was my hero. I’m sorry I never told him!! – P.C.

             

            Dedicated to the memory of my parents the late Katie (Lally) and William (Bill) Gilmore. – T.G.
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7
            Foreword

         

         Paddy Cole’s earliest musical influences – like those of many of us – emanated from his home.

         The Cole home in Castleblayney, County Monaghan, where Paddy’s parents reared one son and six daughters, resounded to the sounds of old 78rpm jazz records. His father was an enthusiastic sax player. In his teens, Paddy’s attempts at becoming a butcher, and later an electrician, were rather lacklustre, because his head and his heart merged with music.

         Paddy has had a stellar career. His exceptional musical talent across all genres has entertained generations, nationally and internationally. He joined The Capitol at the dawn of the showband era, a period that would coincide with the emergence of global legends such as Elvis Presley, The Beatles and The Beach Boys. Recognition of Paddy’s unique musical talents spread from Ballybunion to Ballybofey … and were the envy of other bands.

         As the showband era entered its sunset, Paddy moved to Las Vegas with Brendan Bowyer, Twink and Tom Dunphy. They were The Big 8. They were hugely popular in Las Vegas, and Elvis Presley was a big fan. He came to see them a number of times and invited them all to a party in his suite. Elvis was complaining that he thought he wasn’t a great actor, 8but Jessie Fagan, one of the dancers with The Big 8, said to him, ‘Ah, Elvis, don’t be too hard on yourself. Sure, aren’t you a great singer?’ She eventually married Bill Fuller.

         I too saw Paddy on stage in Las Vegas, and across all of Ireland.

         Paddy decided to return to Ireland with his wife Helen, to rear their young family. During this time, I had the pleasure of working with him on the Twink series and his own show for RTÉ, Craic’n’Cole. This was an exceptionally popular series, in which Paddy featured some of his own favourite singers and musicians, interspersed with the man himself making his sax ‘talk’. Paddy is a treasure and a pleasure to work with, with a sense of humour that has us laughing all the time.

         In 2008, Paddy’s King of the Swingers album became a bestseller to a legion of followers, spanning all age groups.

         As well as his regular stints on stage, Paddy has enjoyed a strong following with his Sunday morning programme on Sunshine Radio, where his relaxed style engages and entertains with music and conversation, all delivered with a healthy potion of humour.

         Paddy has been a friend of mine for many, many years and this book delivers a wonderful insight to a true musical legend. I love Paddy (Cosy), a very special man and musician.

          

         John McColgan, October 2020

      

   


   
      
         
9
            Chapter 1

            Born With a Silver Sax

         

         Some people are said to be born with a silver spoon in their mouths. But it seems as though ace musician and singer Paddy Cole was born with the mouthpiece of a silver saxophone between his lips!

         The eight decades that Paddy has spent (so far) on this planet have ‘gone by like the blink of an eye’, he says. The soundtrack to this musician’s life consists not only of the enormously diverse music he plays, but also of the colourful tales he tells. Paddy paints vivid, lived-in word pictures of an ever-changing world. Musically, culturally, economically, environmentally and religiously, the world that Paddy Cole entered over eighty years ago has not always been a cosy place. It has certainly been a chameleon place.

         10Born on the southern side of the border that divides the Republic of Ireland from Northern Ireland, Paddy even took part in small-time childhood smuggling of goods. During his early school days, he became aware of the tensions and the religious differences in his home area. But he was never partisan to the excesses on either side of that divide.

         ‘We became aware at a certain early age that some boys who we were playing football with around the streets were Protestant lads. They went to one school and we went to the other. I always thought that was unfortunate. But it seemed to be instilled into some children from both sides, and from a young age, that there was a difference between us.’

         This was the late 1940s, as the world was slowly recovering from the ashes of the Second World War. Normality was gradually returning, but much more terrifying and tension-filled times were to emerge in the Ireland of the 1950s and the decades that followed. Paddy never allowed religious persuasions or historical sectarianism to play any part in the soundtrack of his life. He has always endeavoured to use music as a unifying force for people of all religious and political persuasions and none.

         To begin at the beginning, Santa Claus arrived early at the Cole house-hold in Henry Street, Castleblayney, County Monaghan, in 1939. On 17 December of that year, a bouncing baby boy, subsequently named Paddy, became the second to be born into the family. The family soon moved to Lakeview in the town, and five more siblings were to follow.

         Sax playing was in Paddy’s DNA, and his dad was probably the first to put the silver sax to the baby’s lips. It wasn’t long before the little child was secretly climbing onto a table, taking the clarinet from the wall and putting it to his lips himself. But when his father discovered this, for reasons of safety, he moved the instrument out of the youngster’s reach to a higher peg on the wall.

         11Paddy’s father, also named Paddy, was a post office worker and also a saxophonist, playing with the local Regal Dance Band and later The Maurice Lynch Orchestra.

         His parents were ‘great people, who worked so hard to raise a family of seven’, says Paddy. ‘I often think back about my dad and I admire him a lot for working day and night. He was with the post office, driving a mail van delivering letters and parcels to sub-post offices every morning, as well as being a musician by night.

         ‘There were times when he would only get home from playing, perhaps at a hunt ball or a dance, maybe as far away as Meath, after 3 or 4am. Often, he would not even have time to change out of his dress suit. He would just put on his post office coat over it and away he would go to work. Often he might have to be out again that night, playing at another function.’

         Way before Paddy’s time, there was a Cole’s Number One Band, featuring his father, his uncle Harry and a cousin, Francie Cole. That band played mostly at local dances around Castleblayney. When his father joined the Regal Dance Band, the line-up included ‘two or three sax players, sitting down’, trumpets and a rhythm section, plus a lady vocalist. ‘It was all very formal stuff back then, before he joined The Maurice Lynch Band, who also did some of the new showband stuff. When I was a teenager, we were both playing together in that band.’

         It seems that by the time baby Paddy was able to walk and talk – ‘and climb’ – he was also showing enthusiasm for playing music. And why not, being born into a musical household?

         ‘From an early age, I was aware of my father playing music and of other musicians coming to our house. Instruments were taken out, with musicians comparing saxophones and playing in sessions.’

         12Memories remain etched in his mind too of how his mother made ends meet while rearing a large family in post-Second World War Ireland. Paddy is still in awe of the sacrifices that she, like so many mothers, had to make back then.

         ‘Times were tough when I was growing up, but we didn’t think much about it. Everyone was in similar circumstances, apart, perhaps, from a few families who were merchants or shop owners. Looking back, you would wonder how the mothers of Ireland made ends meet at all.

         ‘My mother was an amazing woman. We shopped in a certain store at the other end of town, where my mother knew the owner. We would go to the shop for groceries as we needed them, and the shopkeeper would mark each purchase down in a book. Then, religiously every Saturday evening, my mother went to the shop and paid for everything that was in the book. A week never went by without my mother paying the bill. Later, when that shop closed, Dan O’Neill, a father of Micky O’Neill who later played drums in my band, had a shop. We would deal there, and it was the same system, with the slate being cleaned every Saturday evening.’

         Whenever she could spare a few pounds, his mother would put this away for ‘a rainy day’ or some special occasion. Paddy has vivid memories of one such instance. This was when, as an aspiring teenage musician, he wanted an expensive mouthpiece for his saxophone.

         ‘I went to Belfast with the bandleader Maurice Lynch to Matchetts Music Store, where he was ordering some instrument. There I saw this new type of mouthpiece that so many players were raving about. But it cost £5, and that was what my father was getting as his week’s wages at the time.

         ‘When I came home, I mentioned it, and the next time I was going to the Belfast shop with Maurice, my mother quietly slipped me the £5 note. 13Where that £5 came from I will never know. But our parents worked miracles to give whatever they could to their children in those tough times.’

         
            
[image: ]Paddy (middle row, fifth from left) at St Mary’s National School, Castleblayney, 1949.

            

         

         14Paddy’s mother, Mary Hughes, also from Castleblayney, was also from a musical family. But her people played music of a different genre to the jazz and big band sounds played by his father. ‘My mother’s people were more into accordion and fiddle playing. While my mother never played an instrument, she was a lovely singer. Both of my parents encouraged music in the family. One of my sisters, Mae, the next in line to me in the family, was a good sax player in her younger years. But there were very few opportunities for girls playing the sax in bands at that time. The only one that I remember doing so was Phyllis Ruane from Ballina in Mayo, who played in the popular Ruanes’ band.’

         It was a far more equal world for girls in bands decades later, when Paddy toured in places as far away as Jamaica, Las Vegas, New York or New Orleans. Playing in such places never fazed Paddy. And why would it? After all, he was but a child when he started to listen to jazz, big band and Dixieland records. His father would get those old-style 78rpm (revolutions per minute) records by post from America and elsewhere. They were played on a gramophone in the Cole home, and enthusiastically listened to, over and over again.

         ‘We had this wind-up gramophone in a cabinet, three or four feet high. It had a big speaker and there was a great sound off it. My father would send money to cousins of ours in America to get records. Sometimes he would get them from England, or he might occasionally get 78s from other guys who were record collectors.’

         Paddy remembers his father sending postal orders to Selmer’s shop in London for music-tutor books, as he was self-taught on the saxophone. 15Selmer’s was an iconic music shop in Charing Cross. It started selling saxophones and other instruments back in 1929. Over the decades it had many famous customers, including ace guitarist Eric Clapton, who bought his first guitar there. Other famous customers who shopped there included members of The Rolling Stones, The Beatles, The Who and Bob Dylan.

         ‘When I think about it now,’ says Paddy, ‘I am amazed at his dedication, to just keep going, teaching himself how to read and play music from those tutor books. As I got a little older, perhaps when I was about eight or nine, my father would have a tutor left out for me each day before he went to work. I would have to practise on the alto sax after school, and have that piece learned off when he would get home in the evening. At the time I hated it, because I could hear my pals on the street outside playing football.

         ‘Eventually, the more tunes I learned from my father, and the more I listened to the 78s playing on our gramophone, I got to love the music. Firstly, it was the big bands that I liked. But when I heard the New Orleans Dixieland jazz, I thought that was brilliant. I also became friends with others who liked the same sort of records. One was Frank D’Arcy, and another was Vincent McBrierty from Belfast. He became a professor in Trinity College, Dublin, and is still a great buddy of mine.’

         Through swapping records with others who had similar tastes in music, he and his pals began learning to play like the musicians they heard on those records.

         ‘Listening to those records, I became a fan of The Original Dixieland Jazz Band and its bandleader Nick LaRocca. You never know what is in store for you in life, because years later, when I brought The Paddy Cole Band to New Orleans, another LaRocca played in my band. We did six or 16seven tours in New Orleans and on one occasion, when our trumpet player couldn’t travel, the guy who deputised for him there was Jimmy LaRocca. He was a son of Nick LaRocca who I used to listen to as a kid on the old gramophone back in Castleblayney.’

         Paddy says that in his childhood days, New Orleans was ‘a world away’, and in his mind’s eye, he marvelled at the big-name musicians who played there. He never dreamed that one day, his own name would be up in lights at venues in this great US city, the home of jazz.

         ‘I couldn’t believe it when we arrived in New Orleans and saw my name on a poster outside one of the jazz clubs on Bourbon Street. As I had recorded ‘Bourbon Street Parade’ at that time, I must admit that I was very chuffed. The promoter who took us out there on the tours was a travel agent named Sean Griffin, and we usually had over 100 people going with us on each trip.

         ‘The people in the clubs where we played would say to us after some gigs that it was the best takings they ever had at the bar. But what they did not realise was that there were over 100 extra Irish people there every night. When they would say, “You drew a great crowd of drinking people, Paddy,” they didn’t know that so many of them were our Irish followers. Of course, we did not make them any the wiser of it either,’ laughs Paddy.

         While he was full of confidence playing in the top clubs in New Orleans or Las Vegas later in life, it was a shakier start for the teenage Paddy Cole on his first public performance. Indeed, his first tentative steps towards a showbiz career, at the tender age of twelve on a concert stage in his home town, almost ended in disaster.

         ‘I was billed as “Twelve-year-old Paddy Cole, Ireland’s youngest saxophone player”. But I will never forget that night, because I froze when I 17was supposed to play a solo, before a packed audience in the local Lyric Theatre. My father, who was sitting down, moved over beside me and got the tune started, and then I played on. It was my father’s quick action that saved my blushes.’

         While he might have suffered from stage fright on his first public performance playing the saxophone, Paddy never lacked confidence when speaking Irish. During his years in both primary and second-level schools in Castleblayney, he got several scholarships and other accolades for his speaking as Gaeilge.

         ‘I picked up a love for the Irish language at primary school. My father would speak a cúpla focail at home, but it was just a subject that I got to love at school. There were many other subjects that I found far more difficult, but I always got unbelievable marks for Irish. I remember getting two summer scholarships, for six weeks each time, for the Ranafast Gaeltacht in Donegal. Then came the year when I was so excited about making it three in a row. However, my parents did not share my excitement that summer.

         ‘I remember running home to tell them I had got the three in a row to go to the Gaeltacht that year. But my father looked up from the newspaper he was reading and said, “You can forget about it this year. I’ve got you a summer job at Isaac Haillis garage, filling petrol.” So I couldn’t go that summer, because the few quid I could earn was far more important.’

         Paddy has never lost his love for the Irish language. He still likes to speak a few words as Gaeilge, including on his radio programme on Sunday mornings on Sunshine Radio (106.8 FM) in Dublin.

         ‘It’s only a wee bit of the language that I use from time to time. When you are not speaking it regularly, you lose the blas for it. If I were in a Gaeltacht area and the locals were talking in Irish, they would be doing it 18effortlessly and so quickly, I wouldn’t be able to keep up. But my wife Helen is a fluent Irish speaker, and all our four grandchildren went to the Gaelscoil here in Dublin. They are all fluent Irish speakers,’ he adds with a hint of a grandparent’s quiet pride in his voice.

         So, the third generation of Coles have a flair for the Irish language just like their grandfather. Paddy first realised that he had a talent for it in his early schooldays, being taught by the nuns in Castleblayney. Indeed, when the Bishop of Clogher came to officially open a new boys’ primary school in the town, Paddy was selected to read the address of welcome in Irish. He says he learned every word of it ‘off by heart’.

         When he moved on to the Vocational School in the town, his love of the Gaeilge continued. When he had to rush off to play with The Maurice Lynch Band following an Irish exam, Paddy was so proficient with the language that he completed a two-hour examination in a little over twenty minutes.

         ‘Maurice Lynch’s band wagon was parked discreetly about twenty or thirty yards up the road, to collect me from the school. Obviously, the teacher spied it there. I was running down the stairs after completing the paper in twenty minutes when the headmaster, Master Murray, who was a lovely person, saw me rushing off. He said, “Cole, are you ill?” I replied that I was not, but that I had finished the exam. He thought I had only completed part of the exam, and his stern response was that he would be “watching with interest” what my results would be.

         ‘Almost unbelievably, I got something like ninety-five per cent in that exam. I am not saying that I was a genius at school at all – there were other subjects that stumped me completely. But the Irish seemed to come naturally to me, and I loved it.’ 19

         
            
[image: ]The young Paddy Cole reads a welcome in Irish to the Bishop at the opening of the new school in Castleblayney, 1950s.20

            

         

         
            
[image: ]The Maurice Lynch Band, 1956/7.

Back: Paddy Cole jnr, Peter Hickey;

Third row: John Beatty, Frankie Lynch, Mickey O’Neill;

Second row: Maurice Lynch, Gerry Muldoon, Audie Heaney;

Front: Paddy Cole snr.

            

         

         21There was singing to be done at school too. ‘When it came to Christmas time, I was always asked to take part in carol singing as a youngster. They used to think I was a good singer. But often, when announcing a song on stage, I say that “I’m not a great singer, and I’ve got the records to prove it.”

         ‘There was also a marching band in Castleblayney that some of my mother’s brothers were in. They were called The Waveney, and when they would be going out to march around town, perhaps with a winning local team, they always called on me to join them. I would arrive out with the saxophone, and I loved the bit of craic doing that.’

         Young Paddy became a childhood small-time smuggler too, across the border between the Irish Republic and Northern Ireland. But it was in a fun sort of way, and he looks back on it with amusement.

         ‘We used to go across the border to Crossmaglen. On the first part of the trip, we’d get the train to Culloville, which is a little village a few miles from Castleblayney. We’d get off the train on the Republic side and walk across the border to Crossmaglen. The two items we would usually smuggle were white loaf bread, because evidently the bread in the South wasn’t great at that time, and sometimes paraffin oil, which I presume was also scarce in the South. We’d buy something like six loaves of white bread, a gallon of paraffin oil and sometimes butter. It was all small-time stuff.

         ‘Walking back to the southern side, we’d have the bread all well wrapped, up and the paraffin oil tightly sealed in a can. That was in case we had to throw the lot over a hedge or a ditch if we saw the customs men patrolling the roads. After they had gone past, we’d go back and lift the goods out from the ditch or the hedge. Then we’d walk back and board the train home to Castleblayney,’ laughs Paddy.

         22Ironically, the house where the Coles lived was located across the road from a border customs depot. Sometimes, ‘if big-time smugglers were caught’, the family would know it first.

         ‘Sometimes we would awaken at five in the morning to the sound of a lorry load of pigs squealing in the customs yard across from our house. We’d know immediately that some of the big boys in a smuggling ring had been caught. Later, the customs officials would drive away with the lorry to Dundalk or some other place for further examination and disposal,’ says Paddy.

         One ‘alleged’ big time smuggler was accosted by customs officials outside a pub in Muckno Street, Castleblayney, but the evidence melted away right in front of the officials’ eyes. ‘The customs officials obviously saw that the man’s car, parked outside the pub, was sitting well down on the springs. They suspected he was carrying a big load of stuff that he might have smuggled across the border.

         ‘They went up to him in the pub and asked him to hand over the keys of his car, so they could take it to the Garda station. He replied that he would do so, but he needed to take something out of the glove compartment first.

         ‘They allowed him to sit into the car, whereupon he pressed a button, which it seems set off some sort of device that set the car, with its load of butter, on fire. There was panic, and people running hither and thither, as flames from the vehicle leaped into the air and the burning butter started flowing away down the street. So, there was no evidence, and the “alleged” smuggler got away with it because the evidence had melted.’

         While Paddy and his pals often played barefoot in the street around Castleblayney, he never had to go barefoot to school, unlike some other boys from the country. Years later, when he told his own children that he had walked barefoot to school, his mother was less than impressed. ‘The 23children told my mother, Lord have mercy on her, that I was telling them stories about going to school barefoot. She immediately whipped out a photograph of me going to school wearing a pair of beautiful brown shoes. That settled that, and we had many a laugh about it afterwards.’

         
            
[image: ]The last train from Castleblayney, 15 October 1957. Can you spot Paddy?

            

         

         24Ireland of the 1940s and 1950s was an economically stagnant country. But Paddy says that he never noticed, as everybody seemed to be ‘in the same boat’. He says that his was an idyllic childhood in many ways.

         ‘Looking back, we had a fantastic time, with lots of simple pastimes and hobbies. We were lucky to have the beautiful scenery around Castleblayney, with Hope Castle and the lake where we fished. We would often go over there to play on the Black Island. We crossed over an old drawbridge to get there so that we could walk and play around the island.’

         Those are happy memories, but he admits that corporal punishment, which does not fall into the same joyful category, was ‘more or less’ accepted in schools in those times. ‘If you did something wrong in class, or if you were late for school, you got “three of the best” [slaps with a cane] on both hands. That was the punishment, no matter how cold the morning was. Looking back on it now, it was a terrible thing to have to face any morning, but even more so on cold winter mornings.’

         Paddy’s mother often warned him and his siblings about the dangers of the TB (tuberculosis) epidemic in Ireland when they were going to school in 1947-50. ‘I was only a child of eight or nine years back then, but I have vague memories of my mother warning us to stay away from other kids who had been in the sanatorium for TB. We had to stay away from them, and they had to remain quarantined themselves. It was a bit like the Covid-19 virus of 2020. People were very wary of TB back then, and of even exchanging books or newspapers with those who had TB. There were all 25sorts of theories doing the rounds that TB travelled on books, papers and magazines and other strange ways. Many were afraid of their lives of contracting it via such strange sources. But like all such epidemics, it passed, and please God the Covid-19 will pass too. However, in my mother’s day, Lord have mercy on her, if someone said TB could be controlled and eradicated, they would not believe you. But thank God, it was sorted out medically, and hopefully so also will Covid-19 be,’ says Paddy.

         Minister Dr Noel Browne, having himself recovered from TB at a sanatorium in the UK, led the fight against the ravages of the disease in Ireland. He introduced free screening for all suspected of having TB, and built specialised hospitals and sanitoria. That, and the development of a new vaccine, rid Ireland of the scourge of TB. But Dr Browne became embroiled in a separate conflict with the Catholic Church, which controlled most hospitals then, regarding a free healthcare scheme for mothers and children. He subsequently resigned as a Minister.

         Schools in southern Ireland were mostly operated by the Catholic Church back then. But the corporal punishment meted out both by lay and religious teachers does not seem to have damaged or dimmed his faith. Paddy says his religious faith, and that of his wife Helen, has always been important to them. He says that faith and going to Church regularly and taking their children there was always important when rearing their family. That included even the years living in different circumstances in a place sometimes called ‘sin city, USA’ – Las Vegas.

         Some of his most vivid memories of childhood are of the family on their knees praying the Rosary, ‘and the trimmings, which were twice as long’. His mother would lead them in their prayers every night. ‘My mother would pray for everyone – cousins in America, and other cousins 26here, there and everywhere. There might also be prayers for people who were sick, or even for a woman whose hens were not laying – everything was prayed for,’ he laughs.

         They sometimes prayed for their teachers too, including those who doled out the slaps. Paddy notes that not all their teachers dished out this punishment. ‘We had some great teachers too, and some of them taught us four-part harmonies when we were preparing for concerts. That was even in national school. There was a Master O’Toole, who was brilliant. He was teaching young fellows such as us four-part harmonies on intricate pieces of music. I can still remember those pieces of music, right up to this present time.’

         As the 1940s morphed into the fifties, sixties and seventies, Paddy moved up the ladder to the top. The big time brought its joys, romance, TV and radio appearances and stage successes, plus world-wide travel. Meanwhile in his homeland, there were some sad and tension-filled times, and the music and dancing scene didn’t get through it unscathed either.
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            Chapter 2

            Sleeping Like Spoons in Scotland

         

         
            Sing me a song of a lad that is gone,

            Say, could that lad be I?

            Merry of soul he sailed on a day

            Over the sea to Skye.

            Robert Louis Stevenson (1892)

         

         The Gorbals was a tough area of Glasgow, which is long gone now. It consisted mostly of blocks of tenement flats, and it was Glasgow Celtic Territory. Paddy (Pat) Crerand was born in the heart of The Gorbals and was a hero to the people there as he starred for Celtic Soccer Club back then. He later played for Man United and is currently with Manchester United TV.

         28‘Luckily for our safety, Paddy Crerand became very friendly with the band when we first played Glasgow. I’m still great friends with him today and we have gone on holidays with him on occasion,’ says Paddy Cole.

         The streets around the Earl Street ballroom, when the teenage Paddy Cole first played there with The Maurice Lynch Band, seemed like something out of a Wild West film. Obviously, befriending Paddy Crerand, who was the same age as Paddy Cole, was a safety net for the young sax player and his band colleagues.

         ‘Everybody respected Paddy Crerand, because The Gorbals was Celtic country. He was a hero there. Paddy would walk through the streets with us after the gig to the end of The Gorbals, where we would get a taxi back to our band wagon.

         ‘It was exciting for me going on that first trip to play in Glasgow – my first time playing outside Ireland. It was brilliant to become a lifelong friend with Paddy Crerand too. He had a lot of relations in Donegal, and a lot of Donegal emigrants would attend our dances in Glasgow, as would emigrants from other places. Some of them were prone to fighting a bit at the dances. If the slightest little thing irritated the wrong person, the row was on!

         ‘Don’t get me wrong – we have great memories of playing there, and there were lots of people also at the dances from my home county of Monaghan. At weekends, some other Irish emigrants, who were tunnelling in the north of Scotland, would come down to Glasgow to visit relations and go to the dance. Jesus! All hell could break out at times. I often said afterwards that the Coles were great runners any time there was trouble.’

         From childhood, Paddy Cole was a Glasgow Celtic fan, but, he hastens to add, not for any political or religious reasons. ‘I was always a Celtic fan 29because an uncle of mine, Tim Hughes, lived in Glasgow and was a big Celtic supporter. He would come home to visit in the summer when I was a kid, and all the talk would be about this famous team followed by many Irish in Scotland. I started following Celtic at that stage, but I would never be involved in the politics of it. However, I was made aware at that time of Glasgow Rangers not playing Catholic footballers.’

         
            
[image: ]First trip to Glasgow: Paddy, Michael O’Byrne, Mickey O’Neill and Paddy senior.

            

         

         30Paddy Crerand had a distinguished soccer career, starting in 1957 at Glasgow Celtic. Even if tinged with controversy for his steeliness on the field at times, he was capped on sixteen occasions with Scotland. He played with Manchester United from 1963, and went on to win the European Cup with the team in 1968. ‘We were Manchester United fans as well, and of course I was thrilled to bits when Paddy Crerand joined United. My two sons, Pearse and Pat, are United fans also.’

         Years later, Paddy was delighted to be present with his two sons when Manchester United had a famous win. ‘We went over to many of their matches, but we keep remembering one particular time, when United were hosting Liverpool and they beat them. Oh boy! There was some big celebration that night. We stayed over in Manchester, and went along to a jazz club operated by Don Long, who had played with me in The Capitol Showband. I put a clarinet in my travel bag going to that match, and went on stage and played that night at the celebrations in Don’s club.’

         That was decades after Paddy first toured in Scotland, crammed with six others and the band’s equipment into a Commer van. They were told by the driver to ‘sleep like spoons’ when travelling through the rocky roads around the Highlands. In the middle of the tour, they also had to cross the tumbling seas to Stornoway. 31
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