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George Timothy Hudson, born 11 February 1940, in a suburb of Manchester, should, by all the rules of inheritance, have lived a righteous and unblemished life as a cotton merchant: middle-class, respectable and respected.


Instead he became cricketer (for Lancashire and Surrey second elevens) leading DJ in Hollywood, rock and roll promoter, discoverer of The Moody Blues, launcher (in California) of Flower Power, Los Angeles property owner, builder, renovator, innovator and restaurateur, the intended spouse of Dean Martin’s daughter, husband of four, lover of many, Ian Botham’s friend and business adviser, owner of a Cheshire mansion and of a private adjoining cricket pitch: a man constantly effervescent with plans and projects.


He has been both penniless and rich, not once, but several times. He has suffered the slings of outrageous fortune but invariably volleyed them back.


Men invariably do not take to him easily; women have been known to take to him too easily. He has the raffish air of a latter-day Errol Flynn (in whose house he once lived).


His cotton merchant stepfather told him not to run with too fast a crowd. Hudson ran with the fastest. His stepfather said a man should appear in newspapers only three times in his life: when he was born, when he married and when he died. Hudson has figured in headlines all his life.


He is the black sheep who ended up richer than the white, flew the skull and cross-bones flag at his Cheshire home together with that of the Republic of California, entertains a stream of diverse visitors, and goes back to California (where he has two homes) with his New Yorker wife, Maxi, when the weather turns cold. A Californian showbiz agent described him ‘Hollywood’s untold legend’, thus missing the chance of telling it. Now, Hudson has written his own book From The Beatles to Botham to show how the legend unfolds.


Many of those who come to my door are clear-headed on arrival, but confused upon exit – particularly those who have to write about my life.


Nothing connects, you see. My life seems logical enough to me in its progression from Lancashire textiles to cricket, to rock and roll, to DJ, to property, back to DJ, to real estate, back to cricket, back to textiles, back to Lancashire (the club) and Cheshire (the county), taking in along the way four wives, cannabis, LSD, mescaline, a couple of homes in California and a couple of homes in Britain. It is totally baffling to everyone else.


To compound the confusion, I have been young tycoon, sartorial Beatle, Errol Flynn, honest craftsman, squire, poet, hippie, lover and guru. Compressed in the fashion of newspapers this makes little sense; it is as if they write about a dozen different people. And since they are confused, viewers and readers are also confused. I hope I am now dispelling the mystery with some success.


Tim Hudson




This book is dedicated to my wives,


lovers and friends, but above all


to Maxi – the one who made it happen.
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FROM THE BEATLES TO BOTHAM


and all the b . . . s . . . in between


Tim Hudson


Foreword by John Bellany, A.R.A.
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MORNING, MR TIMOTHY
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Around the year 1959 a curious ritual was to be observed at Prestbury railway station in Cheshire, that area of the county known to newspapers then, and now, however erroneously, as ‘the stockbroker belt of Manchester’.


Henry B. Hudson, my stepfather, and I would be off to our work at the cotton firm of Richard Hudson and Sons Ltd in the city’s Newton Street. I was 19, fresh out of public school. I always walked three paces behind, and invariably referred to him as ‘Sir’.


‘Morning, Mr Hudson [this to my stepfather]. Those geraniums were marvellous at the show. I don’t think you should have taken second place.’


I to my third-class compartment to read Swanton in the Daily Telegraph, he to his first-class compartment to read the Daily Mail.


At the office – ‘Morning, Mr Henry. Morning, Mr Timothy.’ ‘Morning, Beckers.’ Desks with stools all the way along. Big invoice books. Scratchy dip pens. Deference, pride, service, quality and arrogance all had a home here. ‘Thank you for your letter of the 3rd inst . . . We [never I] thank you for your business. Yours faithfully, Henry B. Hudson.’


For him, I was to send out countless invoices in countless brown manilla envelopes, the envelopes embossed in small type with the name of the firm. Our forte was shirtings, interlinings and bra fabrics. Scratch, scratch, dip, dip, and home to that merchant-class house with its conservatory, lawn at the front, swishing drive, and two and a half acres of garden.




1940


 


THE BEGINNING OF THE BRAVE NEW WORLD


THE FABULOUS FORTIES


MUSIC


When You Wish Upon A Star . . . Pinocchio. Beat Me Daddy Eight to the Bar . . . Andrews Sisters. We’ll Meet Again . . . Vera Lynn. Fantasia . . . I still play the soundtrack. Sinatra joined the Benny Goodman Orchestra.


MOVIES


Castle on the Hudson . . . John Garfield (died, too much booze and drugs). Best movie . . . Rebecca with James Stewart. Grapes of Wrath . . . Henry Fonda.


EVENTS


Germany invades Denmark.







1941


 


SONGS


American Patrol . . . Glenn Miller. The White Cliffs of Dover . . . Vera Lynn. Silent Night . . . Bing Crosby. Lili Marlene . . . Marlene Dietrich.


MOVIES


How Green Was My Valley. High Sierra. The Sea Wolf. Sgt York.


EVENTS


Hello Pearl Harbor and the Japanese . . . Good Morning. Joe Dimaggio . . . Where Are You . . . Superman. Joe Louis . . . The Brown Bomber . . . Bang Bang, Shot You Right Down.







1942


 


SONGS


Chattanooga Choo Choo . . . Glenn Miller. Yi Yi Yi Yi (I Like You Very Much) . . . Carmen Miranda.


MOVIES


Casablanca. They Died With Their Boots On . . . Errol Flynn. Yankee Doodle Dandy. Mrs Miniver . . . Greer Garson . . . She always reminded me of my Aunt Molly . . . even when I met the great lady.
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1943


 


SONGS


Coming In On A Wing And A Prayer . . . Anne Shelton. People Will Say We’re In Love . . . Oklahoma . . . The first original cast album. Besame Mucho. Jingle Bells . . . Andrews Sisters . . . Bing Crosby. Pistol Packin’ Mama.


MOVIES


For Whom The Bell Tolls. The Outlaw . . . the bra 38DD . . . the wire job . . . the first sexy picture I remember.


EVENTS


Don’t forget the Blonde Bombshell herself . . . the one inside all the American guys’ lockers . . . Betty Grable.







1944


 


SONGS


Swinging On A Star . . . Bing Crosby. Begin The Beguine . . . You’ll Never Know . . . Dick Haymes . . . didn’t he marry Rita Hayworth? Into Each Life Some Rain Must Fall . . . Ella . . . the lady . . . weren’t The Inkspots in here somewhere?


MOVIES


Arsenic And Old Lace. To Have And To Have Not.
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We were neither snobs nor aristocrats, but my stepfather had the impeccable dress and the withdrawn looks of a man to the manor born. He was the archetypal boss’s son and I do not think he ever did a day’s real work in his life. He did not have A Job. He had A Station. At the office he read the Mail, Express and Times and had his coffee, looked at this or that, then lunched at the Queen’s Hotel in the city centre close by. Returning, he would make a couple of bets, and catch the train home at twenty-past four.


He never made a business trip. He refused to sell because it would have offended his dignity to think of himself as a salesman. His shirts were superbly tailored as befitted someone of reputation in the shirting business; he wore gold cuff-links; the suit was a fit companion for the shirt; his shoes were highly polished; and he had enjoyed The Regiment (Cavalry) in wartime because he spent a great deal of it playing polo in Poona and eating well without having the indignity of seeing action.


He never beat me, although he was stern in the home. There was an arrogance about him. When he drank with friends in the pub on Friday nights and returned, loud in voice, and a little unsteady, I found him not entirely to my liking. He was yellow socks and Parker pens, old school tie and white Jaguar, a man who invariably said, ‘No’, and he was all that I am not. He was to leave me out of his will.


This, then, was the life that had been charted for me and if my stepfather’s plans had persisted, it would have gone to its entirely managed, and entirely predictable end.


Did he ever – I wonder – have any inkling that I had been known to my schoolfriends as Hudders, or as Hampton Hartley Hooter Hudson (Hampton for the pecker, hooter for the nose, Hartley for heaven knows what)? Could he ever have conceived the strange things that had already happened to me as a result of assignations planned or accidental with ladies much older than myself? Did he know that, far from dreaming of occupying his office chair, and taking his place for lunch at the Queen’s Hotel, I had, when asked at school my intentions for my future, replied: ‘Gentleman cricket player’?


Could he, in the ledger columns of his mind, have seen me as principal disc jockey in Hollywood? As a Los Angeles property developer? As a contemporary and close observer of both The Beatles and Rolling Stones? As creator and part-owner of a restaurant on Sunset Strip? As the intended husband of Dean Martin’s daughter or the actual husband of four women? As discoverer of The Moody Blues or the author of Flower Power? As a penniless adventurer? As a millionaire? As manager of Ian Botham? As contender for the chairmanship of Lancashire County Cricket Club – that club which, at one time, gave me space as a second-eleven player? As a player of stock markets? As a purveyor of dreams?


Could he see me, after a quarter of a century in California, returning to buy the mansion so close to the Cheshire home of my youth; the mansion in which I now live for the warmer parts of the year, with its own cricket field and tennis court and outdoor swimming pool – against all his predictions and expectations?


I think not. Nor would he have conceived my two homes in California. Such imaginings had no place in the first-class compartment of a gentleman aware of his place in a reliable and largely unchanging environment and satisfied with his lot. I was the rebel, the renegade, the adventurer who, by common consent, would do no good. And he was none of these.


For the time being it was enough that the pens were scratching and that the manilla envelopes were making their regular progression to the outside world where the name of Richard Hudson and Sons Ltd had earned its respect. The business had been started by the family in 1827.


At school, I excelled at sport. I do not think I ever sounded Lancastrian. My mother was determined that I would have the best, and appear to be the best.


She would take a C & A label from my jacket and substitute a Kendal Milne (the Harrods of the North) label (a fact of life which now embarrasses her and amuses me). Through Henry Hudson she had lifted herself from the poorer side of town and carried out the wish of her dead flying-officer husband. ‘My son,’ he had said, ‘will go to public school.’ I wanted to be somebody. I suppose my mother had instilled in me the idea that I had to be. When I got my colours for soccer at prep school I had taken the first step. A boy who got his colours felt wanted and successful. For the first time in life, I had been rewarded for my own effort.


I have always been highly conscious of style and colour in clothes and surroundings. I was to adopt, as my symbol, a flower with petals of black, yellow, red and green and these colours were to dominate the decoration of my homes and other possessions.


I wore pyjama tops as shirts at the age of eight because they had vivid colours: blues, reds, yellows. I wore bright yellow or turquoise socks, and short shorts. The socks were rolled over my ankles. I had long, tanned legs.


Earlier in life than most, I developed an abiding love for women which has remained with me. Sailing the Queen Elizabeth on the great Atlantic crossing of ’48 with my mother, I had my first erotic experience. I had teamed up with two girls aged 18 or 19 and remember one of them raising her foot to a bunk. Her skirt fell back. She was big, strong, healthily English, and her appearance suggested the sharp thwack of hockey-sticks but she was attractive. I could not believe that this thigh, so revealed, was so big compared with me. Climbers scale mountains Because They Are There. I had much the same attitude towards thighs. A friend’s sister took me to an air-raid shelter and, again, it is the memory of a large thigh that remains. Sex, I was discovering, is not what matters. What matters are the incidents surrounding it. She wore, I remember, pink knickers.


I played the role of prep schoolboy to perfection. ‘Goodbye father. Thank you for a marvellous Christmas. Yes, I will write twice a week, mother . . .’ as the train pulled out of Victoria Station in Manchester bound for the Cumbrian coast and halting frequently.


It was on a train, at the age of 13, that curiosity about women got the better of me. I was travelling in one of those carriages with four seats at each side and with pictures of Llandudno and Rhyl framed above them, all faded. English railway coaches of the period were built as if for sustained siege. They had strong leather straps on the windows which could be operated by strong people sound in wind and limb. They were self-contained and corridors had no part of their function.


If you stuck your head out of the window you got an eye full of grit. They huffed and puffed and ran to the precise time of a turnip watch kept in the well-polished black serge of an official waistcoat.




1945


 


SONGS


Accent The Positive. The Trolley Song. Don’t Fence Me In. There Goes That Song Again. You Always Hurt the One You Love. We’ll Gather Lilacs. Money Is the Root of All Evil.


MOVIES


The Lost Weekend . . . Ray Milland. Objective Burma . . . Errol . . . where are you . . . England needs you. God is my Co-pilot.
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1946


 


SONGS


Give Me Five Minutes More. Let It Snow. I’m Always Chasing Rainbows. McNamara’s Band. Let Bygones Be Bygones. The Coffee Song. Cement Mixer (putty putty).


MOVIES


The Big Sleep. The Best Years of Our Lives . . . Jimmy Stewart. My Darling Clementine. Citizen Kane . . . Orson Welles . . . the Renaissance man of his time.







1947


 


SONGS


Open the Door Richard . . . Louis Jordan . . . the first Rock and Roll singer. Dance Ballerina Dance. Alexander’s Ragtime Band.


MOVIES


Duel in the Sun. Kiss of Death.


EVENTS


Babe Ruth retired . . . (Maxi told me that).


[image: illustration]







1948


 


SONGS


Buttons and Bows . . . Dinah Shore. Mañana . . . Edmundo Ros. All I Want For Christmas Is My Two Front Teeth. La Vie En Rose.


MOVIES


Red Shoes. Key Largo. The Treasure of Sierra Madre. Red River. Hamlet. Johnny Belinda . . . Jane Wyman won an Oscar for that one . . . isn’t she Reagan’s ex-?







1949


 


SONGS


Rudolph The Red Nosed Reindeer. Riders in the Sky. ‘A’ You’re Adorable. I’ve Got a Lovely Bunch of Coconuts. Dem Bones . . . that was Rock and Roll to me.


MOVIES


South Pacific . . . the musical . . . My Mom saw it at the Opera House. All the King’s Men.





I was wearing my maroon school blazer, and heading for Seascale Preparatory School. My companion was a stranger, a lady with a tartan rug covering her legs. My hand went under the rug and under the dress, and it was no sudden impulse. No words were spoken and I had no invitation beyond that of inaction on her part. She did not stop me. She continued to read her book. I slowly moved my hand to her thigh and satisfied my curiosity at leisure (the journey took five and a half hours). She rewarded me with a sandwich for lunch.


I was centre-forward for the school soccer team. Kids would be vicious and rude to each other and a boy – with my background – became better than them because he said: ‘I’m going to kick hell out of you when I get you out there.’ It worked well. I was co-ordinated and tough. I scored five goals against one team and three against another. I had a little letter F to stitch on my pocket to denote football and C for cricket, but nothing to denote conquests in trains, which I now rated a rewarding sport in my private curriculum.


After Seascale came Strathallan, a public school in Scotland. I enjoyed Strathallan and Scotland and was in the first eleven cricket squad for five years, so I literally never had a hard time.


It was the first time I realised that males got jealous of each other. I was in the first squad at 14, the first summer I came from prep school and went straight into senior colts. I did not have very long to be a child. The headmaster said, ‘Hudson, I hear you are good with your hands (a tribute to my prowess behind the stumps rather than with ladies). How would you like to keep wicket?’ I said, ‘Yes’, on the principle that one never argues with headmasters, and so, at 15, I was keeping wicket for the first team which meant that I was in a classroom with the lower fourth, playing cricket with the upper sixth and wearing the school colours. My friends were saying, ‘We don’t want to hang about with you.’ There, I observed hurtful and unaccustomed jealousy. I cruised through school although it became obvious that I was the opportunist and sportsman rather than an academic. I ended with two O-levels and unbounded faith in my future. My concept was to work for the family firm and spend the summer playing for Lancashire. There were still amateurs and professionals. My hero, Jack Ikin, walked tallest in my imagination.


And enter the family firm I did, at 18, just out of boarding school.


‘Morning, Mr Henry. Morning, Mr Timothy.’ I was working on the mail desk sending out invoices and going to Salford Technical College at night to study business administration and textile design. I was top in my first term but all I wanted to do was sell. There were advantages to that. I wanted the office car. I had it at week-ends occasionally, but not often. There was one company car, a big Austin with lots of chrome, but when I persuaded them to let me loose on the outside world they sent me on a train with two brown suitcases containing samples of sheets and pillow-cases.


I went to Bradford. I had a starched collar. I visited a wholesaler.


‘Vot do you vant, boy? Nineteen-forty-seven was the last time one of you people came in.’


I got my first order: 12 pairs of sheets, assorted colours. My prices were probably higher than other people’s and I will never forget that first sale. I had free lunches, on expenses. That was exciting: better than sitting in an office. Lancashire County Cricket Club did not send for me. I played for Prestbury, had my fair share of fifties, and in winter I played rugby. I was an all-round Jock working for daddy.


But life was not without incident. I had a party at the family home remembered by people to this day. My mother and father had gone away and I invited hookers, strippers, débutantes, equestrian ladies, and this strange cocktail produced 200 to 250 cars. The police arrived and I said: ‘I can’t do anything about it.’ One guest was a frightfully-frightfully sort of chap, brushed-back hair, very clipped, Guards or something; and there was a famous stripper with huge mammaries upon which she wore tassels. Every adventurous businessman in Manchester had sneaked off at lunch-time to see her exercise her professional talents. I retain this vision of him erect, reserved, impeccable, eyeballs popping at these enormous breasts. All this outside the front door of this very English house, this fine Prestbury home in ‘the stockbroker belt’ of Manchester in Cheshire. She was wearing a black cocktail dress with no top. It was like the Queen observing Marilyn Monroe for the first time. Mahomet had met his mountain, discovering a facet of life he found barely credible.


I went to Liverpool to see people from Great Universal Stores and called at a café named The Jackaranda in a back street where there was rock and roll at lunch-time. Espresso coffee. Downstairs, a cellar. I was wearing a striped shirt with stiff, starched, white cut-away collar, old school tie, cuff-links, dark suit, waistcoat and black brogue shoes. The place was full of people in black leather. They had greasy hair and were art students. A guy next to me had so many rings on his fingers I lost count and he said, ‘Hello – will you buy me a coffee? I play drums for Rory Storm and the Hurricanes. My name is Ringo Starr. See those fellows over there? The Beatles. They’re good friends of mine.’ Of course I would buy him a coffee. I was on expenses. It was September, 1959. I was to go back a few times after that.


When my stepfather decided to visit Sweden I went with him and we took the boat from Harwich to the Hook of Holland. As we were getting off we saw a dirty old van and the lads in it said, ‘Hey, it’s the fellow from Manchester. How are you?’ The Beatles were on their way to the top. They were talking about amps and in those days I did not know what an amp was.


Our paths were to cross again in life, but in the meantime my stepfather said, ‘Who are these disreputable people?’


Two worlds had collided in mutual incomprehension. I was to make them both my own.
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EARLY TIMES
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I remember going to New Brighton with my mother and my Aunt Kate who was very influential in my mother’s life and mine. She was a spiritualist. They took me to this restaurant and I kept saying, ‘Where’s the ocean?’ I thought the ocean was upstairs. I had never seen it . . . I must have been three. We got home, we were living with my aunt at the time, in Whalley Range and there was a telegram behind the door and it stated that my father, Thomas Brumwell, had been killed in action during a Bomber Command raid over Belgium. They were preparing for D Day. I don’t really remember him as a father . . . once he hoisted me above his shoulders with his uniform on. I remember the wings on his jacket.


He used to send my mother records and on these records he would say, ‘We are going to live in America. When the war is over we are going to go to America. I am going to get an airline company or something. I’m going to fly aeroplanes in America . . .’ He kept mentioning America because the RAF pilots during the war were trained in Canada. I have taken a slagging sometimes in the papers where mean people have stated that I am not a Hudson . . . that my mother married a Hudson. I laugh at that because, if anything, the Brumwells were much more established, gentlemen farmers from Grantham, than the Hudsons. My grandfather was an Alderman. He was head of the parish council. He lived to be a hundred and one. He was a gentleman farmer. He must have been very wealthy because he had a train, a real small-gauge railway, going around his estate. I remember getting on that train and being taken for this trip around the estate.


My father, Thomas Brumwell, was captain of the cricket team at Lincoln School and later he trained as an accountant. He didn’t like that. I don’t think he got on too well with his mother and he ran away from home and joined Manchester police force. He joined because, I think, he knew he would be able to play soccer or cricket. He was in the force for seven years. Apparently, in Bootle Street in Manchester, there is a war memorial with my father’s name on it.


My dad didn’t have to join up, because police were exempt from national service, but he wanted to be a flier. After his demise, I remember several things between the ages of five and eight. Twice I went to America. I went on the Queen Mary, The Aquitania. I think my mother had a short-lived romance with a Canadian flier . . . or was he a movie star?


My mother had known Henry Broughton Hudson before she knew my father. My mother always tells me stories about how, when she was sixteen and Henry was thirty-two, he would take her to Manchester races and he would turn up in his white Jaguar, with the big headlights, with his golf clubs in the back seat and his yellow socks . . . his suede shoes. The funny thing is that my aunt used to tell me that Henry Hudson was really my father and I got really confused with this one. My aunt told me this when I went to stay with her in Montreal. My aunt, I was later to find out, had a few nervous breakdowns and had been known to play her own ‘theatre of the mind’. I still think that Thomas Brumwell was my father. One only has to look at the pictures of him and you will see it.


But my aunt told me this famous story of how Thomas Brumwell came in to see the midwife and the fact is that my mother had known Henry Hudson in 1938–39. There was obviously a lot of discussion between Thomas Brumwell, Henry Hudson and my mother at that time . . . but my mother married Thomas Brumwell about three months before I was born, I think. The ironical part was that Henry Hudson told me that I was born in the Collar House at Prestbury.


Squadron Leader Thomas Brumwell was killed in action with Bomber Command pulling the gliders for the D-day landings in 1944.


On my trips to America, I remember New York . . . Madison Square Garden, Empire State Building. The snow, I had a parka. Then, for a very short time, I was sent to a boarding school in Harrogate. I enjoyed it, I remember, I think it was like an orphanage for children whose parents had been killed in the war. I went there for a short time, then I was rushed onto one of those American trips, then I came back. In the meantime my mother had pensions from the RAF and from the Manchester Police and I was sent to APS, Altrincham Preparatory School. I went there for about two or three years. At this same time, my mother, being a widow, was given one of the new flats on Flotsall Road, Wythenshaw. We were the first people ever to move into this new flat . . . it was upstairs, I don’t remember the number. I remember having a really nice time there.




1950


 


SINGERS


Sinatra Johnny Ray Guy Mitchell . . . Just opening up the decade. Johnny Mathis . . . Names of the time. Pat Boone Fats Domino Doris Day Frankie Laine David Whitfield . . . Cara Mia Mine. Frankie Vaughan . . . Green Door.


MOVIES


Panic in the Streets. All About Eve. Asphalt Jungle. Broken Arrow. Annie Get Your Gun . . . The Palace. Elizabeth Taylor . . . marries the Hilton Sunset Boulevard.







1951


 


Churchill re-elected . . . do you remember it? The preparatory school, the public school and the varsity produce the kind of fellow who is a scarcity . . . where does he learn to ask a chorus girl to dine . . . where does he learn to spot the girl who does? This was one of a collection of my Dad’s 78s from a cupboard that had been there since before the war . . . that I found one Sunday afternoon. Another song I recall was Take Your Hands Off My Nylons.


MOVIES


Streetcar Named Desire . . . Brando. Singing In The Rain.







1952


 


Doris Day . . . the all-American girl next door. Alma Cogan . . . Eve Boswell . . . Dinah Shore. Elvis . . . where are you? I was a fan of Frankie Laine . . . The Midnight Gambler . . . Cool Water. Wasn’t there something about Laramie recorded by Jimmy Young?


MOVIES


African Queen . . . Bogart . . . Hepburn . . . wonderful. High Noon . . . Gary Cooper.
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1953


 


Marilyn Monroe . . . Jane Russell . . . Gentlemen Prefer Blondes. Vat 69 . . . quality tells. Julius Caesar . . . Brando again. Quo Vadis. Shane . . . remember Alan Ladd. Maltesers . . . have a Capstan . . . they are made to make friends . . . Ponds’ and Cadbury’s commercials. Liquorice and Blackcurrant and Spearmint were my favorite sweets.







1954


 


MOVIES


On the Waterfront . . . Brando Brando Brando . . . Eva Marie Saint. Animal Farm. A Star Is Born. Dial M For Murder. Hondo . . . John Wayne.
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1955


 


Where were you in ’55???


MUSIC


Bill Haley . . . Rock Around The Clock. Chuck Berry . . . Maybelline. Bo Diddley . . . Bo Diddley.


HAPPENINGS


Alan Freed coined the term Rock and Roll. Jive and Be-bop dancing. Sex symbols . . . Brigitte Bardot . . . Marilyn Monroe. Kerouac and Ginsberg were the writers.


MOVIES


Blackboard Jungle . . . The Wild One . . . B.R.A.N.D.O. Rebel Without a Cause . . . James Dean.


FASHION


Teddy Boys. Brothel creepers. Blue suede shoes. Motor cycle jackets and tight jeans.







1956


 


MUSIC


Elvis . . . Heartbreak Hotel. Gene Vincent . . . Be-Bop-a-Lula. Bill Haley . . . See You Later Alligator. Little Richard . . . Long Tall Sally. Platters . . . The Great Pretender.


MOVIES


Love Me Tender . . . Elvis. Jailhouse Rock . . . Elvis. The Girl Can’t Help It . . . Gene Vincent.







1957


 


All Shook Up . . . Elvis. Wake Up Little Susie . . . Everly Brothers. Whole Lotta Shakin’ Goin’ On . . . Jerry Lee Lewis. Peggy Sue . . . Buddy Holly.


MOVIES


High School Confidential. And God Created Woman . . . Brigitte Bardot.
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1958


 


HAPPENINGS


I left school. Captain of cricket. Flunked nearly all my O-levels except two, English Lit and History. Stereo comes on the popular market for the first time.


MUSIC


Bird Dog . . . Everly Brothers. At the Hop . . . Danny and the Juniors. Sweet Little Sixteen . . . Chuck Berry. Peggy Sue . . . The Everly Brothers. Fever . . . Peggy Lee. Chantilly Lace . . . Big Bopper. Rebel Rouser . . . Duane Eddy.


MOVIES


Black Orpheus . . . (Brazilian film) . . . sexy . . . hot.







1959


 


Started working for the good old family business. Good morning, Mr Henry. Good morning, Mr Tim.


MUSIC


Till I Kissed Ya . . . Everly Brothers. Mack the Knife . . . Bobby Darin. Deck of Cards . . . Wink Martindale . . . (I worked with him on KFWB in ’65). Venus . . . Frankie (Beach Blanket Bingo) Avalon.


MOVIES


Room at the Top . . . Lawrence Harvey . . . sexy North of England, man . . . Simone Signoret . . . a real black bra French madame . . . 2 buttons undone . . . the earth-coloured silk blouse.


TV


Dragnet . . . with my Man Friday.





I remember my friends. We used to play cricket against the posts. We used to go and start fires at the school they were building at the back. We used to molest girls together. The usual things that kids do. I remember running across the bridge to the other side, to the sweet shop near the Co-op. We would buy a quarter of sweets, they were rationed at that time and we used to have to wait until the first day of the month to get our sweet coupons. I remember the fair. My mother was working at a doctor’s. I only remember two schoolfriends from that era. One was David Morrison, the well-known real-estate agent, now deep-sea fisherman, and also a doctor called George Burns, good hockey player and not bad at rugby either.


So I did all the normal things that a seven-year-old would do. I had that little maroon blazer, maroon cap with APS on it in white lettering. A satchel. I had terrible trouble reading. I couldn’t read. I was good at looking at pictures but I couldn’t get into this reading trip.


Just around this time, 1947, Henry Hudson started coming round to our little flat in Wythenshaw. He came in a Triumph Roadster. Again, golf clubs in the back, yellow socks, suede shoes and a dickie seat. And the next thing I knew mother and Henry Hudson were getting married and my sister, Barbara, was born. My name was changed to George Timothy Hudson. I was rushed off to live in Macclesfield Road, Hazel Grove. Opposite the Five Ways pub. I was sent to the Junior school in Hazel Grove. Marbles, conkers . . . all those kind of things . . . the smelly toilets, the whole thing. But that was only for a short time, and I was whisked off to Seascale Preparatory School on the coast of Cumberland. I was nine. Off I went to boarding school for three glorious years. My parents moved to a big house in Prestbury, Cheshire. By this time I was well and truly Timothy Hudson. I was playing centre-forward for the school soccer team. I was in the cricket team. I remember taking five wickets for eleven runs against Harecourt, our local rivals.


My academic grades were not that good enough for me to go to Sedburgh, so my headmaster, Mr Burnett of Seascale, decided that I should go to Strathallan. He knew I would fit in there.


So began my trip. I filled in a form when I left Strathallan that asked what I wanted to do. I said that I wanted to work for the family cotton business during the winter and play as an amateur for Lancashire and hopefully go on to captain that team. I still believe that those dreams would have been fulfilled if, due to certain circumstances, my happy family had not broken up.


So, a war-widow’s little boy went from a council flat in Wythenshaw . . . to Hollywood, where he achieved the highest you can achieve because everybody in the entertainment industry dreams of working there. And, I suppose, living at Birtles Old Hall was the plinth of what is called the abode of everybody’s dream.


But success is not to hold onto something. It is to taste it, and to achieve. It is not to be married to the most beautiful women in the world. It is to have known the most beautiful women in the world. Within my temperament . . . it is the challenge that matters. The impossible dream. Which I achieved. I have nothing to hide. The reason I fight the establishment, as we call them, is that they are not really interested in people, they are only interested in themselves. I am more interested in the people. The system needs revamping . . . totally.


[image: illustration]





I KNOW THESE GUYS


[image: illustration]


Until the age of 19 I had played the role of public schoolboy but now there were sweeter mysteries to be explored. I had sneaked into a Continental cinema in Manchester during the school holidays and decided that the woman I really wanted to seduce or be seduced by was Martine Carol. It was my fantasy. I knew housewives and mothers in Prestbury and had hidden in a few cupboards in my time. There were many bored housewives when I was growing up and it was marvellous fun. A dozen red roses next day. A card. I asked my mother later whether she knew about these escapades and she said: ‘Of course.’


My real fascination was with the French way of life. Two of my four wives have been very French (one was Swiss-German but had lived in Paris for much of her life). And it found its first physical form with Arlette. Arlette was a doctor’s au pair.




1960


Scored over two thousand runs for Prestbury C.C. Won the batting prize.


SONGS


Cathy’s Clown . . . Everly Brothers. The Twist . . . Chubby Checker. Only the Lonely . . . Roy Orbison. Alley-oop . . . Hollywood Argyles.


TV


Have Gun Will Travel.





In the summer of 1960 I had moved into a flat in Manchester’s Rusholme and a whole new world was revealed. My parents had decided to get divorced. I had sided with both and was getting nowhere.


Arlette was the sweetness beyond this pain. She was 26, a gymnast, and she did not need to wear clothes. They did not do her justice. She should never have worn them at all. Those she did wear were simple and beautiful and she was my first real love. I was fit, rugby-fit, cricket-fit, popular with girls. For the first time in my life I was able to walk on the wild side.


I discovered chorus girls and I had never before in my life met one. I recall one with red-rouged face, aged 26 or 27, with two kids; bright red hair. For her, it was tough going. She was one of many. There was a rawness, a vibrancy, about these girls that appealed to me. I bedded them all, top to bottom, with enthusiasm.


I discovered clubs. There was one called Guys and Dolls and a cafe-bar named The Mogambo. I was Alain Delon at the time: I had the hair-do and the anorak. I was one of the restless people who changed character in a week according to whether I had read another book or seen another film.


I walked into that club in a tweed suit, wearing suede shoes, and stood in a corner for what seemed like hours. Five German au pairs were sitting together. There was a pocket-sized dance floor. I must have drunk half a dozen Cokes and I had entered Dante’s Inferno. The public school was gone. The old school tie could have been wrapped around the nearest toilet and left for good. One German girl asked me to dance and my confidence soared. I must subsequently have gone to bed with every German girl at that table. I think I went to bed with every nationality in Europe that summer. I had five different girls in one day. That was my feat. I had a new toy and never realised I could use it so much.


Meanwhile, in the summer of 1960 I scored so many runs for Prestbury that I lost count. I was invited to join Lancashire County Cricket Club as an amateur. I felt it was an honour. The family business thought so. The business agreed to pay me £10 a week during the summer. Lancashire were to pay me expenses and they were pretty good. I was charging so much for this, so much for that – probably another £10 a week – and I was making more than the club’s legendary Harry Pilling.


So there I was: cricket every day for Lancashire second eleven, astounding my friends in my imagination when I went back to play village cricket, and not exactly setting the world aflame. I think my highest score was 38 not out against Staffordshire. By that time Jack Ikin had retired and was captaining Staffordshire. I hit him for a huge six – over his head and into the practice area. I remember thinking: I have hit my hero out of the ground.


I kept wicket very well and also played as a batsman, but always thought I was unfairly treated. I was the gentleman. I was told that no amateur had kept wicket for Lancashire since the 1920s. The professionals did not like to bowl to an amateur keeping wicket. They had the feeling that he might drop a catch after tea if he were not playing for money.


I probably took the best catch I remember off Peter Lever, while playing against a Bermuda eleven at Old Trafford. The ball was heading high over the head of first slip but I somehow retrieved it. One of the watching members of the cricketing hierarchy complained to Lancashire that Hudson was not being given his proper chance.




1961


Joined the Lancashire CCC staff for the season.


MUSIC


Runaway . . . Del Shannon. Stand By Me . . . Benny King. Rubber Ball . . . Bobby Vee. Poetry in Motion . . . Johnny Tillotson.


HAPPENINGS


Surfing becomes a fad. Marijuana begins to gain popularity. More Twist . . . more Elvis.





At the end of summer, I decided to work in London; to try to get away from the seat of the family business in Manchester although I continued to work for the family firm. Stan Worthington, who was then coach at Lancashire, told me at the end of the season that, as I was going to London, he would arrange for me to be given a trial by Arthur McIntyre, the coach at Surrey County Cricket Club. I got myself a flat on the Chelsea embankment, sharing kitchen and bathroom. Television’s Julian Pettifer had a room there; so did Ned Sherrin. I was in good company.


And into my life walked Alfie.


Autumn, 1961. I had a little red Mini; I was 21; and Alfie was to be my mentor. He was street-wise and he was shrewd. He knew the ropes of London and had one of the other rooms. He had one pin-striped suit, one pair of jeans, and he was the close companion of a lady-in-waiting to the Queen. Alfie had style. Alfie had confidence. Alfie knew it all and could do it all. Alfie had no money. Alfie said: ‘Look, I know everybody in London. You’ve got your little car. I’ll teach you the ropes. First thing you have to do is learn how to dance.’


He got me a long mirror for my room so that I could practise. He said, ‘You’ve got to get into jazz. Miles Davis, Erroll Garner, Zoot Sims.’ He took me to the New Establishment Club, downstairs. Lenny Bruce was upstairs doing his act. I saw Lenny Bruce so many times I could not believe it. One day I went to the bar and sat next to Liz Taylor and Richard Burton. The French wife of one of the biggest industrialists in England took me to her penthouse and reappeared wearing black silk underwear. I was so scared I must have made love in ten seconds. I expected her husband to crash through the door. ‘Why so nervous?’ she said. ‘Where is your husband?’ I replied. ‘Oh,’ she said, ‘we have an understanding.’ My growing-up was taking place.
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