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To Harry and Dorothy, my parents, who set me on the right road; and to Pamela who kept me on it!
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Author’s note


This book is a book about my life. It is not a book about the history of DLA. The views that I express are obviously very much my own personal views and therefore obviously do not necessarily reflect the formal views of DLA Piper or any of its partners. I try to tell the story in as honest a way as I can and in doing so I have perhaps stepped over the mark in views concerning personal relationships, but in a book such as this it is inevitable. As a lawyer I am happy (because I cannot be sued) that nothing in this book is defamatory. I have done my best and hope that you find it as enjoyable to read as I did to write.


The profession of practising law involves very strict ethical standards, particularly regarding client confidentiality. I take this extremely seriously and for that reason there is nothing in this book that reveals even a hint of the huge reservoir of client confidences that have built up in my head over the 50 years or so.









Foreword


by John Timpson


It’s foolish to make generalisations and I was certainly way off the mark when I thought that corporate lawyers were pedantic, process-driven and somewhat serious. That was before I met Roger Lane-Smith.


In fact my wife, Alex, met Roger before I did. We were at one of those charity dinners where you would willingly give twice the ticket price not to attend. While I was struggling with small talk at my end of the table Alex was sitting next to Roger.


On the way home we compared notes. My companions discussed holidays, gardening and local pubs, but Roger just wanted to talk to Alex about business. It was 1982 and I was the Managing Director running Timpson, which was a subsidiary of the UDS Group (alongside John Collier and Richard Shops). ‘I didn’t really know what this guy Roger was talking about’, said Alex, ‘but I think you should see him. He said he will ring you on Monday morning.’


On Tuesday Roger was in my office telling me what a management buyout was and how we could go about it. Within eight weeks he had buyout specialist Candover fronting the funding and fifteen months later I bought back our business. By that time I was getting to know Roger pretty well.


I discovered Roger isn’t fazed by anything or anyone. UDS were taken over and we found we were negotiating with Hanson Trust. Undaunted by their tough reputation, Roger went straight to the top. On the back of a two-minute chat at a cocktail party in New York, Roger telephoned Chief Executive Sir Gordon White and on a transatlantic call fixed for us to talk about a deal while Sir Gordon was over in London for Ascot.


When Roger masterminded the exchange of contracts in September 1983 he orchestrated fourteen sets of London lawyers and a couple from Scotland. There was no hint that, at that time, he was leading a modest Manchester practice with only five partners.


Since then I’ve witnessed Roger’s direct determination in many more deals. While he created one of the world’s biggest legal firms he helped me grow our business many times over.


For over 30 years Roger has been one of my non-executive directors, his mind perhaps wandering while we talked about watch repairs and warehousing but always fully focused whenever there’s the slightest hint of developing another deal.


I love Roger’s ‘do it now’ attitude. Not many lawyers live life holding a glass that is always much more than half full. While others argue petty points of detail, Roger looks for the simple way to get the deal done. I have seen his frustration when dramatic deals unnecessarily drag on through the night. Roger doesn’t let the tussle of legal wrangling get in the way of common sense. His route one approach to deal-making did me an enormous favour when he exchanged and completed the purchase of our house within six days. Alex and I have lived there very happily for over 27 years.


Despite Roger’s dislike of drawn-out deals we inevitably spent many nights in London waiting for the other side to shuffle the paperwork. It gave Roger the chance to introduce me to some excellent restaurants, lots of fine wine and his fascinating fund of stories. Roger’s enthusiasm and individual character can also be seen on the golf course, where he’s an unpredictable performer, capable of driving the ball 325 yards on one hole and 35 yards on the next. I am never surprised when he comes up with a birdie or takes a mobile phone call in the middle of the fairway.


When I first met Roger it was quite clear he was ambitious but I didn’t realise how far his constant pursuit of success would take him. I am lucky that several times he swept me along with his relentless optimism. I spent eight years stalking one major competitor and even longer trying to buy another. They were both long shots, but not to Roger who kept urging me to chase each deal by saying, ‘Don’t worry, we will get them one day’, which we did. He brought the same attitude to the many twists that have made DLA a worldwide success. I look forward to reading the stories he has to tell about such a fascinating journey.


Roger sets a standard for other lawyers to follow. His highest accolade came from Alex, who once told me: ‘If we ever have a divorce I’m having Roger acting on my side.’









Introduction


by Sir Nigel Knowles


I became Managing Partner of a law firm called Dibb Lupton Broomhead on 1 January 1996, completely unaware that in only a few months I would merge ‘my’ firm with ‘Roger’s’ firm (Alsop Wilkinson) and forge a relationship with a man I am proud to now count as one of my closest friends. In 1996, Dibb Lupton Broomhead consisted of 600 lawyers in six offices. The firm was largely without a vision or a strategy and didn’t have the right sort of reputation in relation to the way it dealt with its people and clients. We wanted, however, to be a truly national firm. To achieve this, we needed more good people and a bigger critical mass. As Managing Partner, I soon realised I had a lot on my plate! Alsop Wilkinson was about half the size of Dibb Lupton Broomhead and soon emerged as a possible merger candidate. (Roger was the Chairman of that firm.)


Roger’s book gives an account of his very colourful and interesting professional life. I am not sure the merger of two medium-sized law firms in 1996 qualified as one of the most ‘colourful’ parts of his professional journey, but it certainly was a highlight for him – the merger of these two firms was one of the events that ultimately created the world’s largest law firm – DLA Piper.


From a business perspective, in the 1996/97 financial year, Dibb Lupton Broomhead had set an income budget of £68m and Alsop Wilkinson had set a budget of £32m. In a single stroke, following a ‘merger meeting’ lasting only three hours one Saturday morning, we became a £100m revenue law firm. When Dibb Lupton Alsop was ‘born’ on 1 October 1996, it was the largest merger of two UK law firms. Roger subsequently became Senior Partner and I remained as Managing Partner. We, of course, had a great team around us and our success then and for almost a decade since, is due to a great many partners – not all of whom can be mentioned in the pages of this book, and some of whom have joined the firm since Roger’s retirement.


Roger’s tale of his life, both before and after that 1996 merger, is a remarkable story of his vision and determination to create the world’s largest law firm. Roger is a natural leader, has infinite amounts of energy and determination and is a person who never gives up. He is larger than life (in every way), is a lateral thinker and as you will read, is both eloquent and amusing.


Occasionally he wanted to depart from the path we’d all agreed, but only because he thought he could make the firm better and usually it did. Shortly after the creation of DLA Piper on 1 January 2005, Roger stepped down as Senior Partner leaving me and the team to firm up on the detail and make it work!


Along the way, Roger and I have shared so many exciting times and had plenty of laughs together (along with some stress, of course). Roger was a hugely popular guy in the firm, whose after-dinner speeches at Partners’ conferences became legendary! I shall never forget his final speech as Senior Partner at a Partners’ conference in Paris. The speech was hilarious (as always) and heartfelt and every partner rose to a standing ovation which seemed never-ending.


In the pages that follow Roger will tell you his story of his professional life. He’s a great guy, with a lot of stories to tell and a remarkable way of telling them, and I’m sure you will enjoy reading this book.









Monetary Values


Money and its value is always a problem when writing about a period that stretches over a number of years, particularly when parts of that period have included some years of very high inflation. Furthermore, establishing a yardstick for measuring the change in the value of money is not easy either. Do we take the external value of the pound or what it will buy in the average (whatever that may be) weekly shopping basket? Do we relate it to the average manual wage? As we know, while prices in general might rise, and have done so in this country every year since the Second World War, the prices of certain products might fall. However, we are writing about a business, and money and its value crop up on almost every page. We therefore have to make some judgements. We can only generalise, and I think the best yardstick is probably the average working wage.


Taking this as the benchmark, here is a measure of the pound sterling relative to its value in 2014.


Apart from wartime, prices were stable for 250 years, but began to rise in the run-up to the First World War.
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Since 1997, the rate of inflation has been very low by the standards of most of the 20th century, averaging until very recently less than the government’s originally stated aim of 2.5 per cent (since reduced to 2 per cent). Some things – such as telephone charges and many items made in the Far East, notably China – have gone down in price while others, such as houses, moved up very sharply from 1997 to 2008 before falling back in the financial crisis. In 2011, on the back of sharply rising commodity and food prices, inflation accelerated again to reach 5 per cent per annum. However, as commodity prices fell back and much of the world suffered very low growth, the rate of inflation began to subside again in 2012 and 2013 and, by the middle of 2014, was falling to rates where the authorities started to worry about the harmful effects of deflation.









CHAPTER 1


A Moment in Time


It is late June 2011 and at 4.30 in the afternoon I’m sitting on the terrace of our home in Provence. It is 37° in the shade with butterflies and bees fluttering and flitting through the mass of lavender. There are wonderful Provencal smells, the pool is at 27° and the sky is a perfect blue with a gentle breeze rustling through the palms.


The time has come. I must gather my thoughts and memories to look back over the last 65 years and start to put together the story. Ever since I can remember I have had a burning desire to achieve something in my life and to one day look back and know that I had done so.


People have many and various ambitions and in my early days I had my fair share – airline pilot, rock star, prime minister, most of the usual suspects – except that mine firmed up fairly early at about the age of fifteen. I don’t remember the precise moment but as ever I was being pressed to decide which path to take in life. I made one big, sudden decision – I wanted to be a lawyer. I think that I enjoyed arguing, being in control, sorting out difficult problems and finding a way through. Becoming a lawyer seemed to offer me the chance to do just that.


As it turned out, I ended up being involved with some of the greatest deals, acting for some of the most famous people in the world and meeting many more along the way. All this began with just me and a secretary, going on to create the world’s largest law firm with over 90 offices, covering every continent, with 5,000 or more lawyers and 10,000 or more jobs. They are a collection of some of the finest legal talent and the greatest clients in the world.


It is a story I am ready to tell and, like every would-be autobiographer, I suppose I am wondering quite where to start. As I look back over the years I can see that there were a limited number of moments that truly were a fork in the road. Sometimes I made a deliberate decision to follow one route, never then knowing what another may have led to, and sometimes it was a sheer matter of chance and luck that one road opened up as another petered out ahead of me.


This surely happens to everyone. You see a new face at a party – you can seek them out and find that through them your life changes, for better or worse, forever. Or you simply turn to a familiar face and relax in your comfort zone.


I have had several forks in the road that I know made a vast difference to my life. So I’ll start with one day, 1 October 1977.


I was just eighteen days away from my 32nd birthday. Having married at 23, I had two children, aged six and four, a big home, a big mortgage, and a brand new £10,000 (£150,000 in today’s money) bank loan facility to start my own law firm. I had just walked out pretty acrimoniously from another firm that I had joined as partner at the age of 27. The previous four years had been quite stressful and, as you will see, very eventful, but in the end the truth was that I had one burning ambition, which was to do my own thing.


It had been raining hard for most of the day, which is not an uncommon feature of early autumn days in Manchester. After months spent fighting over every last penny with my former partners, I was ready to go to my new little office suite at 20 Kennedy Street in the heart of the city, only 300 yards from where my old firm was located on Cross Street. I had a favourite chair at my old desk, orthopaedic for my perennially bad back, and I went to pick it up to take it with me as I left the old office and my soon to be former partners for, I hoped, the last time.


‘Have you paid us for that chair?’ chirped up one of the deadbeats. The chair had seen plenty of wear and tear and would not have sold for 10p in a car boot sale.


‘No. How much for this then?’ I said through gritted teeth.


‘£20.’ (£300 in today’s money.)


I paid up.


My back was killing me and as I walked out into the pouring rain I upended the chair and put it on top of my head to shield me from the torrents. I then staggered the 300 yards to my new nest and up one floor into my little eyrie.


I was soaking wet and I plonked the chair down behind my smart little newly bought antique partner’s desk. I grabbed a large cut glass and filled it full of ice cubes (a fridge is a must in a busy lawyer’s office!). The Gordon’s gin and slimline tonic quickly followed the ice into the glass with a slice of lime. I had prepared for this moment! I let the ice-cold nectar slip down my throat and breathed out an enormous sigh of relief, heavily tinged I’m sure with more than a large element of trepidation.


‘I’ve done it!’ the Outer Man exclaimed.


‘Yes – but what exactly have you done and just what are you now going to do?’ the Inner Man needled.


I looked out of the window – rainy Manchester in October. The Outer Man had to get together with the Inner Man to create a partnership, a way forward for both of them.


‘No point in aiming low and missing,’ said the Inner Man, chiding the Outer Man. ‘You’re only going to do this if you are single-minded, with a clear unwavering mission and ambition that you can hang on to every day from now on!’


‘I don’t see why I can’t create from these small, in fact infinitesimal, beginnings the best and finest law firm the World has ever seen.’ The Outer Man had his chest puffed out now and the second gin and tonic was starting to have its effect.


‘I’m up for that,’ confided the Inner Man. I suppose the first wave of G and T had hit him too by this time.


And so they embraced each other and the union was formed, its motto being: From this day onwards let it be known that I will endlessly strive and not rest until such time as it shall be declared that, officially, this is the largest law firm the World has ever seen.


And so it was written. Only one small thing now – how to pull it off?









CHAPTER 2


The Early Days


As you will soon learn, a lot of my teens, and quite a lot of the rest of my life in moments of leisure, have been consumed by music, specifically rock music.


Sometime in the late 1990s we had a big Christmas party for the clients and partners of the firm at a wonderful venue – Adlington Hall in Cheshire. I had hired a group, The Prestons; a band of lawyers, Queen’s Counsel in fact, who enjoyed playing 1960s rock and roll music. On the keyboard was my old pal, Peter Birkett QC, leader of the Northern Circuit of the Bar, raconteur extraordinaire and general good egg.


I was going to play in the band that night. I had a limited edition, gold-fretted Fender Stratocaster as made for Dave Gilmour of Pink Floyd on loan to me from his mate and mine Ronnie Stratton. I banged right in on rhythm guitar with ‘I Saw Her Standing There’, one of the greatest rock songs Paul McCartney ever penned. The room was rocking. At the end of that first song I took the microphone. I thanked the band for having me and the audience for putting up with me. I pointed out that this was my second public appearance at Adlington Hall and that it had been over 50 years since my first, in a room on the first floor of the Hall on 19 October 1945.


Adlington Hall is set in over 2,000 acres in Cheshire. A certain Earl Edwin owned the estate in the 11th century until one William the Conqueror came along and unceremoniously turfed him out on his ear and gave the estate to one of his favourites, Hugh Lupus.


Obviously, the Lupus family were pretty grateful and proceeded to remain on the estate for the next seven generations. However, in 1221, when the last surviving male descendant of Hugh Lupus passed on, he failed to leave a male heir behind him and so the estate reverted to the Crown. At some point thereafter Henry III gave the estate to one of his followers, Hugh de Corona, whose granddaughter Ellen married one John de Legh. They produced a son Robert (1308–70) to whom the estate was given.


The Great Hall at Adlington was constructed between 1480 and 1505 around the original base of two great oak trees whose roots remain today supporting the east end of the Great Hall. The Legh family remain the owners of the estate today, having held it now for almost 700 years.


The reader will no doubt now be wondering what all this has to do with me. My last name is not Legh, although my wife’s maiden name was Leigh. Notwithstanding that fact I entered the world on 19 October 1945 in that wonderful building and so have always simply been able to give my place of birth as Adlington Hall, Cheshire, England. During the latter stages of the Second World War the Hall was used as a maternity hospital. There were a total of 999 babies born there and I must have been 900 and something.


My father Harry was a Flight Lieutenant in the Royal Air Force. He met my mother, Dorothy Shuttleworth, at a dance in a church hall near Stockport in 1942 (what would have happened if he hadn’t taken the trouble to ask Dorothy for a dance? No me!).


They married in 1943. My father had qualified as a pilot but because pilots didn’t have much of a survival rate it was decided that he would teach others to fly instead. He also qualified as an engineer which provided him, and therefore me, with some financial wherewithal in life. My father had made a good friend of a French airman called Roger and so, when I came along, I was called Roger. That was my first French connection! I recently told this story to a French friend who coyly observed that it is just as well my father did not know Bleriot – I am not so sure as Bleriot seems like a rather dashing first name to me!


Whenever I read autobiographies I often wonder why anyone would be interested in the early years of the subject, for example who their relations were – unless they were famous or interesting – what street they lived on and all sorts of other details that seem to me to add little to the sum of human knowledge. For that reason I do not intend to dwell on my early years, at least until some facts emerge which I judge are likely to interest the reader.


My father’s family were originally from Kent but moved north as the railways were being constructed in the early 19th century. They moved to work on the building of the railways, as far as I can see. I don’t believe that any of my ancestors, on either my father’s or my mother’s side, had ever had a career in the law, although my father used to tell me that my grandfather, or great-grandfather, was related (I think a cousin) to one F.E. Smith who became a celebrated lawyer and politician in the early years of the 20th century.


F.E., as he came to be known, was from the north-west of England and became a barrister and later King’s Counsel in London. He became a close friend and cohort of the young Winston Churchill and did so well that eventually he was ennobled as Lord Birkenhead.


F.E. clearly had a sense of fun and an acerbic tongue. Once he was appearing before a judge whom he intensely disliked, and the sentiment was mutual. At some point the judge lost his control and said to F.E.: ‘Mr Smith – you are being very offensive.’


F.E. responded quick as a flash, ‘As a matter of fact my Lord we both are. The difference is that I’m trying to be, but you can’t help it!’


He also knew all the tricks of the trade as an accomplished advocate. Once he was acting for an insurance company defending a personal injury claim by a young man who claimed to have been injured so badly in an accident with a tram that his right arm was permanently damaged and so he could not perform any manual work. He could not earn a living and so was claiming massive damages.


F.E. got him in the box. He told him how much he empathised with his predicament, how dreadful it must be for him and how the judge needed to understand just how disabling the injury was.


He said, ‘Would you please show the judge how high you can lift your arm now?’


The man struggled and gradually lifted his arm to around 30 degrees. He was very stiff and apparently in some considerable discomfort.


‘You poor man,’ said F.E. ‘Now can you show the judge how high you could lift your arm before the accident?’


The man’s arm shot straight up in the air to 180 degrees. You could hear a pin drop in the courtroom. Then the expression on the man’s face turned from helpful triumphalism to one of abject resignation as he realised his claim was irreparably holed below the water line.


I have no idea if F.E. was indeed in any way part of my genes, but if he was I’m eternally grateful and hope that a little bit of his magic and allure rubbed off on me.









CHAPTER 3


Elvis


Like most of us, I don’t remember much of any significance before the age of four.


During those four years up to 1949 we lived in a small house on the outskirts of Stockport, overlooking a municipal park and very close to Stockport County Football Club. After a couple of years, my sister Hazel came along and my father was getting his engineering business, Haverhill Engineering, going. I never asked my father why he named his business after a place in Suffolk.


In 1949 we moved to a leafy suburb of Manchester called Cheadle Hulme. I do remember my first day at school, Queens Road Primary, and generally I had a pretty happy if not particularly memorable time there. The highlight was probably leaving to move on to senior school at the age of eleven.


What was Britain like in the late 1940s and early 1950s?


I cannot improve on what the masterly David Kynaston wrote in his Austerity Britain 1945–51:


Britain in 1945. No supermarkets, no motorways, no tea-bags, no sliced bread, no frozen food, no flavoured crisps, no lager, no microwaves, no dishwashers, no Formica, no vinyl, no CDs, no computers, no mobiles, no duvets, no Pill, no trainers, no hoodies, no Starbucks. Four Indian restaurants. Shops on every corner, pubs on every corner, cinemas in every high street, red telephone boxes, Lyons Corner Houses, trams, trolleybuses, steam trains. Woodbines, Craven ‘A’, Senior Service, smoke, smog, Vapex inhalant. No launderettes, no automatic washing machines, wash day every Monday, clothes boiled in a tub, scrubbed on the draining board, rinsed in the sink, put through the mangle, hung out to dry. Central heating rare, coke boilers, water geysers, the coal fire, the hearth, the home, chilblains common. Abortion illegal, homosexual relationships illegal, suicide illegal, capital punishment legal. White faces everywhere. Back-to-backs, narrow cobble streets, Victorian terraces, no high-rises. Arterial roads, suburban semis, the march of the pylon. Austin Sevens, Ford Eights, no seat belts, Triumph motorcycles with sidecars. A Bakelite wireless in the home, Housewives’ Choice or Workers’ Playtime or ITMA on the air, televisions almost unknown, no programmes to watch, the family eating together. Milk of Magnesia, Vicks Vapour Rub, Friar’s Balsam, Fynnon Salts, Eno’s, Germolene. Suits and hats, dresses and hats, cloth caps and mufflers, no leisurewear, no ‘teenagers’. Heavy coins, heavy shoes, heavy suitcases, heavy tweed coats, heavy leather footballs, no unbearable lightness of being. Meat rationed, butter rationed, lard rationed, margarine rationed, sugar rationed, tea rationed, cheese rationed, jam rationed, eggs rationed, sweets rationed, soap rationed, clothes rationed. Make do and mend.


In terms of government, to many people’s surprise, in the summer of 1945 the voters rejected the Conservatives and their leader Winston Churchill and gave a landslide victory to the Labour party. Led by Clement Attlee, who had been privately educated at Haileybury and ISC but was nevertheless a supporter of socialism, the next five years proved to be one of the most reforming periods in the UK of the whole 20th century. Whereas the attitude in 1918 had been one of trying to return to the golden pre-war era, in 1945 few wanted to return to the 1930s and there were great changes as many industries were nationalised; coal and the Bank of England in 1946, electricity in 1947, the railways in 1948, gas in 1949 and iron and steel in 1951.


In 1957 one of my friends had a guitar and we had all learnt the three basic chords of E, A and B7. Equipped with that, we could play most songs of the time but particularly ‘Heartbreak Hotel’ by Elvis Presley. Elvis was just coming to the attention of the world and was our god. Little did I know that twenty years later as a lawyer I would be representing his estate after his untimely death.


We planned a ‘goodbye concert’ for the end of term. I can’t remember what I did wrong but somehow I managed to get banned from participating in the concert other than cheering on from the back of the hall.


So in summary, the years 1945 to 1957 were, as far as I can remember, happy and relatively uneventful.


In September 1957, having failed my eleven-plus exam – which I was forced to take despite having a heavy bout of influenza – through the strenuous efforts of my parents I took and passed the entrance examination for Stockport Grammar School, which had been founded in 1485, and was one of the oldest schools in the country. At about the same time that I was due to start at Stockport Grammar we moved house again; this time to a larger but still suburban detached home on the borders of Bramhall, another suburb of South Manchester. This move, as the reader will see, eventually had a particularly helpful effect on my early musical career.


Everything kicked off fairly well at the grammar school. My classmates seemed like a reasonable bunch and, despite the occasional bullying which seems ingrained at most schools, early progress seemed to be made. I got a paper round which brought in useful cash and, furthermore, it was a choice round, delivering to some very large houses that gave good tips at Christmas. Caddying at Bramhall Park Golf Club bought more early financial, albeit meagre, rewards which were ploughed back into golf lessons with Mr Goodchild, the professional. Thus was born my love of golf which endures to this day.


I loved Buddy Holly and Eddie Cochran, and was very upset when they died in tragic accidents at an early age.


I messed around with one or two musical instruments; the violin, which was a disaster, and the trumpet which, if possible, was an even bigger, and certainly noisier, disaster. I ended up taking piano lessons. Even before my first lesson I had figured out how chords worked and I had a very attractive piano teacher. I was fascinated by her white painted fingernails. She was a very elegant lady. However, I soon tired of the piano which was a definite failing on my part. It was then on to classical guitar. After having some weekly lessons I was hooked. I had a Spanish guitar from Segovia and I loved it.


At school I had a classmate called Malcolm Swann. He also played Spanish guitar and the group to follow was The Shadows. Hank B. Marvin was our hero. My interest was starting to move over from classical/Spanish guitar to pop. The Shadows played a concert in Stockport and a mate joined me at the stage door to catch the band as they went into rehearsal. Hank Marvin and Bruce Welch arrived and wanted us to show them the way to a restaurant where they could get a curry. I spent the next hour with my hero!


Malcolm and I messed around a little and had the makings of a group at school. At about the same time, my mother wanted me to take dancing lessons, which meant quickstep and waltz, not ballet, at a dance class in Bramhall. I was horrified by this until I realised that it was just a great way to meet the opposite sex which, at fourteen or fifteen years of age, was a challenge. To be cool in front of the girls I would go along with a few pals, but started taking my acoustic guitar along slung over my back Bob Dylan-style and trying to look mean and moody.


There is a classic story of when John Lennon first met Paul McCartney in the days of the Quarrymen about this same time. John asked Paul what tunes he knew and Paul knocked off ‘Twenty Flight Rock’ by Eddie Cochran. John was particularly impressed that Paul could play the guitar solo in the song.


One night, outside the front steps of the big shed where the weekly dancing lessons took place, I bumped into another guy with a guitar. He wore horn-rimmed glasses à la Buddy Holly. We were sizing each other up, mates and girls watching.


‘What do you know?’ he said.


I moved straight into ‘Twenty Flight Rock’. He was with me in a heartbeat and so was born a beautiful friendship. Ian Curley, ‘Curls’ as he would always be called, and I had collided in life and things were now about to hot up.









CHAPTER 4


Trailblazers


You will recall the hackneyed saying that if you could remember the 1960s, you weren’t there!


It must have been sometime early in 1960 that Curls and I met and sure enough everything seemed to accelerate away; my memories of what happened next are, as a result, a little hazy. We had to form a group. We had another mate, Geoff Ford, who is still a good friend today, who could sing a bit. We picked up a drummer, Albert, from somewhere. When we discovered, and he accepted, that Geoff couldn’t really sing, we found Nigel Thompson, who had a great voice. I desperately needed a proper electric guitar. My old acoustic was not going to cut it even with an electric pickup fitted.


The summer holidays of 1960 found me working at the Co-op department store in Stockport to save enough money – £45 – to buy a Hofner Sunburst Guitar. A decent salary then was £20 (£500 in today’s money) a week so that puts £45 into perspective.


By September 1960, guitar bought, group in practice, we needed a uniform and we needed a name. One day we all went into Manchester and went to Austin Reed, the men’s tailor. We found a sand-coloured zip-up jacket called a ‘Trailblazer’. We loved the colour and we loved the double entendre of a jacket that one wore on the trail, and as we would be blazing a trail to success and fortune, the Trailblazers it was.


White shirts and red bow ties (ugh!) completed the look. We were the Trailblazers!


We played a rather esoteric set of music mixing Cliff Richard and the Shadows, the Everly Brothers, Buddy Holly and Elvis. We couldn’t write a song to save our lives, and really that fact sealed our fate. However, two things then happened to change everything we did.


First, I was still messing around with a band at school with Malc Swann and others. We played a few concerts there to entertain the school dances that were held with girls from the next-door convent school.


One day, after a school concert, another sixth former came up to me with an LP under his arm. ‘Your band’s OK but you’re playing crap music,’ he said. ‘Get playing some of this stuff instead.’


With that he stuck the LP under my arm and walked off. The LP was A Fistful of Berries by Chuck Berry. It was a complete revelation and we couldn’t stop playing ‘Johnny B. Goode’, ‘Sweet Little Sixteen’ and scores more!


At about the same time we bumped into a new face at the dancing class. He was called Rod Mayall, but he liked to be called Stan Mayall – don’t ask! Stan was a pretty natty dresser, very unconventional for those days. He used to wear the most amazing socks of the brightest hue. When challenged at school by a master who said, ‘Mayall – why are you wearing those bright green socks?’, Stan’s response was, ‘Cos my luminous pink ones are in the wash, Sir!’


Stan was ‘sort of’ into the music scene and he asked Curls and me to his home, which was just across the fields at the back of my house. Stan’s home was unusual. It was a bungalow but somehow a little strange, as were his parents, and in the garden was a very large tree in which was contained a commodious treehouse in which lived Stan’s elder brother.


Stan’s brother was called John – John Mayall. At the time that meant nothing to Curls and me. We would spend hours and days on end up in the treehouse with John and Stan as John taught us about ‘the Blues’.


John had an amazing collection of records of the Deep South Blues artists – Big Bill Broonzy, Sonny Boy Williamson, Howlin’ Wolf and on and on. John taught us to play hard-driving rhythm and blues music until it was riveted deep down in our souls. Curls and I were transported and hooked.


John was just forming his own band – the Blues Breakers. We weren’t good enough (students still) to make the cut. Some guy called Eric Clapton beat me to the punch!


Now we were rocking. The Trailblazers’ first big public appearance had been at a Scoutatoo (a fête to raise money for the Scouts) at Bramhall Hall on 2 September 1961. We weren’t bad but we weren’t great. We needed to hit the bigger venues, but we were only sixteen going on seventeen and too young to play in the Manchester clubs where everything was really starting to erupt.


We used to bump into Freddie and the Dreamers, Wayne Fontana and the Jets (soon to change their name to the Mindbenders), and we kept seeing a group coming over from Liverpool and doing well in the Manchester clubs, the Beatles.


We wanted so much to get into the concerts but we were just too young. We found a bass guitarist, Albert bought some drums, but still it wasn’t happening. We were approached to form the backbone of a new group to be formed around a great singer called Cliff Bowes. Inevitably the backing group was going to be called – yes reader you’ve got it – the Arrows! We went for the audition and had to back Cliff singing Gene Vincent’s ‘Be Bop a Lula’. I was on lead guitar, Curls on rhythm, Albert on drums. We had a tight sound and we were good. Job done. The Trailblazers were no more and the world saw the birth of Cliff Bowes and the Arrows.


I suppose I should pause at this point since the intelligent reader will be thinking about two things. He already knows that Cliff Bowes and the Arrows did not go on to dominate the charts and the headlines in the 1960s. He wants to know, ‘You’re 17, still at school, A levels are coming up so what are you doing about education and what is happening about the opposite sex?’


On education my mind was focused on rock and roll but, fear not, also on GIRLS! The reader has a pretty good idea about the music side. A good hard-driving rock and roll band, who can’t write a song, moving into the era where John Lennon, Paul McCartney and George Harrison are seriously about to rev up a gear. I haven’t forgotten Ringo Starr but he couldn’t write music.


Girls had been on my mind for at least two years by now and I had a steady girlfriend called Christine. Blonde, with a good figure, she had just left school and was starting a job. On the education front I had got seven O levels and was taking History, English and French Literature at A level. At least I knew, or thought I knew, what I would do if I couldn’t make it as a rock star. I would be a solicitor!


It was the Beatles who finally convinced me. In October 1962 out came ‘Love Me Do’ – and on the B side – ‘PS I Love You’. I played it so much I wore it thin! In 1963, having passed my driving test, I persuaded my father to let me borrow his grand Rover 90 Saloon to take four friends to a concert at the Pavilion Gardens in Buxton to see live … the Beatles.


We got there around 7.00pm and got into the hall. The capacity was probably about 400 but it seemed like there were twice that many people there. We were up at the front by a pillar which would prevent us from being crushed to death if the army of girls all advanced at the same time.


The tension built, the room was at fever point, the curtains came back and there were the Beatles who went straight into ‘Too Much Monkey Business’ by Chuck Berry. John Lennon squared up to the microphone with his legs planted apart and let his body bounce on his knees with the beat. Paul and George shared the other microphone. Ringo hit the back beat on the drums that penetrated your very soul.


Never, before or since, have I heard such a sound that made the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. They swept everything away in front of them and we all knew that we were experiencing first-hand the band to end all bands. It was at that moment that I decided that we could never compete with this and that my future lay in the law, not in rock and roll.









CHAPTER 5


The Law


Back in the early 1960s there were two ways of becoming a solicitor. The first was to go to university and get a degree, preferably, but not necessarily, in law, then go on to work with a firm of solicitors as a trainee for two and a half years before taking the Law Society Final Exams. In those days a trainee was called an articled clerk. The alternative was to go straight from school into a solicitor’s firm and sign up to Articles of Clerkship for five years. Since the only university I was interested in going to was Cambridge, and I wasn’t prepared to work hard enough to get in there, it would have to be the ‘five year route’.


At this point I haven’t told you much about my parents. My father was a totally straightforward hardworking man who loved his family and my mother was the same, plus she was not used to taking ‘no’ for an answer. One day she came home and announced that she had got me an interview. She had walked straight into a solicitor’s office in Stockport, asked to see the senior partner, got an audience and then announced that her son was in the market for Articles and that if they knew what was good for them they would see me, and if they did they would definitely take me on!


This full-frontal approach must have worked because a few days later I walked into the offices of Barlow Parkin and Co., an old-established firm in Stockport with a Manchester branch office, to meet the partners.


Peter Barlow, the son of the founder, was a true gentleman of the old school. He had the ‘corner office’, the largest room with the best view, and his office looked completely chaotic. He had suffered from shell shock in the 1939–45 war and as a result always seemed somewhat detached and absent-minded. The next partner was Gordon Hand, a tough scrapper, a fighter who handled all the court work and litigation. Then came Henry Clixby, another quiet gentleman who had suffered badly at the hands of the Japanese as a prisoner of war in Burma. Finally, Peter Wilkinson was the progressive youngster who ran the Manchester office.


They took me on and I signed a five-year commitment with Henry Clixby as my ‘Principal’. For the first year there was to be no pay as they were teaching me, but after that I would get £1 per week (£25 in today’s money). I had got my foot on the very bottom rung of the legal profession ladder and was ready to start the climb.


Without being at all pompous it seems to me that the role of an autobiographer is not only to tell of how he or she achieved what they did, or did not, but also to give some sense of how the world was at the time the story is told. That way if this book is read in 2050, or even 2150, the reader will know something of how things really were all those years ago.


What was Britain, Great Britain or even the United Kingdom doing in the 1960s? It was doing three things. Socially, it was breaking out from the class and age strait-jacket of the 1950s or even, if you like, of the Victorian era. Politically, it was about to try a new form of government, having grown tired of the old Conservative regime which it saw as increasingly incompetent and complacent. Economically, it was waking up to the fact that the world was suddenly a competitive place.


First, socially it was an era of personal liberation or, as Kenneth O. Morgan put it in the book From Blitz to Blair:


In the view of some critics one of moral anarchy. The popular consumer culture of the Beatles, Mary Quant and Carnaby Street was allied to the sexual freedom provided by the pill. The Wilson years were seen by the world as a time of ‘permissiveness’, no doubt with exaggeration (after all, only 9 per cent of single women took the pill in 1970). The children of the post-war baby-boomers trampled over the remains of Victorian puritanism and inhibition. Working-class young people in full employment embraced the pop music and fashion of the new consumerism. The middle-class young went to university on full grants, often in a new mood of rebellious liberation. The anguished response of the critics like Mrs Mary Whitehouse suggested that Britain faced a cultural crisis. In an age of relativism, its moral climate would never be the same.


The government did not create the mood of libertarianism. But it did try to respond to it as best it could, without losing touch with the respectable conservatism of the silent majority. The main legislative response came during, and in part from, Roy Jenkins’s time at the Home Office between 1965 and 1967. During this period, the old censorship of the Lord Chamberlain and others over the arts, symbolised in the Crown’s prosecution of the publishers of Lady Chatterley’s Lover back in 1959, disappeared … Other kinds of freedom were also given tacit encouragement. Homosexuals, the victims of intolerance and persecution since the days of Oscar Wilde, won partial liberation in 1967. A private member’s bill … decriminalised homosexual relations in private by consenting adults. Another private member’s bill by the Liberal David Steel to allow the abortion of unwanted pregnancies also went through. It was greeted with dismay by the Roman Catholic Church, for which it was clearly a severe defeat. In 1969 the government allowed amendment of the divorce laws, which many had long seen as intrusive and inhuman. It also supported penal reform in decisive fashion. Sydney Silverman’s bill for ending capital punishment was passed in 1965; the change was made permanent under Callaghan in 1969. The Wilson years therefore saw a disappearance of the brutality of the rope from British history.


As we have already seen, it is not possible to write about Britain in the 1960s without mentioning the Beatles and the transformation that they represented. From the Cavern in Liverpool, a wonderful city in the nineteenth century but not yet greatly admired by the 1960s, the Beatles broke on to the national and, indeed, the international stage in 1963. Arthur Marwick in his book, The Sixties, put it well, writing:


A year of hit records and television appearances in Britain, together with a performance at Sunday Night at the London Palladium on 13 October 1963, led to the emergence of ‘Beatlemania’ among the group’s adoring pre-teen and teenage fans. The Beatles’ conquest of Great Britain was ratified by their appearance at a Royal Command Performance at the Prince of Wales Theatre, London. The sight of screaming fans, and the Beatles themselves, telegenic and always ready with laconic and wittily debunking remarks, delivered in broad Liverpudlian accents, became one of the early sixties ‘spectacles’ …
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