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About This Book





Faber Forty-Fives is a series of six short ebooks that between them tell the story of British pop music from the birth of psychedelia in the late sixties, through electric folk, glam, seventies rock and punk, to the eclecticism of post-punk in the late seventies and early eighties. Each book is drawn from a larger work on Faber’s acclaimed music list.




   





Fairport Convention and Electric Folk tells of the blossoming of British folk music in the late sixties, as rediscovered pastoral sensibilities aligned themselves with electric instrumentation. The album that spearheaded this gentle revival was Fairport Convention’s Liege and Lief – a bewitching mix of time-honoured standards and band originals, wove through with Sandy Denny’s haunting voice and Richard Thompson’s remarkable guitar playing. The scene that developed found its ideals in the bucolic and the communal, in Albion and its traditions, and included such influential bands and artists as Steeleye Span, John and Beverley Martyn, and Nick Drake. 
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One


Earth









What is song’s eternity?


Come and see


Melodys of earth and sky


Here they be


Songs once sung to Adam’s ears


Can it be?


– Ballads of six thousand years


Thrive thrive


Songs awakened with the spheres


Alive.


John Clare, ‘Song’s Eternity’, 1830s








I stand at the corner of two residential roads on Muswell Hill in north London, my finger tracing the outline of Gothic letters carved into a section of log that also features a sculpted, twin-masted fishing boat. The ‘log’ is actually a piece of carefully disguised pottery, and the letters spell out ‘Fairport’, the name of this huge residence with its teetering mock-Tudor brick chimneys, built at the height of the 1920s suburban housing boom.


In the mid-1960s the house was the dwelling of young men lured away from dreary futures by the sirens of rock. The sessions they convened there gave their name to one of the most enduring franchises in British popular music. While it’s famous for being a ‘folk-rock’ group, Fairport Convention neither began nor is currently trading under that description, although for several years it acted as a catalytic converter within the folk-rock scene, a breeding ground and research vehicle whose members took what they learned there and applied it outside the group across the broader field of British rock. Liege and Lief, the 1969 LP that went a long way towards redrawing the map of British folk music, was described in its own advertising copy as ‘Documenting a (very brief) era’. It was an experimental side project that turned the folk world upside down, recasting it in a musical syntax that could be understood by a generation already schooled not in the ‘authenticity’ of folk music, but the complex intermeshing of song and fashion that attended the pop scene.


Think of Fairport Convention as an old country mansion, its entrance and exit doors permanently open to successive tenants who have passed through, stayed, abandoned it and returned. Some have lived there for most of their lives, some are new, some come knocking on the door again after a turn of travelling out in the world. Each new set of inhabitants may refurbish the rooms; the exterior might become a little shabby sometimes; but it’s never quite allowed to tumble in ruins. And the house has now been standing so long that a whole community has sprung up around it.


But to return to Muswell Hill, and the brick-and-mortar house that inspired the name. In the early 1960s the huge house was home to the Nicol family, whose son Simon was born in October 1950. His father ran a medical practice on the ground floor, but after his death in 1964 the family moved down the road and rented out the two upper floors as flats and bedsits. A nineteen-year-old trainee journalist, Ashley Hutchings, was one of the first tenants. Born in the nearby suburb of Bounds Green, Hutchings was the son of a pianist who worked in a dance band, Leonard Hutchings and the Embassy Five; his mother committed suicide when he was five. By his mid-teens Hutchings had acquired the nickname Tyger, a Blakean moniker attesting to his combative sportsmanship. A debonair sense of personal style combined with an interest in skiffle and the early blues boom; he was an early aficionado of the fledgling Rolling Stones. After moving into Fairport he graduated quickly from reporting for magazines such as Furnishing World to acting as personal assistant to Alfred Morgan, president of Haymarket Publications. There, under the directorship of a young Michael Heseltine and working elbow to elbow with future radical Tariq Ali, Hutchings combined the day job in Waterloo with evenings playing electric bass with assorted blues and rhythm ’n’ blues groups, and exploring London’s after-hours rock ’n’ roll clubs. After witnessing the stupendous technique of Bert Jansch at the Prince of Wales Feathers in Soho in January 1965, he stepped into the parallel universe of London’s folk scene, from Ewan MacColl’s fundamentalist bastion to the new thing at Bunjies and the Scot’s Hoose.


Hutchings and his landlord’s son, Simon Nicol, began fooling around with guitars and washboards as a kind of jug-band duo, scoring regular gigs as Dr K’s Blues Band at private parties and social functions. The turning point arrived on 6 July 1966, when the duo met up with another local boy, Richard Thompson, in a Muswell Hill pub and discussed forming a folk-rock group. Thompson, born in 1949, already had a reputation for his guitar technique around the north London scene and had filled in as guitarist in Dr K’s. Hutchings immediately recognised the free-form genius of Thompson’s playing and improvising and wanted that chemistry full-time. The first Fairport Convention gig as a four-piece (with original, short-lived drummer Shaun Frater) took place on 27 May 1967 at St Michael’s Hall in Golders Green. Even in that momentous year for rock music, the date was auspicious: Are You Experienced? had been on the streets for a week and a half, and Sgt Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band was five days away.


As they performed to the growing ‘head’ community of London’s underground, the group gained new drummer Martin Lamble and two extra vocalists, Judy Dyble and Ian MacDonald, later known as Iain Matthews. In their first two years they harboured the spirit of West Coast soft psychedelia, incarnated among middle-class north Londoners. The vocal harmonies are carbon replicas of the Byrds of Turn! Turn! Turn!, The Lovin’ Spoonful, Richard and Mimi Fariña, and The Mamas and the Papas; the set lists an amalgam of Dylan, Jefferson Airplane, Paul Butterfield, Joni Mitchell, Phil Ochs, Tim Hardin and Love. Mirroring The Byrds’ gradual shift in 1968 from the acid pilots of Fifth Dimension to the lysergic hillbillies of Sweetheart of the Rodeo, The Flying Burrito Brothers and Gram Parsons, as well as Dylan and The Band’s rediscovery of American primitivism, Fairport’s desire, held especially by Hutchings and Matthews, was to travel further down this country-rock route. But there was another side too, more aligned with the unfettered, fanciful flights of The Grateful Dead, where Fairport’s instrumentalists would play ten-minute extemporisations on tracks like ‘Reno, Nevada’.


With the haste typical of those formative times, the group found themselves in front of the UFO audience on 28 July 1967 supporting Pink Floyd, and were signed – with Joe Boyd as manager – to Polydor Records. Fairport Convention, recorded in November 1967 and released in the summer of 1968, is largely Californian in flavour but contains traces of an experimental bent. ‘The Lobster’ set a poem of that name by the eccentric Proust scholar George D. Painter, anthologised in The Penguin Book of Sick Verse, a favourite of Thompson’s. ‘M1 Breakdown’ – a title that would shortly come to gain tragic resonance for this particular group – begins with the sound of a Transit van before its Jew’s-harp shuffle takes hold. In ‘It’s All Right Ma, It’s Only Witchcraft’, an approaching hurricane becomes a metaphor for the dawning of a new era. And what group of the period would come up with a title like ‘Portfolio’? Such unexpected details carried over onto the blues rocker ‘Mr Lacey’ on their second album, What We Did on Our Holidays. Dr Bruce Lacey was an inventor of robots and automata who lived next door to Hutchings in the mid-1960s, and the hoover-like whooshing noises that take a ‘solo’ in the song’s middle eight are made by three of Lacey’s robots, which he transported down to the studio in south London, their inventor gleefully prodding them into life while dressed in a space suit.


Holidays is a transitional record. With the group signed long-term to Island Records, Dyble was asked to leave in the late spring of 1968, and Boyd put forward as her replacement Sandy Denny, a regular frequenter of clubs like Les Cousins who had recently served an apprenticeship with London folk outfit Strawbs. The twenty-one-year-old was well established as a singer of traditional folk songs, and from this moment such material begins to creep into the group’s songbook. Matthews stayed for another month, but with Denny around there was no room for a second singer. ‘Nottamun Town’ was their first recorded version of an English folk song, taped for a John Peel session on 2 June 1968. Like Pentangle, Fairport’s earliest adoptions of folk tunes were weighted in favour of mood rather than drama. The recording that appeared on What We Did on Our Holidays featured drummer Martin Lamble only at the very end, on a pair of bongos – they hadn’t yet worked out how to fit the group format into the trad zone. On ‘She Moves through the Fair’ (an Irish folk song with lyrics added in 1909 by its collector Padraic Colum), Denny can be heard tapping her autoharp, while Lamble conjures an atmosphere of stilled rapture with bongos, cymbal shimmers and light cracks on the snare. If the vocal harmonies on the first album aped Jefferson Airplane, on Richard Thompson’s composition ‘Meet on the Ledge’ they took on the closer unison singing that can be recognised as a peculiarly British style. Matthews – just before his departure – and Denny trade the verses of this mournful, wise-before-its-time anthem, loaded with premonitory rumblings about deaths past and to come, and the reunion of the dead at some unspecified level of enlightenment.




* * *





Walter Scott’s 1816 novel The Antiquary is set in a remote, fictional Scottish town called Fairport, the ancestral seat of Jonathan Oldbuck, which proves to be loaded with ancient provenance, from Roman ruins to mysterious torture implements, all unearthed by an enthusiastic young amateur historian and antiquarian named Lovel. It’s an appropriate parallel, because Fairport Convention was shortly to be turned into the site of the group’s own antiquarian delvings into the loam of old English music.


The first inkling comes four tracks into Unhalfbricking, with ‘A Sailor’s Life’. Recorded in the spring of 1969, the track features Dave Swarbrick on the fiddle, and over the course of the track’s eleven minutes – improvised on its first take – you can actually hear the group develop a new confidence, and something erupts into being that has never quite been heard in British music before. All the elements that we might associate with English electric folk are switched on. Its abstract, beatless opening verses, with a tidal spray of cymbals and rippling electric guitars, are parted after three minutes by Nicol’s repetitive guitar riff, one that will carry throughout the voyage. Lamble beats a martial tattoo on his tom-toms, until at seven minutes the swell bursts its banks and a muscular riff is joined, with simultaneous raga-rock soloing by Thompson and Swarbrick. Between this moment and the music’s final, gentle abatement come a historic few minutes: the first recorded use of drumsticks and drum kit on a rendition of an English folk song.


It was also the first time Swarbrick had ever amplified his fiddle. ‘Richard was the first electric-guitar player I ever worked with,’ says Dave Swarbrick, remembering how recording ‘A Sailor’s Life’ brought him into contact with electricity for the first time. ‘We didn’t have any pickups in those days, we used a telephone mic. We smashed a telephone open and elastic-banded it to the fiddle.’


‘We were coming from different worlds,’ says Richard Thompson, ‘and attempting to meet in the middle. On “A Sailor’s Life”, you hear us listening to each other and looking for common ground – inventing a middle language as we go. I think it worked because Swarb was ready for something else, and I was ready for something else.’


Swarbrick was already well ensconced in the folk-music circuit, having been a member of the Birmingham-based Ian Campbell Folk Group, and accompanied Bert Lloyd on several of his Topic recordings of the mid-1960s. At the same time, in 1966 he forged a successful duo with guitarist Martin Carthy. They had just released their third album, a collection of bleak, astringent ballads called Prince Heathen, when the call came from Boyd. The duo’s repertoire favoured the picaresque, the tragic and supernatural. One of the highlights of Prince Heathen is ‘Reynardine’, a tale of a savage, malevolent werefox which Swarbrick brought with him to Fairport. ‘Salisbury Plain’, sung unaccompanied by Carthy, depicts the rough coupling of a brigand and a maiden; ‘Seven Yellow Gypsies’ is about the abduction of a noblewoman; ‘Prince Heathen’ is the devil himself taking violent revenge on a woman who refuses to submit to his advances. These are songs that speak of a lawless land, with forces more powerful than societal factors at large.


Unhalfbricking’s sleeve is unbearably poignant. The group’s five members are arranged awkwardly around Denny’s family dining table, holding half-chewed slices of white toast. Within a month or so of this photo being taken, Martin Lamble would be dead, killed in an ‘M1 breakdown’ more horrific than anything they could have imagined.




***





The cataclysm strikes around four in the morning of 12 May 1969, near Scratchwood Services, just south of Watford on the M1 motorway into London. One minute the Transit van is roaring down the tarmac on its final stretch before dropping off at the six occupants’ various homes. The next it’s cartwheeling off the verge, spewing guitars, drums, speakers and amplifiers from its burst back doors. Martin Lamble dies instantly in the crash, as does Richard Thompson’s girlfriend Jeannie Franklyn, a promising clothes designer who has outfitted many of London’s fashionable musicians. Ashley Hutchings is hurled out of the vehicle, and comes to his senses staggering on the hard shoulder with blood streaming from a broken nose and cheekbone. Simon Nicol is least harmed, but if the equipment had toppled into the van instead of out of it, he would have been crushed to death. Fortunately for Sandy Denny, she has taken a lift back to London in her boyfriend Trevor Lucas’s car. The van’s driver, roadie Harvey Bramham, later receives a six-month jail sentence for causing death by dangerous driving.1


Fairport Convention’s dreams of becoming a British equivalent to The Band or The Byrds should have been crushed on that stretch of motorway in 1969. But what happened in the next five months was one of the most remarkable recuperations in British rock. By the end of October the group had created Liege and Lief, a glorious mixture of melancholic Fairport-penned originals, turbocharged jigs and reels, and electrified, magical ancient ballads, and which asked the question: could traditional folk song be claimed and owned by the rock generation, and what could rock learn from the process?


Following his discharge from hospital, and after Lamble’s funeral, Hutchings emerged as Fairport’s driving force, repositioning the group according to a growing obsession with the traditional ballads, pagan folk songs and musical heritage of Britain that had been a substantial part of Sandy Denny’s pre-Fairport songbook. He began worshipping at the temple of the Ralph Vaughan Williams Memorial Library in Cecil Sharp House, and rolled up at many of the nation’s folk festivals. Via Swarbrick, he also made the acquaintance of Bert Lloyd, whose comprehensive book, Folk Song in England, was published in a popular paperback in 1967. Lloyd became Fairport’s oracle for the next few years and was even, in the early 1970s, briefly considered as a potential member. In regular consultation with the veteran folklorist, Hutchings began piecing together workable texts from the myriad extant versions that existed in the collections of Cecil Sharp, Francis Child, Lucy Broadwood and others. All his contemporaries recall the fervour with which he embarked on his homework, but even forty years later, talking to me backstage before a concert by his new ensemble Rainbow Chasers, he is at a loss to explain exactly why he was seized with this new passion.


‘All through my youth’, he muses, ‘I loved Westerns, cowboy films. So what with cowboy films as a kid, the blues as my first real love, and then the West Coast thing that happened in the mid-1960s with The Byrds, who I adored, and Dylan, and Buffalo Springfield and so on … inevitably, knowing my personality, there was going to come a time when I would swing the other way. It was obvious that we had to go back to our own roots to form our own brand of music. And I’ve always been the archivist, the person who roots around and tries to find obscure material. That summer of the crash, I just went to as many folk festivals as I could, stayed up late talking to traditional and revival musicians, cramming a lot of knowledge into my head in a very short time. Maybe the others were a bit amused by it, I don’t know – I suspect they might have been.


‘Very soon after we got out of hospital, we weren’t certain that we were going to carry on at that point, whether we had the will to. So we called a meeting, and we decided there and then what the future was: we would get a new drummer in place of Martin, we would ask Dave Swarbrick to join us, and we would concentrate on this new direction which had been started on Unhalfbricking. We were all agreed on it, there was no problem, and very quickly it came together.’


If there had been no crash, it’s likely Fairport would have continued with the cross-purposed mix of material to be found on Unhalfbricking. ‘A Sailor’s Life’ and Denny’s wistful ‘Who Knows Where the Time Goes?’ are the exceptions on a record which also contains no less than three Bob Dylan covers and the country-tinged Thompson song ‘Cajun Woman’. With their hearts somewhere in the mid-Atlantic, Fairport would have just kept on pedalling in their American heroes’ slipstream. By Simon Nicol’s own admission, the core of the group were ‘uptight, buttoned-up, middle-class kids’. Their slightly awkward default setting needed the alchemy of Sandy Denny, ‘a wild child and free spirit’, and the mischievous, mercurial figure of Swarbrick, to spark into new life. Plus, in one important respect, they were about to follow in the footsteps of the group that was the closest model for Fairport at that moment: The Band.


Summer 1968 saw the release of The Band’s Music from Big Pink, a record that indelibly marked the Fairport psyche. After backing Dylan on his 1966 tour – the last before the motorbike crash that put him out of commission for most of 1967 – The Band sought out a rural ‘cultural detox’ at a house in Saugerties, near the bohemian upstate New York town of Woodstock, where the wooden boards were painted a pale shade of pink. Here, sequestered away from the twists and turns of the American Summer of Love, The Band developed a rootsy group sound, the grainy wholefood alternative to psychedelia’s fancy feast. One writer has called their singing ‘like lost souls capering slowly round a campfire under a deep, dark evening sky in the backwoods’,2 and Dylan himself painted the naive-art cover, in which an elephant invades a Band rehearsal in the great outdoors. Music from Big Pink’s reconnection with rural Americana effectively shut the door to impetuous foreign wannabes like Fairport, outsiders who could never hope to ‘own’ such material so convincingly. But Fairport would shortly be packed off to their own equivalent of Big Pink: a remote country manor where they could regroup, recuperate and indulge in some musical therapy. 


Joe Boyd’s Witchseason Productions began in 1967, when the American producer/manager was introduced to the business team of Chris Stamp and Kit Lambert. Stamp was the brother of film actor Terence; Lambert the troubled, addictive-personality son of the composer Constant Lambert. Together they worked under the banner of Track Records, headquartered in Soho, steering The Who to their enormous success. Enamoured by what they had heard of Fairport, they gave Boyd enough money to open his own office and finance the group’s first single on Polydor. By 1969 The Incredible String Band, John and Beverley Martyn and Nick Drake were all on Boyd’s books, and the deals he brokered for most of his artists with Island Records helped to cement the label’s underground credentials. Fairport’s Island contract obliged them to deliver two albums a year. Unhalfbricking was half the battle, but there was no time to lose: it was July by the time Hutchings was discharged from hospital and felt ready to work again. Meanwhile, Boyd’s office had come up with an idea to help the band move forward out of the horror of their accident. Witchseason employee Anthea Roberts (the former runner of the Troubadour folk club in Earl’s Court) found the advert in the back pages of The Lady: Farley House, deep in the Hampshire countryside, to rent for the summer.




* * *





If you had no knowledge of the existence of Farley House, you could never run into it by accident. On a sopping wet March weekend, thirty-eight years after Fairport’s residency, I turn off the M3 south of Winchester and find myself in an older England: the chain of villages, hamlets, sleeping country churches, fields and hedgerows remain strung together by twisting lanes invisible under their canopy of dripping leaves. The hamlet of Farley Chamberlayne was hacked out of the Hampshire forest nearly a millennium ago, the ancestral manor of William the Conqueror’s chamberlain. Nearby rises the prehistoric round barrow known as Farley Mount; on its summit is a curious folly built of white stone – a chapel with a pyramid roof. It’s a shrine to a horse that fell into a chalk pit in 1733; a year later it recovered enough to win the Hunter’s Plate in a race on Worthy Downs, using the name Beware Chalk Pit. For anyone coming to this place for healing or to recover their potency, the landscape is studded with good omens.





[image: ]

Getting back to the garden: Fairport Convention frolic on the lawn at Farley House, Hampshire, summer 1969.








The signpost to Farley House, carved into a halved log, is easy to miss. It directs the observant traveller down a muddy driveway, lined with cow pastures, before the seventeenth-century Queen Anne facade is revealed, painted the same creamy buttermilk yellow as it appears in Eric Hayes’s photographs on the sleeve of Liege and Lief. The building is a shell, gutted in preparation for major refurbishment. A ditch for new wiring and pipes moats the building’s periphery. The floors have been stripped out, leaving a skeletal grid of beams and joists. Plastic sheeting flaps in the window frames. Diggers and cement mixers lurk in the driveway. The wisteria that flung itself over the back of the house in 1969 is still there, although pulled off the wall and lying in a tangled clump until the rear facade is repainted. Best preserved is the back garden: just like in the forty-year-old photographs, the massive fir tree still presides over the flat lawn like a protective guardian; the rope swing in which Richard Thompson was pictured cradling a restorative mug of tea dangles from one of the lower boughs. A small detail like this suddenly shrinks nearly four decades of history. From July to September 1969, in a room overlooking this lawn, Fairport Convention reconstituted themselves, and in the process piped fresh air into a stagnating tradition. Farley Chamberlayne was a crucible of change whose remoteness forced a strenuous dedication to the task in hand.
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Fairport rehearsing material for Liege and Lief. Left to right: Ashley Hutchings, Dave Swarbrick, Sandy Denny, Richard Thompson, Simon Nicol, Dave Mattacks.








As well as hiring Swarbrick, Fairport needed a replacement drummer. After a series of auditions, they found their new recruit. Dave Mattacks had worked his way through various underdog rock ’n’ roll outfits like The Pioneers and Andy and the Marksmen, and had been playing with a professional dance band in Ireland and Scotland for the previous couple of years. As it turned out, though, he was not only rhythmically a safe pair of hands, but an inspired musician waiting to break new ground. From a relatively unglamorous career, Mattacks was about to become indelibly associated with the classic rhythms of English folk-rock. His deceptively unfussy style was to be the heartbeat through the life of Fairport, Hutchings’s subsequent line-ups of The Albion Band, as well as countless sessions for artists indelibly associated with this era: Steeleye Span, The Incredible String Band, Shirley Collins, John Martyn, Nick Drake, Richard Thompson, Mike Heron, Spirogyra and others. In his hands, the beats fall with a heaviness that seems to gouge at the earth itself, fleet-footed enough to avoid getting bogged down. He was fortunately named: the mattock was a medieval tool, part hammer, part digging implement, sometimes brandished as a crude weapon. The funky plod of Mattacks’s drumming proved the ideal foil for the mushy instrumental palette of English electric folk, propelling its accordions, fiddles, abrasive guitars and astringent harmonies forward without denying their bulk and grit.


‘It was purely a case of responding to the best of my abilities to what was going on around me,’ says Mattacks, who now lives in Boston, Massachusetts. ‘I didn’t really get it until I’d been in the band about a year. I didn’t really understand the aesthetics of what they were doing. And then when I did, it had quite an effect on how I then perceived music, and my approach to my instrument and the kind of music I wanted to play.’ Mattacks was sympathetic to the ‘four-squariness’ inherent in British folk tunes, but ‘the danger with the worst of folk-rock is that it can sound ploddy, no matter the tempo. So the thing is to have that four-square thing to it, but make it swing.’




* * *





‘A little football on the lawn, kite-flying on Farley Mount, busking in Winchester Cathedral Close to pay the milk bill … happy times,’ eulogises Richard Thompson. ‘We were only a few months after losing Martin Lamble, and I think we were still in shock, so this was a healing time. The environment was perfect, and the mission kept us sane.’
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English folk-rock’s safest pair of hands: drummer Dave Mattacks.








The photos that exist of Fairport at Farley Chamberlayne have taken on the mantle of the ultimate English idyll, an artistic exploration undertaken in tranquillity, with the group dawdling on the lawn of the magnificent seventeenth-century Queen Anne-style house in the golden sunlight of late summer; or rehearsing in their oak-floored, brocade-curtained music room, with amplifier lights winking through the fug of cigarette smoke and bronze sunbeams diffusing in the swirling dust inside the French windows. Nevertheless, this was a group in shock, its collective pain buried deep in the earth. Hayes’s photos can’t quite conceal the bruises on Ashley Hutchings’s broken nose, while the bereaved Thompson appears white as a sheet. In such therapeutic seclusion there was nothing for it but to knuckle down to several months’ hard work. Although no actual recording took place there, they wrote new material and selected and adapted folk tunes such as ‘Matty Groves’, ‘Reynardine’ and the serpentine twists and turns of the epic ballad ‘Tam Lin’. ‘We had a music room,’ recalls Swarbrick, ‘and we went into it every day, from early in the morning to late at night. And others were away practising in their own rooms. We religiously worked very hard. I’m talking twelve, fourteen hours a day, to get this together. We knew that we didn’t have Farley Chamberlayne for ever – it was an expensive place to rent. We had a project; everybody was, dare I say, young and well fired-up – hormones all over the bleeding place!’


Hutchings adds: ‘We just came down for breakfast and then wandered into the room one by one and then eventually a rehearsal would start. Someone might come downstairs and say, “I was thinking last night what we should really do is such-and-such.” But there was a great deal of fun around. I can imagine that the way we worked was totally different to, say, the Critics Group, who discussed in a very earnest and academic way how songs should be sung. We still had the rock ’n’ roll attitude, and it was a whole different way of working to the old guard.’


As well as The Band’s Big Pink, another favourite at Farley Chamberlayne was the self-titled debut by Sweeney’s Men, which accommodated Irish traditional tunes in a contemporary acoustic setting. This drumless group featured Anne Briggs’s partner at the time, Johnny Moynihan. If Fairport listened to the radio at all, they would likely have caught that summer’s surprise smash hit, David Bowie’s ‘Space Oddity’, with its zero-gravity drum part played by none other than Pentangle’s Terry Cox. The single had been rush-released to coincide with the Apollo 11 moon landing, which took place on 20 July. A few days after that giant leap for mankind, Eric Hayes turned up in Hampshire with his camera and snapped the iconic images of Fairport at work and play.
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