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Foreword by Richard Thompson





I had the privilege of working with the best. Nothing in the intervening years has changed my mind. As decades pass, and fashions in music come and go, I realise more and more that Sandy Denny was not only the most important singer of my generation, but that no one has come along to touch her since. Who has her dynamic range, from unbelievable power to a whisper, all with the utmost expression? Who has her musical intelligence, her ability to sing the right thing at the right time? Who has her command of the dramatic, and her ability to tell a story by inhabiting the song? Then there is the unique and distinctive songwriting, which few, if any, can match, and the beautiful accompaniment on guitar and piano, and her great charisma as a performer – it leaves the rest of the field forever struggling to catch up.


I think about Sandy a lot, and I suppose through the slightly inaccurate haze of memory I remember mostly the times when she was happy, bubbly and a joy to be with; but what made her a great artist were the inner conflicts and emotional complexities that drove her. I regret deeply the fact that she is not better known these days, and I hope Mick’s fine book will go some way towards rectifying the situation. She should be the true yardstick by which all singers and songwriters are measured, and I hope those of her generation who missed her the first time and newer generations will discover her and feel the same.






















Preface: Your Fickle Friends Are Leaving …





I was eighteen when I first heard Sandy Denny, early in September 1968. I had been music mad since I was eight or nine years old, spending many long hours in that bedroom world with a radio, a reel-to-reel tape recorder and a record player for company. Sandy’s voice raised the hairs on the back of my neck. I was an avid listener to John Peel’s Top Gear and, that particular night, I was poised to tape the best bits because Fairport Convention were one of the featured groups. I’d seen them play a few times, all at Middle Earth in Covent Garden, but I had no idea they now had a new girl singer. She sang two songs, Joni Mitchell’s ‘Eastern Rain’ and another called ‘Fotheringay’; at some point in the course of the show John Peel must have said that her name was Sandy Denny. ‘Fotheringay’ was like a slap in the face; it stopped me in my tracks.


It was by no means the first time this had happened to me. I can still remember that visceral blast on hearing Johnny Kidd’s ‘Shakin’ All Over’, the Kinks’ ‘You Really Got Me’ or the Byrds’ ‘Eight Miles High’. More often it was voices and moody sentiments that stuck with me. Having two older sisters exposed me early in life to Rick Nelson’s ‘Lonesome Town’, the Everly Brothers’ ‘So Sad (To Watch Good Love Go Bad)’ and Elvis singing ‘I’m left, you’re right, she’s gone’, before discovering such things for myself: Roy Orbison’s ‘Only the Lonely’, Billy Fury’s ‘Halfway to Paradise’, Skeeter Davis’s ‘End of the World’, the Four Seasons’ ‘Rag Doll’, the Beach Boys’ ‘Don’t Worry Baby’ and countless other pop songs in which lonesome and sad was the prevailing mood.


Paradoxically, like all the best sad songs, ‘Fotheringay’ was also uplifting. I whirled back the tape again and again listening to Sandy’s featured songs. I had never much cared for girl singers, not until hearing Grace Slick for the first time, again through John Peel. He often played Jefferson Airplane’s ‘Somebody to Love’ and ‘White Rabbit’ on his Perfumed Garden show on Radio London; here was Britain’s answer to Jefferson Airplane, with a singer who was Grace Slick’s equal. No, Sandy Denny was better. Grace Slick’s voice was sexy and just a little sinister but Sandy’s could actually reach inside and wring out every ounce of feeling. It still has that effect on me.


By chance, I already had tickets for the Festival of Contemporary Song at the Royal Festival Hall at the end of the month, and Fairport Convention were on a tantalising bill. I’d bought the tickets ostensibly to see Al Stewart; I’d been a fan since hearing him week in, week out at Bunjies folk club and even went to his concert debut at the Festival Hall in 1967. Living in south London, it was a handy venue for me; you could just walk across the bridge and catch the last train home with time to spare. In June 1968 I had seen Pentangle there, and three months earlier, the Incredible String Band, supported by Tim Buckley. But here, lining up for the Festival of Contemporary Song, were the Johnstons, Joni Mitchell, Jackson C. Frank and Fairport Convention, alongside Al Stewart, who unveiled a new, eighteen-minute journey through his adolescent sexual adventures, ‘Love Chronicles’. Despite the song’s controversial use of the word ‘fucking’, nobody was noticeably shocked.


Joni Mitchell’s debut album had only just been released; within a few years she would become the benchmark by which all female singer-songwriters would be measured, and none more so than Sandy Denny. My distant memory of Joni Mitchell was the power of her voice and a confidence that belied an almost gawky stage presence. She made a dismissive comment about an Irish group who had just covered ‘Both Sides Now’; unfortunately for them, that group was the Johnstons, who had already closed their set with the song, as did she. I’d seen American folk singer Jackson C. Frank a few times at Cousins and Bunjies. He was a sullen bear of a man whose songs were appealing but beyond my emotional grasp. Few in the audience that night – or perhaps even beside her on stage – would have known that he had once been Sandy Denny’s boyfriend.


Fairport Convention closed the show. Whatever effect listening to the Peel Session tapes had on me, to see Fairport live – with added Sandy – was something else. It wasn’t just about her, either. They played ‘Reno, Nevada’, during which guitarist Richard Thompson let fly with a long, flowing, electrifying solo. If I remember correctly Sandy sang ‘Eastern Rain’ and a chilling ‘I’ll Keep It with Mine’. Both were on Fairport’s What We Did on Our Holidays, released a few months later. What I most vividly remember, however, was how unbelievably exciting Fairport Convention were that night; the combination of the voices of Sandy Denny and Ian Matthews was incredible.


They sang Tim Buckley’s ‘Morning Glory’ – this group also clearly had the best taste ever – but the real tour de force was their version of Leonard Cohen’s ‘Suzanne’. Fairport were no longer the frenzied West Coast-sounding group I’d seen bleary-eyed at Middle Earth. On one side of the stage stood Ian Matthews, motionless, almost in a dream, and on the other stood Sandy, equally lost in song; the two swapped the verses back and forth while Richard Thompson, buried beneath an enviable mound of tousled hair, propelled the song with a rhythmic staccato guitar over which their voices soared. When Sandy Denny came in with the line ‘And Jesus was a sailor’ it was magical. The next day John Peel repeated the Fairport session, which now included the same brilliant arrangement of ‘Suzanne’. Stupidly, I didn’t tape it; it was at least ten years before I heard it again on Fairport’s Heyday collection of vintage Peel Sessions.


A few days later I went off to university to study politics. I hated it, for the most part; my obsession with music helped get me through the next few years. Leicester had little to recommend it but at least was in a broad catchment area that took in Nottingham and Birmingham, where, over the next three years, every great British band or musician – and the odd visiting American – must have played at some point. It’s no exaggeration to say that every week there was a great gig happening somewhere within reasonable travelling distance: Family, the Bonzo Dog Band, Love, Liverpool Scene, John Martyn, Blossomtoes, Peter Green’s Fleetwood Mac, Free, Caravan, the Move, Derek and the Dominoes, Eclection and so many more. I saw Fairport again twice – once more during Sandy’s all-too-brief tenure and then the full-throttle Full House band. Even Fotheringay played one of their too few gigs in Leicester, at the stuffy De Montfort Hall in March 1970. For me, they were better than the Liege & Lief-era Fairport Convention I’d seen six months before.


More or less a year to the day after the Festival of Contemporary Song, I went along when Fairport premiered the Liege & Lief set at the Royal Festival Hall. Nick Drake opened but I would be lying if I said he made any impression whatsoever. We can all be wise after the event. Folk music would never be quite the same again after that night and nor would Fairport Convention, but I wasn’t alone in thinking that I preferred the Fairport of old. What We Did on Our Holidays and Unhalfbricking will always be more moving to me.


My love affair with Sandy Denny continued through Fotheringay, The North Star Grassman and the Ravens and the Sandy albums. By a total fluke I was visiting my mum and dad in Belvedere some time in May 1972 and opened their local paper to see that Sandy was playing a gig at the nearby Well Hall Open Theatre that night, so of course I eagerly went along. The band included Richard Thompson, and even Linda Peters, as she was then, surreptitiously crept on stage at the end. She and Sandy sang the Everlys’ ‘When Will I Be Loved’. It was a total joy from start to finish. This was the Sandy that friends talk about so affectionately – chattering away, laughing, fumbling and fooling around but singing with impeccable warmth and grace. A tape of the show now reminds me that she sang songs from the Fotheringay album, a gripping ‘John the Gun’ from The North Star Grassman, and there were songs from an album she was just recording. I duly snapped up Sandy a few months later. It was delightful, but it was the last Sandy Denny album I bought during her lifetime.


I was a typical fickle fan of the day. It now seems as if a lot of us deserted her after 1973. We move on, our taste in music changes, let alone our agendas in life. I never stopped buying records but there was too much good music coming out of America – Little Feat, Steely Dan, the Grateful Dead, Neil Young, Gene Clark, the Flying Burrito Brothers and Jackson Browne spring to mind – and British music was in the grip of glam pop and rock that did absolutely nothing for me. I didn’t much care for Fairport Convention any more either; my allegiance had switched to Richard Thompson’s solo records and the albums he was making with Linda.


I find it hard to believe that I didn’t hear Sandy’s third solo album, Like an Old Fashioned Waltz, but if I did I most likely found it too mawkish. I must have heard enough to make such a judgement call, perhaps only the advance single, a cover of the oldie ‘Whispering Grass’. I certainly didn’t buy the album it trailed. I don’t remember checking out Fairport’s Rising for the Moon either, the album they made after Sandy rejoined the group, but I did see that particular line-up play at Brunel University towards the end of 1975. What I was doing in Uxbridge I couldn’t say. It wasn’t a great experience. The group was shambolic and, compared to just a few years before, Sandy’s voice had less control. She had also lost her joie de vivre on stage, replacing it with something more grittily determined. Or am I now guilty of being wise after the event?


I didn’t follow Sandy’s career too closely after that. Nobody beyond her friends and fellow musicians can have had any idea of how much her life was falling apart. Her final tour in 1977 passed me by, as did her final album, Rendezvous. It passed a lot of her lapsed fans by. Then one evening, on 21 April 1978, an old friend rang me, somebody I’d not spoken to in a long while, just to tell me he’d heard – where else but on John Peel’s show – that Sandy Denny had died. Feeling sad and not a little ashamed, I dug out my copy of What We Did on Our Holidays; side one, track one, ‘Fotheringay’. There was that spellbinding voice that once had me in tears, and it did so again that night. It was like hearing about the death of a friend you hadn’t bothered to keep in touch with, as Sandy sang, ‘but those days will last no more’.


My life changed the following year. I gave up writing about music, which I’d been doing since leaving university to scrape together some sort of living. Quite inadvertently, I ended up becoming an independent music PR and worked with a succession of great bands and musicians over the next twenty years. Being gifted the Sire Records roster in 1979 was the perfect initiation; handling the press for the Ramones, Talking Heads and the newly signed Undertones made it seem easy. I learnt quickly that a PR person is only as good as the acts they choose to take on. Echo & The Bunnymen, the Teardrop Explodes and Julian Cope, the Jesus and Mary Chain, Sonic Youth, Stereolab, XTC, Spiritualized and the KLF were among those I was fortunate to work with at their peak. It was a roster that was light on folk music but these were desperate times for acoustic music in the UK, the 1980s especially. Folk music and folk musicians had all gone to the wall. When in 1995 I was asked by Cooking Vinyl to look after a new album by Bert Jansch, I had to pinch myself. It felt as if I was returning to my roots. Five years later the same label asked if I’d like to work on their latest signing, Richard Thompson. Such are life’s twists and turns.


It was around that time that major labels in particular began zealously plundering their archives, systematically reissuing countless classic albums. It seemed as if my entire record collection was being dusted down and upgraded – not always for the better. I was lucky enough to handle the PR or sometimes initiate some of what, for a while, was an endless stream of great records, many originally released by Elektra and Warner/Reprise in America and by Decca, Transatlantic and Island Records in the UK.


Not least among these was the gargantuan nineteen-disc Sandy Denny box set in 2010. As a result, I became friends with Elizabeth Hurtt, who administers the Estates of Sandy Denny and Trevor Lucas, Sandy’s long-time partner, bandmate, producer and eventual husband. It was Elizabeth who planted the seed for the idea of a new biography, and I can’t thank her enough for all her encouragement and help in bringing this book to its conclusion and for allowing me the freedom to tell the story with complete honesty. She also handed over the entire Sandy Denny and Trevor Lucas archive, including documentation and photographs that haven’t been seen or accessed before.


This is a book about Sandy Denny, so the weight of responsibility is huge. Writing and researching I’ve Always Kept a Unicorn is easily the most daunting thing I’ve ever done, but this isn’t just about Sandy Denny; it’s also about the extraordinary, visionary, talented, complex, feisty and occasionally ornery characters she encountered along the way. It’s their story too; the famous, the infamous, the forgotten and the sometimes slighted and snubbed: Jackson C. Frank, Alex Campbell, Bert Jansch, John Renbourn, Martin Carthy, Dave Swarbrick, Al Stewart, Richard and Linda Thompson, Anne Briggs, Dave Cousins, Joe Boyd and plenty more besides, as well as those who passed through Fairport Convention and Fotheringay, and none more so than Trevor Lucas.


Trevor’s music has long been overlooked, and unfairly so. From the moment he and Sandy began working together he knew and accepted that she was always going to overshadow him. Their riveting relationship during the 1970s is at the heart of this book; there are loose parallels with Sylvia Plath and Ted Hughes, or George and Martha in Who’s Afraid of Virginia Woolf?. Theirs was a classic tempestuous relationship – like Bogart and Bacall, perhaps. Sandy liked the old black-and-white movies that used to play on TV in the afternoon, when a film starring Fred Astaire and Ginger Rogers, Bette Davis or Humphrey Bogart always seemed to be on. ‘The lady’s been stabbed by a bread pudding, do what you can for her,’ she scribbled in one of her notebooks, a line out of Bogart’s wartime adventure movie Across the Pacific. I can imagine her laughing over that.


Sadly, the last few years leading up to Sandy Denny’s death had an all too hopeless sense of irrevocability about them. If it was only about the music we could all delight in the unrivalled beauty of her voice and the endlessly rewarding body of work she also produced as a songwriter, but, sometimes, life just gets in the way.
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1: No Fear of Time


1947–1964







I have lived in the country even though I appear to be a city person. When I was very young we lived in Broadstairs in Kent, and right at the bottom of the garden there was a field, and if you walked through the field there was a deserted beach, and it was absolutely beautiful. I remember it very clearly now although I was very young when we lived there, and I guess that’s why a lot of my songs are about the sea. When I’m within walking distance of a shore I go and sit on the beach, especially in the evening. I just love to watch the sea rolling onto the beach and I think a lot when that happens, I get all these romantic ideas.


SANDY DENNY, Screen ’n’ Heard, January 1973







Deep down inside me I thought I would do something, but maybe every little girl has that. Everybody has huge fantasies. I thought I was going to be a great ballet dancer, and a sculptor and Edith Cavell.


SANDY DENNY, Petticoat, 20 February 1971
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Sandy’s original lyrics to ‘Who Knows Where the Time Goes?’
















 







 





Alexandra Elene MacLean Denny was born on 6 January 1947 at the Nelson Hospital, Kingston Road, Wimbledon, in southwest London. ‘We chose the name Alexandra because it was the only name we could agree on,’ explained her father, Neil. ‘My wife Edna used to insist that she be called Alexandra but my own mother called her Sandy, the Scottish diminutive of that name, and within a week of going to school, everyone called her Sandy.’ All the family were given the name MacLean, from Neil’s mother, Mary Smith MacLean. Sandy’s brother, born in 1945, was David MacLean Denny. Elene was Sandy’s maternal grandmother’s name.


Neil Denny recalled that the year Sandy was born there was snow on the ground until the end of March. The winter of 1946–7 was the coldest of the century and there were serious shortages, strikes and power cuts in what were still very austere times after the Second World War. The following year rationing became even stricter than it had been in wartime and would not come fully to an end until 1954. The middle classes were only slightly less immune from hardship than the majority of the country, and Sandy’s early years were bound by the watchword of ‘waste not, want not’ and by strict family values.


Sandy’s great-grandfather, William Denny, had been born in Glasgow around 1842 and became a boilermaker. He was often required to live where his job took him. David Skinner Denny, Sandy’s paternal grandfather, was born in Dundee on 16 October 1873, before the family eventually settled permanently in Glasgow.


Sandy’s paternal grandmother, Mary Smith MacLean, was one of the MacLean family of Douart, on the Scottish Isle of Mull, but was believed by her family to have been born in Glasgow, on 14 August 1879. In her youth Mary had been a ballad singer, and so Sandy might be said to have followed in her footsteps. ‘My mother spoke Scots Gaelic as well as English,’ said Neil Denny, ‘and used to sing Scottish dirges like “The Seal-Woman’s Croon”.’


Sandy’s father may have been conventional and conservative, but his father, David Skinner Denny, was a man of tremendous drive and belief. An engineer by trade, he entered local government as a member of Govan Town Council and helped bring about the amalgamation of Govan burgh with Glasgow, later serving on Glasgow Town Council. A leading member of the Independent Labour Party, Denny contested and won the Cowlairs Ward in 1913 and was its representative for ten years. As convener of the Electricity Committee, he was one of the chief supporters of the experimental installation of electricity in working-class tenement houses in the city. He was also a director of the board of the Scottish Legal Life Assurance Company and, on his resignation from the town council in 1923, took up a London-based appointment as superintendent of the board’s London, Midland and Wales section. Having been told there were only two places to live in London – Hampstead and Wimbledon – Sandy’s grandfather chose the latter, relocating there with his wife Mary and two sons, William and Neil. Sandy’s grandparents remained in Wimbledon until David Skinner Denny’s death in September 1954, aged eighty. Mary died two years later.


Neil MacLean Denny was born in Govan on 10 August 1912 and was ten years old when the family moved to London. He started part way through the summer term at Queen’s Road School in Wimbledon, and later went on to the London School of Economics, where he gained a BSc in Economics and Commerce in 1934. After leaving university he had several short-term jobs before being accepted by the civil service.


Like so many couples in the 1940s, Neil Denny and Edna Jones met during wartime service. ‘The civil service was a reserved occupation,’ said Neil, ‘but I was allowed to go into air crew so I volunteered and became an airman. I flew as an observer or navigator in night fighters, Beaufighters and Mosquitos.’ He had enlisted in the air force in 1941, taking the King’s shilling in the Long Room at Lord’s Cricket Ground, which was being used as a recruitment centre. He was then billeted in luxury flats in Regent’s Park before being posted to an Initial Training Wing at Babbacombe, near Torquay in Devon. There he qualified as a radio observer dealing with radar and night fighters.


Edna Marjorie Jones, Sandy’s mother, was born in Liverpool on 3 December 1916. ‘Edna had a Scots grandfather, an Irish father and a Welsh mother,’ said Neil Denny, ‘so I think she could justly claim to be British.’ She was the daughter of a merchant seaman and granddaughter of a blacksmith who owned property in Llangrannog, a small seaside village in Ceredigion in west Wales. From the age of six, Sandy and her brother David would holiday over Easter with Edna’s brother Les and his wife Irene in Liverpool and would visit Llangrannog. Its cliffs and coves became another inspirational place for Sandy.


During the war Edna, like Neil, was in the air corps. ‘She decided to post herself to Devon, to Babbacombe,’ Neil explained, ‘and that’s where we met. She was a WAAF who in due course became a Sergeant WAAF, so she was my superior in rank for a short while.’ Having met in early 1942, the two were married in Newton Abbot that same year, four days before Christmas. ‘We married on the shortest day, the squadron called it the longest night,’ said Neil. ‘We had a five-day honeymoon during a truce. The day we got back, on Boxing Day, they started the bloody war all over again.’


Neil said he never saw any real action. His exploits were confined to the North Sea and Channel patrols, so he was never sent abroad, and because Edna was in personnel she was able to organise their postings so that they could spend weekends together whenever possible. When Edna fell pregnant, her Group Captain was furious: ‘he reckoned she planned it deliberately’. David MacLean Denny was born on 23 January 1945 at Gainsborough in Lincolnshire, where Neil was posted at the time.


Once he was demobbed, Neil returned to Wimbledon, where Edna had been living with his parents at 29 Dunmore Road. He also returned to the civil service, switching jobs in 1948, a year after Sandy was born, from working in National Savings to the Ministry of National Insurance. This new role took the family to Broadstairs for the next four years, where Neil managed the Ramsgate office, and there Sandy first acquired her love of the sea.


It was only in the last few years of his life that Neil Denny was asked to talk about Sandy publicly. Most of his comments here are taken from a series of interviews he did with Colin Davies during 1997–8 for Davies’s fanzine Hokey Pokey. Listening to Neil speaking is often as heart-rending as hearing some of his daughter’s saddest songs. He is every inch the proud father sifting through memories of his daughter and their family life; he is very perceptive and knowledgeable about Sandy’s work, and although he makes light of it, music was clearly important in his own life.


‘Sandy was a one-off really,’ said Neil. ‘My wife wasn’t particularly musical. The family in Scotland used to have these family music gatherings where everybody could do a turn and somebody could play the piano. My brother and I could vamp and we all had our little piece to do but my grandmother was a good singer.


‘There was music in the Denny family. I wasn’t very good at piano but I’ve always been interested in music.’ Neil sang Gilbert and Sullivan at school but while growing up was more keen on jazz and dance music. The family had a solid collection of classical music, light opera, traditional songs of his Scottish heritage and a ‘fair bit of jazz’ in the house.*


Sandy once said she used to sing a lot at home and at infant school, but after that ‘only inconspicuously in the school choir’. She was barely nine years old when her grandmother died and we’ll never know if she ever heard Mary sing the Scottish ballads of her youth. Neil Denny encouraged her to learn some of these, which were collected in Marjory Kennedy-Fraser’s books of Highland music. Her three-volume Songs of the Hebrides includes ‘Fhir a’ Bhàta’ or ‘The Boatman’, a late-eighteenth-century lament from the Isle of Lewis which his mother used to sing. Sandy performed ‘The Boatman’ at floor spots when she was starting out and it was one of two songs she chose for her first radio broadcast in 1966.


The Denny household also had The Oxford Book of English Verse; ‘Tam Lin’ and ‘Sir Patrick Spens’ appear in it on consecutive pages, from where Sandy once neatly transcribed the lyrics to ‘Tam Lin’. ‘She’d sing these things to please Daddy, but that wasn’t her real interest,’ said Neil. Instead she had discovered pop music – Buddy Holly was her first pop crush. Her cousin Hilary recalled that when her parents met twelve-year-old Sandy at Liverpool docks after an educational cruise in the Mediterranean, she was absolutely distraught. In floods of tears Sandy ran straight into her aunt Irene’s arms, declaring, ‘He’s dead, he’s dead … Buddy Holly’s dead.’ She had heard the news on a transistor radio she had smuggled onboard. Hilary describes this as typical Sandy behaviour, saying she was ‘a drama queen’ and ‘so full of life that everything was bigger than life’.


Neil and Edna Denny may not have been musical themselves, but they encouraged an interest in music in both their children and heard something in Sandy’s voice to warrant exploring further. ‘When she was very young, my wife took her to the Royal College of Music,’ said Neil, ‘and they said, “She has a very nice little voice and it could develop very well but don’t let her join the school choir or take part in amateur dramatics – let her sing naturally and bring her back when her voice breaks.” We never did but she had great capability as a singer.’


David and Sandy also studied classical piano – Sandy took lessons from the age of nine – and learnt to play the violin at infant school. David was eventually excused piano lessons so he could study Latin instead. ‘I’ve still got an old record of the famous Beethoven sonatas,’ said Neil, ‘the Pathétique and the Moonlight and the Appassionata. Sandy used to practise these on the piano; the record is even marked where she used to take it off and put it on.


‘I was particularly keen to keep my father’s piano, which wasn’t very good, but I kept it. Eventually I bought a very good piano – a Challen – especially for Sandy. I thought one of the best things a child could do is to learn an instrument.


‘She was a mischievous girl, a great girl, and she used to fool her teachers – she had a wonderful ear … She’d ask the teacher to play a piece and then come back next week and she’d play it pretty well, but her teacher must have had some sort of suspicion because one day this teacher made a few mistakes, which Sandy duly repeated. She said, “You’re not reading the music, are you?” She was getting away with it, no doubt about it, as she was very sharp.’


Hilary English is Sandy’s cousin on her mother’s side, the daughter of Irene and Les Jones. Sandy and Hilary were two months apart in age. Speaking to Pamela Winters for her unpublished biography of Sandy, No Thought of Leaving, Hilary recalled how David and Sandy would often stay with them in Liverpool over the Easter holidays. She remembers Sandy as a healthy, happy child with a head of wayward golden curls, who even then was free-spirited and impetuous. It was clear to Hilary how close Sandy and her brother David were; they remained so throughout Sandy’s life. ‘They were great pals,’ said Neil sorrowfully.


David and Sandy’s first school was Cottenham Park Infant School, on Pepys Road, just on the Wimbledon side of Raynes Park, several bus stops from Worple Road; the Dennys lived in three separate houses on Worple Road when she was growing up. The children then transferred to Old Central Primary School on the edge of Wimbledon Common. In 1956 David – always more methodical and organised than his sister – won a scholarship to King’s College School, Wimbledon. The independent King’s was, and still is, rated one of the best schools in the UK. There’s nothing to suggest that Neil and Edna Denny favoured David over Sandy, but David excelled in all the areas in which Sandy, no less bright, showed little interest or application. When David left King’s in 1963, he had been head of his house, played in the rugby and hockey teams, and been captain of the cricket eleven in his final year before going to Imperial College London. There he obtained a BSc in engineering in 1966, before joining the firm of Taylor Woodrow, one of the largest house-building and general construction companies in Britain.


Sandy, meanwhile, ‘hated school, every minute of it. I just resented the way the teachers used their authority. I certainly wouldn’t tell any children of mine that schooldays are the happiest of your life. They weren’t for me, anyway.’ Neil Denny traces this dislike back to an incident at Cottenham Park, where he says one of the teachers had it in for her. ‘One day, Sandy didn’t come home after half past three. Edna eventually went out to search for her and she went to the school and this teacher had kept Sandy in for no reason at all. Sandy was absolutely terrified and desperate to go home. She never had the same trust in teachers after that. My wife gave this woman a great dressing-down – she’d done it as an experiment to see what Sandy’s reaction would be. It was a very odd thing to do and Sandy reacted very strongly against it; it unhinged her mentally that something like this should be done for no possible reason. I think that sense of injustice made a big difference to Sandy’s outlook.


‘After that she was always rebellious against teachers [and] I suspect authority in general. Sandy always had a battle at school, in hot water constantly, inattentive, tremendously loyal; she took the rap for many things she didn’t do. She would never give away her friends. She wouldn’t do her homework in time – she was generally ill-disciplined and didn’t do well at school at all. I daren’t show you her school reports.’


Irrespective of her father’s concerns about Sandy’s attitude, she passed her eleven-plus examination for grammar-school entrance and went on to attend Coombe Girls’ School in New Malden in 1958. In one of her notebooks from 1974 she wrote: ‘I wasn’t like the others, it seemed, and I believe have apparently always lived in a world of my own.’ At the foot of the entry she scrawled the name ‘Wiggy’, one of her school friends. Sandy’s other friends included twins Diana and Frankie King. ‘We were quite a social group, which was unusual among the girls at Coombe,’ they recall. ‘Our little group of eight girls always spent lunchtime together and we would have these teenage parties at each other’s houses at weekends.’ They paint a happier and more carefree picture of Sandy’s schooldays than her father does, or Sandy herself.
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Early poem by Sandy








Coombe Girls’ School opened in 1956, so Sandy’s year was among the first intakes. The school wasn’t full or completely finished; one former pupil observed: ‘We watched the building site (and the builders) till the school grew round us.’ Some classes took place in prefabs next to the main school building. It was there that Mr Jezierski, an émigré Polish count, taught Russian and art, and Sandy first became interested in drawing and sculpture in his classes.


Frankie King shared a music stand with Sandy in the school orchestra. ‘Sandy was the leader,’ she says. ‘She played violin in the orchestra with us. I remember a concert where the mayor was seated at the front and Sandy was bowing with great vigour and then, whoosh, she let go of the bow and it landed at the feet of the mayor. She just got up, picked up the bow, went back to her place and carried on. That was the sort of thing she used to do.’


‘She was very adept at the piano,’ says Frankie’s sister Diana. ‘She would improvise and she could definitely play by ear. At the end of assembly somebody would be asked to play something. I remember her playing the last movement of the Moonlight Sonata and Mummy saying, “If she can play that, then she’s a damn good pianist.” She was leagues ahead of everybody else in the orchestra.’


As everybody who met Sandy says, she had an infectious laugh. ‘She was very smiley,’ says Frankie. ‘She had short, very curly, perky hair. You would never ever have described her as anything other than bubbly, self-confident, happy and full of life, and this was probably why she fell foul of the teachers sometimes, because she was a little bit of a rebel. She was mischievous, but nothing malicious.’


Coombe was a radical, bilateral school taking grammar and non-grammar streams. Sandy was in one of the grammar streams. ‘Sandy wasn’t at all academic,’ says Frankie, ‘but she was very smart and very quick-witted. We were in a different stream to Sandy so we weren’t in classes with her. I think we’d have known if she was getting up to anything really awful, although I’m not sure you could have stopped Sandy; even then she was very headstrong.’


Coombe’s uniform included grey raincoats down to the ankles, to grow into, long grey socks and brown lace-up shoes. In summer, the girls wore panama hats and gold frocks. ‘Sandy would wear her skirt a bit shorter or roll up the sleeves to her blouse, which you weren’t supposed to do,’ says Diana. ‘You had to wear a tie and a panama hat, which she used to squash to make it into a different shape. If you were on the bus without a hat or didn’t give up your seat you would be reported. We got into terrible trouble once because we were seen talking to some boys.


‘We used to have our lunch together in tables of eight, treacle pudding or spotted dick or something like that, and there was a jug of custard and Sandy poured some of it out and went, “What’s this?” and she went up to the serving hatch and asked, “What is this please?” The dinner lady said, “It’s custard,” and she said, “It can’t be, it doesn’t have lumps in it.” She got in awful trouble for it. That was the level of our insubordination. We were all pretty well behaved, very compliant.’


Another time, Frankie remembers somebody smuggling a copy of Lady Chatterley’s Lover into the school. ‘It was after the famous obscenity court case over the book. The papers said, “Would you let your wife read this book?” There was a copy in a brown paper cover and it did the rounds and everybody read it, sitting on the grass and sniggering over the risqué passages; I don’t think we were terribly shocked.’


Although Sandy never sang at school other than at assembly, Diana remembers that she used to sing at their weekend parties. ‘We had a terribly jolly time because David, who was two years older, asked his friends along and Sandy asked us and our group of friends and we used to have these wonderful but very innocent parties. We would go to one person’s house, and then another. I remember Sandy singing but I have to own up that I never thought, “Isn’t she fantastic?”’


‘She played the guitar sometimes,’ says Frankie, ‘or she would just pick something up like a hairbrush that she would pretend was a microphone – and she’d close her eyes and sing and act like she was a pop singer. Probably Buddy Holly or an Everly Brothers hit. If she sang with the guitar she’d sing something folky or country and western by Burl Ives or Joan Baez, that sort of thing. She was very confident. She had no difficulty getting up in front of her friends and singing. Having heard later on that she was very insecure just didn’t add up at all to the Sandy we knew at school.’


Frankie and Diana’s parents categorically forbade them to have parties at home. ‘They were strict,’ says Diana, ‘but the Dennys allowed this in their house. We didn’t go on the rampage and tear the place to pieces. On one occasion one of the boys from King’s got very drunk and laid down behind the settee and fell asleep. That was the extent of our wickedness. Teenage rebellion hadn’t reached us in Wimbledon. We didn’t drink, we didn’t smoke. We didn’t go to clubs or pubs. We were never that into pop music. Sandy was much more interested in music so we didn’t share that. She was much more boisterous than us and independent. If she was going to folk clubs, that’s not something we would have done or been allowed to do at that age. Neil and Edna were much easier going than our parents.’


Frankie and Diana say their parents would certainly have frowned upon either of them attending art school. ‘That was like dropping out, compared to going to university, which is what we did,’ says Diana. ‘Neil was a civil servant, he travelled up to London in a bowler hat, carrying an umbrella, and later Edna worked for the Inland Revenue. They were living the cliché. They were very conventional, even for an area like Wimbledon. Sandy becoming a singer must have been completely out of their orbit, but they didn’t stand in her way either.’


Neither Frankie nor Diana kept in touch with Sandy; they moved to another school after the fifth year and their group just drifted apart.


It’s clear that Sandy was as much a product of her environment as a reaction against it. ‘She would say her parents were strict,’ says the songwriter and musician Richard Thompson, ‘but anybody, parents or teachers, telling her what to do would have met with resistance from Sandy.’ The Dennys were defined by Neil’s professional occupation but also by values characterised as much by respectability as by income. They epitomised the middle class, which in the early 1960s still embraced moderation in all things and the abiding virtues of good manners, hard work and education.


It has been said that Sandy’s parents were unsupportive and that they lacked warmth towards her. Neither suggestion really rings true, although she and her mother were both strong-willed and there would have been flashpoints between them. Edna Denny had a sharp tongue and would always be of the opinion that she knew best, but Sandy would have stood her ground even at a young age.


‘I’ve always had a very straight background,’ she said in 1971, ‘but my mother always had a fantastic amount of confidence in me, though we never quite worked out what I was going to do.’ Edna was definitely a pushy mother. ‘She wanted Sandy to get on and do well but also to be seen to do well,’ says Linda Thompson, who first met Sandy in 1965. ‘Her mother was very ambitious for her kids, but I think that generation really lived through their kids and I can appreciate that since I’ve had kids of my own.’


Many of Sandy’s friends say that Edna was judgemental and reproachful towards her daughter throughout her life. As one friend put it, ‘her mother sucked her dry’. While there’s no doubt that in later years Sandy’s relationship with her parents was more strained, they were unexpectedly supportive when she chose a career in music, whether it was Edna writing to BBC producers on her behalf or Neil picking her up after gigs in the middle of the night or buying her a decent Sony reel-to-reel tape recorder so that she could work on her technique.


Linda Thompson thinks Sandy’s relationship with her parents was just typical of the day: ‘Her mum was tough. I don’t remember her dad saying much, but dads were always more aloof. Her mother reminded me of something Carly Simon said when she won a Grammy; her mother said, “Well, you’re not the best singer, that wasn’t the best song, but you’ve won.” Sandy’s mother was just like that. My mother was the same. You weren’t supposed to praise your kids to their face in case they got big-headed. You were very rarely encouraged. Putting somebody down was somehow supposed to incentivise them and make them do better. Our parents were much tougher on us. They didn’t give praise lightly or at all.


‘Edna was slim. She would have liked Sandy to be thin and would tell her so. Sandy and I were both born just after the war and in those days we really were pushed: you must work hard, you must study, and we were supposed to be relatively obedient. Sandy had the usual love–hate relationship with her mother like we all do. Edna’s favourite singer in the whole world was Shirley Bassey and we used to get sick of her saying, “If only you girls would sing like Shirley Bassey.”’
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Sandy’s drawing of her mother, Edna








Philippa Clare, another of Sandy’s lifelong friends – the two first met in 1966 – saw nothing unusual about her childhood. ‘Neil Denny was a normal father of that era. He doted on Sandy and was in denial about everything. He was pretty laid-back; it was her mother who ruled the roost. She was the type who would worry about what the neighbours thought, which was quite normal if you were from that background. We can all tell those stories about how our parents drove us nuts for one reason or another. Sandy had a classic middle-class Wimbledon upbringing.’


Gina Glaser, a traditional singer and one of the life models at Kingston Art School, where Sandy was later to study, remembers a very convivial home environment: ‘I would go and spend the night at her house with my kids. She was still living at home when she was at Kingston. I never saw any conflict with her parents. They encouraged her music. Her father didn’t say much, would come home from work and read the paper. But her mother would come up, the kids and I would be camped in sleeping bags in Sandy’s room – Sandy loved kids – and she and her mother would laugh and chat together with us all. I only saw a side of her mother that was bubbly and loving, and that’s where I always thought Sandy got some of her drive.’


‘Trevor [Lucas] always thought that Sandy’s approach to life came from Edna, who was very demanding, as was Sandy,’ says Nigel Osborne, who lived with Marion Appleton, Trevor’s sister, during the 1970s. ‘Edna could be fearsome. Sandy was a daddy’s girl; Neil was rather old-fashioned, from another age, and that appealed to the sentimental side of Sandy’s character. Trevor was quite comfortable with Neil as I remember – he kept a lot to himself – but he found Edna much more controlling, just as he found it difficult in the way that Sandy could be controlling and manipulative.’ The parallels between Sandy and her mother didn’t escape Neil Denny. ‘Sandy was a remarkable girl – her mother was the same. Her mother could turn an accusatory conversation into – instead of her being accused, you were.’


Sandy came away with five O-levels at the end of her fifth year at Coombe Girls’ School, passing English language, English literature, French, art and music. Initially she stayed on to take art and music A-levels, and passed the former but dropped music because she had a run-in with her teacher. Then in February 1965, after the first term of her final year, Sandy won a scholarship to Kingston Art School. Once she received the letter of acceptance, she immediately abandoned school.


Sandy already knew a number of art students from Kingston through local folk clubs. Although, misleadingly, she said in interviews that she had first got up and sung at the Kingston Folk Barge after she went to art school in September 1965, she had really been doing floor spots in clubs as early as 1963.


Always a music fan, by the time she was sixteen Sandy was already developing her own musical taste. She had made friends with a like-minded girl called Winnie Whittaker, who went to the Roman Catholic Ursuline High School, originally on Worple Road. In Winnie, Sandy had found an equally fun-loving friend who had a greater sense of adventure than her school circle and who was more inquisitive about the social and cultural world opening up for teenagers in the sixties. The self-possessed Winnie certainly shared Sandy’s passion for music and had long since discovered Bob Dylan; she was even quite blasé about him because he was becoming too popular.


Both girls had elder brothers with guitars and Sandy soon took advantage of David’s lesser enthusiasm. ‘David started her on the guitar,’ said Neil, ‘but he never got very far. Sandy wanted her own guitar because she was immediately better than David.’ Sandy found a guitar for sale, advertised as a Gibson, which meant nothing to her father; he dutifully took her along to check it out. ‘Sandy was very clever, we got to this house and the chap produced the guitar and Sandy was very non-committal until after we bought it and had left the house and then she said, “Daddy, what a wonderful guitar.”’


Some time in 1963 Sandy and Winnie started going to local folk clubs together. They would take the bus to visit the Kingston Barge, a folk club started in 1961 by local musicians including singer Theo Johnson, and Alan Beach, Roger Evans and Dave Waite, who had formed the Countrymen, inspired by American folk groups such as the Weavers and the Kingston Trio. ‘It was a converted coal barge,’ says Waite. ‘The most you could get in was about eighty people and it was an awful fire trap. People would pack the place out and musicians came from all over. Paul Simon played there, Jackson C. Frank, and Sandy; it’s where John Martyn first played when he came down from Scotland.’


The two girls were similar in appearance, both naturally blonde. Sandy’s hair was shoulder-length and naturally wavy, framing a round face and a fresh complexion. Winnie was taller than Sandy, who stood a little over five foot, but they often pretended to be each other and would burst into laughter when their true identities were revealed. Folk singer Al Stewart remembers Sandy supporting him at a gig in Portsmouth where she talked Winnie into going on instead of her, before bustling on stage in fits of laughter after the first song.† Stewart says Sandy and Winnie were real ‘best friends, always up for a laugh’. ‘Sandy would always drag her friend Winnie along to gigs in the early days,’ says Richard Thompson; ‘she always liked to have a female sidekick. Sometimes it was Linda; she liked to have a pal. It was some kind of buffer, somebody to have a laugh with, or somebody to stick her in a cab and make sure she got home at night.’


If they were such disciplinarian parents, it’s surprising that Neil and Edna Denny so readily allowed the sixteen-year-old Sandy to go to folk clubs. But far from barring Sandy from places such as the dingy Barge, the ever-protective Neil would pick her and Winnie up if they missed the last bus home. Eventually they began missing the bus more often because they knew he would come and get them. Perhaps, as Linda Thompson says, ‘You couldn’t have laid down the law with Sandy, even when she was sixteen. If you said, “Not under my roof you don’t,” she’d go and find another roof. They probably took the path of least resistance.’


‘Sandy’s parents were none too happy about her choosing to follow a career in folk music,’ says Glasgow-born singer Shelagh McDonald. ‘In those days, if you were brought up in a middle-class home, to be a folk singer was like being an artist in Renaissance Italy, you were ipso facto a prostitute. Travelling to clubs and stopping over who knows where, you were branded a woman of easy virtue. My parents just hoped I’d give it up, go back home and do something normal. I’m sure Sandy’s felt exactly the same.’


Sonja Kristina, best known as the singer with Curved Air in the seventies, started out singing in folk clubs on the outskirts of east London: ‘My parents used to drive me to clubs where I was singing and sit outside with a blanket and a Thermos flask and a book and wait for me to come out. When I was sixteen or seventeen I was quite a tearaway anyway so they wouldn’t have trusted me to my own devices.’ Shirley Collins’s mother went a step further: ‘My mum came up to London to live with me at one point when I was nineteen or twenty. She didn’t like me being up there on my own; coffee houses were dens of iniquity in her eyes. So we shared a bedsit for a while. It was hell. I’m sure Sandy’s mother was scared about what she was getting into and, as it turned out, justifiably.’


Geoff Clark was in David Denny’s year at Old Central Primary School. His first memory of Sandy was as ‘David’s little sister, a fairly plump child in a pink pixie hood and very cheery’. Ten years later, by the time he met up with Sandy again, Clark was very much the young idealist who had joined YCND and the Young Socialists: ‘I don’t think she ever came to any of the serious meetings where we all sat around and discussed how we were going to put the world to rights, but she was often at the parties we had on a Saturday night. I don’t think her parents had any issues with it, or her staying out late at parties. I remember a group of us having been to a party in New Malden and pitching up at one thirty in the morning having bummed a lift back to Raynes Park. The driver dropped us all off outside Sandy’s house. I can picture her now, taking her shoes off and walking quietly up the garden path and letting herself in.


‘I definitely used to see her at the Barge in 1963. Folk music went hand in hand with political idealism; I remember Sandy singing there, though I couldn’t tell you what. Nobody who got up from the floor was too adventurous; if it wasn’t a Dylan song, it would be something like “Tom Dooley”, or by Pete Seeger; among the girls it was usually something they’d heard off a Joan Baez album.’


Dave Waite also remembers seeing Sandy at the Barge. ‘It was definitely in 1963 when I first met this dumpy blonde girl who looked like a secretary. She was dressed in a twinset and pearls, pencil skirt and court shoes, and she looked a little out of place on our coal barge, and she asked if she could sing. When she got up and performed we were gobsmacked. We were absolutely stunned. She had no skills in terms of presentation and she was shy and it was only with a little bit of urging that she did anything at all but she had such a sound – she had one of the most remarkable voices I’d ever heard. That was Sandy Denny and, as far as I know, it was the first time she had got up and done a floor spot.’


Sandy later recalled the incident herself: how she went along to the Barge and came away convinced she could sing better than anyone she saw. The next week, she plucked up courage and returned to the club with her guitar. ‘The first time I ever stood up on stage my mouth went all dry,’ she said, ‘and I could hardly sing but when I came off and everybody applauded, I knew that although it was a great effort, I’d always want to do it.’ The nervous ness before she went on was understandable but never entirely left her. She had got the bug.


‘I don’t think any of us woke up one morning and said, “I’m going to be a folk singer,”’ says Shelagh McDonald. ‘It was the effect of being in a folk club and discovering that world for the first time – it’s almost a revelation. You realised that something had been missing from your life; you were tapping into something almost ancestral. So you wanted to be part of it and it gave you strength in a strange way because you could be a part of it. You just had to get up and sing.’


Sandy sang at the Barge regularly from then on: ‘First she just sang,’ says Waite, ‘and then Roger Evans took her aside and started teaching her the guitar – she didn’t have too many guitar skills before that. Even then, as untutored as it was, her voice just transported you.’ Another local folk fan remembers seeing Sandy at the New Malden Folk Club in the Railway Tavern in 1964: ‘I can remember thinking, “What a great voice,” and wishing she could tune her guitar.’


Sandy most likely made her first appearance outside London on New Year’s Eve 1964; she had been asked if she would entertain at a Young Farmers party at a hotel in Hereford. Unquestioningly, Neil and Edna agreed: ‘She was only seventeen, coming up to her eighteenth birthday, but we said alright. We had a word with the pub owners and they were very pleasant, it was a New Year’s party and about two in the morning we rang up and said, “How’s our daughter getting on?” and the fellow said – “Oh she’s still at it.” She had a word with us and said she was having a wonderful time. That was one of her first public engagements. The next day she phoned up and said, “I’m staying here – they’ve got horses” – she stayed a week.’


‘I don’t think there’s any way you could have squashed that drive she had,’ says Richard Thompson. ‘There is no way you could have sat on that irrepressible creativity. That’s the way she was going to go. I don’t think her parents stood in her way or could have. She absolutely had the talent and determination to succeed in that world.’


Sandy could not have been better placed to gain further experience. Whether it was folk or jazz or the more electric R & B groups springing up, there were a lot of musical and related activities in and around Wimbledon, New Malden and Kingston. The suburbs and towns along the Thames – starting nearest London with Putney, then Richmond (both on the Surrey side), Twickenham (on the Middlesex side) and Kingston (back on the Surrey side) – were as much at the heart of the folk, jazz and blues scene in the 1960s as Soho. If, as Sandy later described it, Soho had a folk club on every corner, every other pub along the Thames had a regular folk club or folk night, and the same musicians played there.


‘I went to the art school at Kingston because I couldn’t do anything else,’ says renowned guitarist John Renbourn, ‘and it was a bit of a catch-all for drop-outs. Some of the art-school types used to go to a pub in Wimbledon called the Feathers, and we’d sit around playing guitars and that’s where I first met Sandy. This was around 1964. We dossed about playing the blues and Sandy used to look in.


‘Even then, when she got up to sing she sounded great. She stood out. She became the girlfriend of a singer who I used to play guitar with. He was always standing her up and we became friends. Then the next thing I knew she’d enrolled in the same art school, and I’m sure partly because so many of the musicians who were hanging round at the Feathers were from the art college. It wasn’t that she didn’t want to do art, she was smitten by the whole music thing and she had aspirations even then, although she was still at school when we first met. The rest of us were just sitting round getting drunk and stoned but Sandy already wanted to become a singer professionally. She was far more motivated than anybody I knew.’ 




* Much to her father’s delight, in 1973 Sandy recorded versions of ‘Whispering Grass’ and ‘Until the Real Thing Comes Along’, songs that she knew from his old 78s by the Ink Spots and Fats Waller.


† Sandy and Winnie remained friends, although Winnie, who trained as a quantity surveyor, worked abroad during the 1970s. She was a successful businesswoman and later relocated to Hong Kong, where she died in 2005.






















2: Learning the Game


1965–1966







I look back at it with a great deal of affection. There was a folk club on virtually every corner around Soho; there was the Scots Hoose, the John Snow, there was Cousins. God knows how many folk clubs all within throwing distance. You could go up there any night and be sure of finding the little crowd of John and Bert and Jackson Frank and Annie Briggs, and it used to be a really fantastic little community. And Trevor, mustn’t forget him; there was his stream as well, the Australian traditional stuff.


SANDY DENNY, interviewed by Patrick Humphries, March 1977







Sandy came with me to the Singers Club to see what it was like but it was not for her. Sandy much preferred the newer folk clubs that were more for her generation where there were no rules about repertoire. She was definitely attracted to modern, contemporary folk music. As much as I encouraged her to learn traditional songs and she sang them so well, she wanted to reach a broader audience and didn’t like the staid, collegiate atmosphere of the Singers Club.


GINA GLASER







I was never in the traditional clan – I was in the layabout section with Bert Jansch and John Renbourn and all that lot.


SANDY DENNY, Melody Maker, November 1977
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Sandy’s registration card for Kingston School of Art
















 







 





Sandy left Coombe Girls’ School in February 1965 to begin work as a temporary nurse at the Royal Brompton Hospital, Kensington. She had heard of the vacancy there through her brother David’s German girlfriend and future wife, Irene Eva Gumbel, known as Eva. Sandy committed to working at the hospital for six months before taking up her place at Kingston Art School.


‘She went to the Brompton and had quite a tough time,’ said Neil Denny. ‘They offered her courses but she didn’t want them. She said, “I’m only a temporary,” so they threw her in at the deep end, just general duties because she didn’t have specific skills: attending the deaths, washing the corpses, looking after the grieving relatives. It wasn’t fair. She was only just eighteen and because she wasn’t going into nursing full-time, she was given the worst jobs.’ Neil recalled that Sandy had to deal with a number of dying patients. There was one man in particular whom she liked; she would put bets on for him at the bookmakers. At the end she sat by his bedside and held his hand until he died, and then had to inform his brother he’d gone. ‘She had one or two harrowing experiences, no doubt about it, and some of the ward sisters were dragons.’


At one stage, Neil said, Sandy ‘just ran away from the hospital, and we didn’t know where she was. She finished up in a house in East London where Paul Simon and Jackson Frank lived. I tracked her down and took her back to the hospital.’ Sandy later told friends that she really disliked nursing and was deeply shocked by some of the things she saw. ‘She didn’t take to nursing at all,’ says Gina Glaser, ‘but she stuck it out and was under no illusions that it would be easy. Today you would say she was a nursing assistant, which meant she was a dogsbody. She told me that many of the nurses were quite nasty to her and made her do the menial jobs that they didn’t want to do themselves.’


Nursing was never going to be a vocation for Sandy but it was a shrewd choice, making it easier for her to leave school early without too much objection from Neil and Edna. Nursing and secretarial work were, after all, the two most common professional occupations for girls leaving school in the mid-1960s, and Sandy was never cut out for the dull routine of office work. The unsocial hours at the hospital also enabled her to convince her parents that she needed to live somewhere nearby, so she was able to leave home for the first time and take up a flatshare in South Kensington.


‘To understand Sandy,’ said Trevor Lucas, ‘I think you have to consider she had a very restrictive childhood, until that time when she actually broke away from home. And when she did get out, and saw there was a good time to be had out there, she was determined to have it. When she started working as a nurse, that was really the first time she’d had any freedom at all. And, like most people who have been confined in that way, she was only more eager to live life to the full.’


Living at home can’t have been so intolerable, however, given that after Sandy gave up nursing she went back home for the next couple of years. Trevor is certainly right that Sandy grasped the opportunity to live life to the full, but Neil and Edna were by no means blinkered about what their daughter was getting up to and they knew she was being drawn more and more to the folk scene.


The Brompton Hospital had at least one advantage: it was within walking distance of the Troubadour club on Old Brompton Road. The Troubadour was one of the earliest folk venues in London, a basement club that held around a hundred people. It was there that Sandy met Linda Thompson and the two became close and lifelong friends. Born in London, seven months after Sandy, Linda Pettifer – she later changed her name to Peters, before marrying Richard Thompson in 1972 – was brought up in Glasgow but returned to London in 1965, ostensibly to study modern languages.


‘When I first moved to London it seemed as if everything was a folk thing,’ says Linda. ‘Like Starbucks is everywhere now. So many of us started out at the Troubadour. Dylan had played the Troubadour on his first visit. Shirley Collins used to sing there in the fifties. It’s where Bert Jansch first played when he came down from Scotland. That’s where I first met Sandy some time in 1965. On a typical night at the Troubadour Sandy would be there, or Annie Briggs, Bert, John Renbourn, Martin Carthy. Paul Simon used to come down to the Troubadour on Wednesday nights. You almost took it for granted; it was such an array of talent.
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Ad from Sing folk magazine, June 1966








‘Sandy used to come down to the Troubadour straight from the hospital with all sorts of drugs stashed in her pockets that she had stolen from the patients, typical nurse thing – uppers, downers, sleeping pills – and then she’d get up on stage and was amazing from the get-go. She was incredible. She smoked like a chimney, took it up with a vengeance when she was nursing and never gave it up; all the nurses and doctors smoked to help get through the long shifts. How Sandy could sing like an angel on all those cigarettes I don’t know.’


Nursing may have been tough but it had its illicit perks for Sandy and the hours suited her nocturnal activities. ‘If she finished at nine o’clock at night,’ says Linda, ‘she would come straight to the Troubadour or one of the clubs in Soho and she would somehow manage to work her shifts so she didn’t have to start too early the next day. It certainly wasn’t a calling and I’ve known her pass out at the sight of blood, so God knows how she coped. Sandy had to do something sensible and proper – like nursing – for her parents to go along with her leaving school early. She was definitely quite serious about going to art school but only up to a point; her singing was always going to take precedence.


‘When I met her she was eighteen but streets ahead of me as a singer. It was the era of liberation for women, so it was a lot of fun. The pill made a huge difference. Her behaviour was like a man’s – she said and thought what she wanted to, had one-night stands if she wanted to, unusual for a woman in those days – she was wild and wonderful. We shared a couple of boyfriends – we both went out with Joe Boyd, and she went out with Paul McNeill before me. But we never let that get in the way.’


Sandy soon had a regular Tuesday-night slot at the Troubadour, while Linda was still doing floor spots or singing with Paul McNeill.* ‘Neither of us had any stage presence – she was always tripping over things and chatting nervously between songs and I always stood there petrified – but when Sandy started to sing it was a completely different matter. I thought she was sublime, the absolute best, and I learnt a lot about vocal techniques, grace notes and that sort of thing from Sandy.’


Shelagh McDonald also remembers seeing Sandy singing at the Troubadour and making an immediate impression: ‘I was part of the second wave to arrive in London, not long after John Martyn came down from Scotland in spring 1967. A couple of weeks later, I heard Sandy at the Troubadour and thought, “That’s it, I’m giving the whole thing up.” She was that good, but because I had had such a battle with my parents to do my folk singing, what was I to do? Either go home with my tail between my legs, admit defeat, or face up to Sandy having this incredible talent and think, “I’m never going to be that good but I’m not giving up.”’


Philippa Clare, who first met Sandy at this time, was then secretary to actor–producer and king of farce Brian Rix. Richard Thompson describes Clare as ‘somebody who always seemed to be somewhere in the mix in that scene. She knew Sandy and Linda, the Strawbs, Swarb [Dave Swarbrick], everybody …’ ‘Back then,’ says Clare, ‘if you had three chords and long hair you were a folk singer. I wanted so much to be a folk singer but I didn’t have the talent. Going on stage, Sandy was very nervous, and that stayed with her. She was very shy too, but usually covered it well by acting the opposite. She didn’t find performing easy but by the third or fourth number she had you. You knew even then she was special.’


Sandy finished nursing on 24 August 1965, a month before taking up her place at Kingston Art School. By now she had made the transition from unpaid floor spots in local folk clubs to regular nights at the Troubadour and was breaking into the pivotal network of pubs and clubs running off Shaftesbury Avenue and around Soho. ‘One of the things that always struck me about Sandy,’ says Geoff Clark, ‘was just how single-minded she was. It’s incredible when you think about it, but even when she was nursing she was already rubbing shoulders with Paul Simon, Tom Paxton, people like that. She just seemed to take it in her stride.’


The accepted centre of the new contemporary scene was Les Cousins (or just ‘Cousins’ to the in-crowd there), a basement coffee house at 49 Greek Street, Soho. Les Cousins opened as a contemporary folk club in March 1965, initially only at weekends, but within six weeks it had become so popular that it opened on Mondays and Thursdays as well. A glance at the list of people doing weekly sessions at this time shows Dorris Henderson on Mondays (with John Renbourn playing with her), Bert Jansch on Thursdays (his momentous debut album had hit the shops in mid-April), Noel Murphy running the Friday all-nighter and Les Bridger the late-night Saturday show, with the early sessions on Fridays and Saturdays going to visiting Americans and home-grown big names. Almost overnight it had become the place to play for aspiring folk singers, especially on Saturdays. ‘To begin with,’ says John Renbourn, ‘the Cousins was a shady, derelict scene, full of dossers and not the springboard to fame and fortune as it’s presented later. It was never that, however much people romanticise about it now. It was just a word-of-mouth joint with no stage at first, but everybody who was anybody and plenty who weren’t all played there over the years.’
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Les Cousins’ broad, open policy saw a roll call of all the folk greats descending its basement steps in its first year. Among those leading the way was a new wave of guitarists: Jansch, Renbourn and Davy Graham were regulars, and occasionally Wizz Jones. The new breed of singer-songwriters followed suit, including Al Stewart, Roy Harper, Ralph McTell and Marc Brierley, as well as Sandy, plus Americans Paul Simon, Jackson C. Frank and Tom Paxton. Other American drop-ins included Sandy Bull, Spider John Koerner and Phil Ochs, alongside jazz and blues musicians like Duffy Power, Alexis Korner, John McLaughlin and Long John Baldry. Old hands such as Alex Campbell, Owen Hand, Les Bridger and Diz Disley also played there, as did the more far-out Incredible String Band, and the soon to be ‘in’ – Donovan, Marc Bolan and Van Morrison. More traditional music was represented by the likes of the Watersons, Martin Carthy, Anne Briggs and the Young Tradition, who all brought a fresh attitude and approach to traditional repertoires.


‘What struck me about that scene in 1965,’ said Bert Jansch, ‘was that everybody had something to offer. If I wanted to hear a traditional song there was Anne Briggs; or if I wanted to hear a guitarist who was doing something different I’d listen to Davy Graham or Wizz Jones. Clive Palmer would show up and he was a fantastic banjo player. Almost every performer brought something to the melting pot and we all looked to each other and learnt from each other. Cousins was like a magnet and some of the new people didn’t do much for me at first but Sandy definitely had something about her, and she sang well, even then. You were definitely drawn to her.’


‘I always thought she was more in the Young Tradition mould,’ says folk singer-songwriter Marc Brierley, who met Sandy at Les Cousins around October 1965, when he first appeared at the club. ‘She had a very English folk voice but more ornate than Anne Briggs or Shirley Collins and, unusually, she played acoustic guitar, softly strummed and with open tuning. She played well enough and mostly sang traditional songs. It was only later her repertoire expanded but I never saw her sing any of her own songs in folk clubs.’


It is remarkable how village-like London was in the mid-sixties. Musicians from all fields became acquainted with one another and crossed over every genre – the mod-soul, R & B, folk, jazz and pop worlds all somehow coalesced in and around the West End’s four square miles. It was impossible for musicians not to fall over each other coming out of the Flamingo or the Marquee or the Mandrake. Just about anybody might turn up at Les Cousins. ‘I was there when Paul Simon got up,’ says future Fairport Convention founding member Ashley Hutchings. ‘He was top of the bill with Bert Jansch, Phil Ochs and Danny Kalb, who was in Blues Project. It was quite extraordinary who you could see on one night, one after the other, and Paul Simon got up on stage and said, “Before I start I just want to tell you that I’ve just had a phone call from America to say that Sounds of Silence has just gone number one” – and of course everyone clapped – and he added, “They put Fender guitars on it,” with a grimace on his face.’ Richard Thompson remembers apprehensively doing a floor spot there in pre-Fairport days: ‘It was terrifying and completely embarrassing.’


There were other clubs in the area: the Scots Hoose on Cambridge Circus, the Roundhouse on the corner of Wardour Street and Brewer Street, Bunjies on Litchfield Street, off Charing Cross Road, or the more traditional John Snow off Broadwick Street. Le Duce and the pioneering but short-lived Student Prince were both on D’Arblay Street. Despite the strong camaraderie in the scene, everyone was vying for gigs. John Renbourn remembers bumping into Sandy again after he was kicked out of Kingston Art School. He was washing up in a Soho pub called the Coach and Horses. ‘She had followed the migration into that world and she took me to the Pollo restaurant on the corner of Old Compton Street and bought me a really big plate of spaghetti, which, at that time, meant a hell of a lot.


‘Sandy used to take me along to a gay joint on D’Arblay Street where she used to sing and she’d smuggle me free drinks. There she was, a full-on red-blooded woman dressed in tight clothes, and all these guys were smooching and dancing together, oblivious to her looks. She couldn’t keep a straight face. She’d keep looking at me and bursting into laughter. She was so sweet-natured, had such a sunny disposition and a lovely laugh.’


‘She always seemed young to me,’ says Marc Brierley, ‘and she was terribly nervous about getting up to sing. She would tremble and her voice would shake till she settled into the first or second song. And she would drink a lot to calm those nerves. It was a strange compulsion, that she had to perform but [had] a fear of actually performing. It’s not unusual, but at times she was almost paralysed with fear.’


Brierley observes that ‘Sandy displayed a definite discomfort with her physicality’; he describes her as ‘a dumpy girl, in the nicest possible way’. John Renbourn, Dave Waite, Ralph McTell and Wizz Jones all use much of the same language of the day to describe Sandy’s appearance: she was ‘chubby’, ‘plump’ or ‘round’, and ‘touchy about her appearance’. Journalists would be equally unsympathetic and insensitive in the future.


‘She was self-conscious about her looks,’ says Linda Fitzgerald Moore, who was then working in the coffee bar at the Troubadour. ‘It’s fair to say all women can be insecure about their looks but Sandy actually had a great figure, she was very curvy; she had an hourglass figure that women in previous decades would have killed for. Her face was the first thing to get fat though, it was quite squareish, but her body was much thinner. She was very pretty but she wasn’t skinny. She had big tits. Unfortunately, you had to be stick thin in the sixties. And among folk singers you also had to have long, straight hair. That Marianne Faithfull, Mary Travers [of Peter, Paul and Mary], Cathy McGowan look.’


Although Sandy had let her hair grow, it was frizzy rather than falling geometrically and fashionably straight. ‘She used to come round to my place and I used to iron her hair between two sheets of brown paper,’ says Gordon Graham (aka Doon), who worked at Les Cousins. ‘Sandy never felt she looked right and that stayed with her,’ says Linda Thompson. ‘She was always trying to lose weight; we all took slimming pills then. All her friends were small sizes and I think she found it tough. It was hard to be around all those men, there wasn’t the equality and there certainly wasn’t today’s sense of correctness. She always made herself heard, she always stood up for herself, and I think she found that quite wearing.’


‘When I first met Sandy she would get fat and thin, fat and thin, fat and thin,’ says Philippa Clare. ‘When she was thin her demeanour would change. She would walk into a room in a different way. I remember a certain pair of jeans and when she used to get into that particular pair she would walk taller.’


‘The folk scene wasn’t exactly dressy,’ says Linda Thompson. ‘None of us made enough money to spend too much on clothes. Most of the boys only had the clothes they stood up in; they were all pretty scruffy in worn-out trousers, jeans, plain shirts and jumpers. There was still a bohemian hangover from the fifties where black was the colour. Sandy wore what we’d all wear: jeans and everyday tops, ribbed sweaters, pencil skirts and shortish dresses. The Mary Quant look that was coming in wasn’t out of place in folk clubs because it was designed to be functional, so straight tunic dresses and pinafore dresses were in. Nobody wore bright colours in folk clubs. Floral and fabric patterns came later with the hippies.’


‘It was a strange existence in folk clubs,’ says Brierley. ‘We all sat in the dark most of the time. At Cousins it was dark when you went down the stairs, darkly lit inside and still dark when you left. I don’t recall seeing Sandy or many of those people in daylight. And after the gig you went to somebody’s house or flat and sat in the dark getting stoned. The only light was the glow of cigarettes.’


Sandy would always remember that time in her life with great affection, responding to a question about her fondest memories by recalling ‘when everybody used to go down the Cousins when it was open all night and everyone would be on – Martin [Carthy] and Swarb, people like Alexis Korner would do an overnight thing and Bert Jansch and John Renbourn would be there, and the Watersons and Les Bridger. Davy Graham would do the all-nighters as well; those were really good days. John Martyn used to do it too, and Jackson Frank. There were so many visiting American people, Paul Simon, Mike Seeger, Tom Paxton.’


Neil Denny had heard Sandy sing ‘Away in a Manger’ at Cottenham Park Infant School and play in the orchestra at Coombe Girls’ School, but the first time he saw her in a ‘professional’ show was at Les Cousins in 1965, on a bill with Paul Simon. The supposedly fusty Denny seems to have been unperturbed by his eighteen-year-old daughter playing a seedy Soho dive down among the strip joints. ‘I met Paul Simon and Jackson Frank at Les Cousins,’ said Neil. ‘Jackson used to pick her up or bring her home in his Aston Martin, very polite chap. He was a bit of a wild card, a reasonable musician but nothing special. Paul Simon wrote very literate songs, I thought, but he was an insignificant little chap, wore a cap slightly to one side. He looked a bit scruffy but the last time Sandy saw him, he had his own aeroplane.’


There were few other female singers in Sandy’s circle in 1965, says John Renbourn. ‘If you went to the Singers Club, there were more female singers in that world. The pedigree folk singers were Isla Cameron, who was very upmarket, Jeannie Robertson and Peggy Seeger, who was in a world of her own, hugely influential but rather under the thumb of Ewan MacColl. The purist clubs were just sheer hell for someone like me or Bert. We didn’t do things their way, and nor did Sandy.’


Dave Waite recalls the stringent rules of the Singers Club and the former Ballad and Blues Club: ‘It was a bit like going into a church: you couldn’t go in while somebody was singing and God help you if you scraped a chair during a song. It was very belligerent and people would split hairs about whether something was a miners’ song or a steelworkers’ song. Somebody like me in a folk pop group like the Countrymen was regarded as a complete traitor.’


‘It was far cooler,’ said Trevor Lucas in 1989, ‘to say you’d “found” a song from a traditional source, than to actually write anything. History lent virtually anything some kind of credibility. And Sandy, from the time she’d worked the clubs, had always copped a lot of flak for writing her own songs, singing contemporary songs, and not (exclusively) singing traditional things.’


Sandy wasn’t entirely alone as a female singer on the more contemporary scene, however. Dorris Henderson was certainly creating a stir.† She was a charismatic black singer who played the autoharp and had arrived in London late in 1964. Like so many, she found her way first to the Troubadour, but she then got a regular spot at the Roundhouse, where she invited John Renbourn to be her accompanist. He describes her as ‘a hip, very modern woman who had heard it all before. She thought what we were all doing was so old-fashioned, whereas she was more like Nina Simone in her attitude.’


Streatham-born Jo Ann Kelly was another powerful voice, but she was making a name for herself as an expressive blues singer. Guitarist Wizz Jones, who had been busking his way round Europe and playing Soho clubs since the early 1960s, says she was the only other girl singer who could belt it out like Sandy. ‘Jo Ann was an unbelievable blues singer and different from anybody else around. She was inspired by Memphis Minnie but she out-Memphised Memphis Minnie. Jo Ann was a feisty woman, a bit like Sandy, not easy to handle.’


It was Anne Briggs who made the biggest impression on Sandy, as she did on anybody fortunate enough to see her. ‘It’s obvious that Sandy was influenced by Anne Briggs,’ says John Renbourn, ‘because Anne was by far the best.’


‘Sandy had such incredible soul,’ says Linda Thompson, ‘she could make you believe in what she was singing, even those endless traditional ballads, and nobody would get bored – she had the audience transfixed. Annie Briggs had the ability to do that too. We both looked up to her but she was like the wild woman of Borneo to me. She was intense as a singer. I never felt her and Sandy were that close, but nobody was close to Annie. She was a wild thing and could be very intimidating. But people said both those things about Sandy too.’


Anne Briggs’s uninhibited behaviour represented the spirit of folk’s new age. She had been singing publicly since 1962, aged just seventeen, and made her first appearance on record in 1963.‡ Briggs was very liberated for the times and Sandy appeared to follow her example. ‘People like me and Sandy emerged saying, “Right, we’re women, times are changing, we can go out and drink in pubs, we can travel around, we can do anything,”’ says Briggs. ‘And we did.’


How well they knew each other is hard to say, since Briggs was rarely in one place for very long. By the time Sandy was on the scene in 1965, Briggs was touring in company with the Watersons, or travelling across Ireland, spending time with her boyfriend, the traditional singer Johnny Moynihan, who later formed Sweeney’s Men. ‘It was hard not to be influenced watching Annie,’ said Bert Jansch, whose own guitar playing mirrored her singing for a while, according to John Renbourn. ‘Sandy admired her – not just as a singer but her attitude. They knew each other as well as anybody got to know Annie – whenever she turned up in London. The Cousins was as much a meeting place as a place to play. Everybody seemed to end up there, not just folk musicians. And people would just drop by at the flat John and I shared in Somali Road [in Cricklewood]. Annie might turn up and would usually stay in the flat downstairs with the Young Tradition.


‘Annie just came and went as she pleased. Sandy might have liked the romantic idea of being able to do that but Sandy always liked being part of whatever was going on around her too much. She liked to be among friends and she was a bag of nerves sometimes so she needed people she could rely upon. Annie was completely carefree.


‘Annie was pretty wild too so we hit it off, I was probably even wilder, and Sandy had that in her. Sandy was completely different though in the kind of songs she would perform. She sang some traditional songs, which she did really well, but she also sang songs by Jackson Frank and Dylan. Very few of the other girls played guitar; Sandy had a good technique but she was a bit too lazy to work at it. There weren’t a lot of the other girls who made any impression.’


Briggs was a bridge between the traditional world and the contemporary folk scene epitomised by Les Cousins. Around 1963 she had a loose relationship with Jansch, who was soon the new movement’s poster boy. Famously, Briggs taught Jansch ‘Blackwaterside’, which he then made his own on his classic 1965 debut album, simply titled Bert Jansch. Briggs and Jansch also wrote a handful of songs together – ‘The Time Has Come’, ‘Go Your Way My Love’ and ‘Wishing Well’ – although she didn’t record any of the songs herself until her albums in 1971 and 1973.§


More significant was Shirley Collins and Davy Graham’s monumental Folk Roots, New Routes, released in March 1964, a bold and fascinating, if at first unlikely, collaboration between the more correct Collins and the disorderly Graham. The recordings presented a fusion of folk with Graham’s inventive guitar interpretations that was years ahead of its time. ‘I used to follow Davy around,’ says John Renbourn. ‘Along with Bert and Martin Carthy they were the ones everybody looked to. Folk Roots, New Routes had a huge impact on all of us. It showed that nothing was sacrosanct.’


Shirley Collins had first arrived in London in the 1950s, when the folk scene was just opening up. She was grounded in folk as a result of her family background and from listening to recordings made in the 1950s through Peter Kennedy in Britain and Alan Lomax in the USA. ‘It never left me,’ she says, ‘and that was always the music I wanted to perform. I was aware of Sandy just as I was aware of Anne Briggs but I hardly knew either of them. People think because we were all singers we were in each other’s pockets all the time. I was twelve years older than Sandy and I had family responsibilities so I didn’t hang around after gigs. I’d always had my kids to get home to and I never really drank. I don’t mean to sound like a goody two-shoes but I just wasn’t into it.’


If Briggs was a bridge between the traditional milieu and the Cousins crowd, Jansch’s and Renbourn’s downstairs neighbours were the London folk underground’s equivalent of the revered Hull-based Watersons. The Young Tradition helped introduce the traditional repertoire to an audience more used to guitar folk than unaccompanied singing. The flamboyantly dressed trio offered a completely unplugged precursor to Fairport’s Liege & Lief.


For a time, the Young Tradition’s Heather Wood was another kindred spirit to Sandy. She arrived in London towards the end of 1964 and met singers Royston Wood and Peter Bellamy at folk wheeler-dealer Bruce Dunnet’s Soho club The Young Tradition – hence the group’s chosen name. ‘I fell into a folk club and fell madly in love with Bert Jansch,’ says Wood. ‘Floor singers got in for free, so I learnt a couple of Joan Baez songs. Once I met Royston and Pete, I got hooked on traditional music. Pete and Royston were singing Copper Family songs together and those harmonies left a lot of room for me to play around the edges.


‘We were a bunch of heads that happened to be into traditional folk music. We sang what we wanted to sing and we listened to everything, including rock ’n’ roll and blues. Royston was into classical music, Peter discovered Bulgarian music, I’d listened to the Everly Brothers. So all of that influenced what we were doing and our attitude to music. And that’s how Sandy was, open to everything.


‘We weren’t on any sort of mission to preserve folk music, nor was Sandy. We were all into free beer and getting laid. We were all stoned out of our gourds. We were singing those old songs because we loved them, not keeping anything alive for future generations. This was fun above all. Sandy was no different. She did what she pleased. She had a gorgeous voice, and knew how to use it.’


The Young Tradition’s downstairs flat at Somali Road became a drop-in centre, with the key tied to a string through the letter box, where out-of-towners just drifted through, including visiting Americans like Spider John Koerner, Stefan Grossman and Jackson C. Frank, who was another to befriend them. ‘When Jackson gave us a copy of his album,’ says Heather Wood, ‘he inscribed it “To the Young Tradition – the in of the out”.’


When Sandy was finding herself as a musician and singer, she was most strongly drawn to Frank. ‘I think that my first songwriting influences came from somebody called Jackson Frank,’ she said in 1972. ‘He’s an American bloke who made one album over here just called Jackson C. Frank. Paul Simon produced it. I really loved the way he wrote, and he has probably had more effect on me than anyone. I can still hear his influences in my songwriting now.’


Jackson C. Frank was born in Buffalo, New York, in 1943. At the age of eleven he was badly injured in a fire at his school in which eighteen children died. Classmates saved his life by using snow to put out the flames on his back, but he suffered more than fifty per cent burns. While he was in hospital a teacher brought him an acoustic guitar as a new interest during his months of recovery.


Frank later became a regular on the Buffalo area’s coffeehouse scene, notably at a club called the Limelight, where he became friends with future Steppenwolf lead singer John Kay. Both were heavily into blues music. ‘He was bloodied but unbowed, that was Jackson,’ says Kay. ‘You took one look at him and knew something had happened to him physically, because of the scar tissue on part of his face and his arm. He must have gone through hell with the numerous procedures after the fire but his attitude was, “Dammit, despite all that’s visible, I’m going to do something that sets me apart from the also-rans.”’


When Frank reached twenty-one he became eligible for $100,000 insurance money as settlement from the fire. ‘At the time it was a small fortune,’ says Kay. ‘We went to Toronto and he went right out and bought a Jaguar XKE convertible straight from the showroom.’ A year later in 1965, he travelled to England to acquire further cars, specifically an Aston Martin (he also bought a Bentley and a Land Rover during his year in London). He had read in Esquire magazine that London was the place to buy cool cars. Frank brought his guitar along, but it was only on board the Queen Elizabeth on the voyage over that he began writing songs, including his particular calling card, ‘Blues Run the Game’.¶


In London Frank was soon drawn into playing folk clubs and made an immediate impact. Through social worker and folk-scene mother hen Judith Pieppe he was introduced to Paul Simon** and Art Garfunkel, who were living at her house on Dellow Street, off Cable Street in east London. In the room next to Simon was Al Stewart, an ex-beat-group guitarist newly arrived from the south coast of England. Frank also became a tenant there.


In a rare interview in 1997, Frank talked about how he first came across Sandy at Bunjies folk club in London: ‘She was a nurse at the time, and she had been going around singing. When I met her she was just telling little jokes, and she was singing on stage once in a while. She had a fantastic voice – I mean, I couldn’t believe how lucky I was to run into somebody who was starting that way. She used to make me laugh. God, I would laugh my head off at the things she came up with. I’d never met anybody who had such a voice, such a sparkling personality; she was always a lady.’
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The two of them soon got to know each other better, and would both play at the Kingston Barge and at Soho night spots. ‘Jackson Frank was an absolute character,’ recalls Dave Waite. ‘He impressed a lot of people at the Barge. It was a fire risk and when he played there he would have to come up on deck for air after every three or four songs – given what had happened to him in the fire when he was a kid.’


Frank’s album, released in 1965 and simply titled Jackson C. Frank, was paid for and produced by Paul Simon as one of his rare outside projects, and it was through Simon that Frank landed a deal with Columbia. Although he was a compelling, commanding performer in clubs, during the studio sessions the uneasy Frank insisted on being surrounded by screens so those present couldn’t see him. Alongside Simon in the CBS studio on New Bond Street were housemate Art Garfunkel, who acted as a runner and teaboy, and Al Stewart, who played guitar on one of the tracks.††


Although it’s usually said that Sandy attended the album sessions and made her recording debut playing the tambourine on one track, Stewart says she was only there when Frank later recorded a single version of ‘Blues Run the Game’. ‘She was at the session where a different version was cut which has a different guitar part. There is a tambourine on the flip side [‘Can’t Get Away from My Love’] and I know because I was the one who played it.’


Although it was only ‘Blues Run the Game’ which caught on, there is no denying the strength of Frank’s writing and the raw intensity of what was to be his sole album. His perceptive, open lyricism and a strong sense of melody are clear on its best tracks, ‘My Name Is Carnival’, ‘Dialogue’ and the more playful ‘Just Like Anything’, as well as ‘Milk and Honey’ and ‘You Never Wanted Me’, his other most covered songs. Sandy sang the latter two throughout her folk career, always delivering ‘You Never Wanted Me’ with particular passion.


‘Jackson was an amazing person,’ says Heather Wood. ‘He was heavily scarred and often in pain. One day he just said to me, “I can’t bend down to cut my toenails, so I just let them grow long and then kick walls.” And it stuck with me. He and Sandy got together after some gig. He was staying with Judith Pieppe. She assumed they were lovers and put them in the same bed. That’s how I heard it. Being around him, something of his approach to writing songs must have rubbed off on her. He was a powerful presence and a great songwriter.’


Frank himself said: ‘When I first met Sandy Denny she was a little insecure and somewhat shy. Sandy was working as a nurse and she was just starting out on the folk scene. She was learning the ropes about performing in front of an audience and she was building up her songs. She slowly built up confidence and expanded her material. She became my girlfriend and I got her to quit the nursing profession and stick to music full time.‡‡ I remember Sandy trying out her new songs for me, like “Who Knows Where the Time Goes?” and “Fotheringay”, and I saw right away that she had tremendous potential.’


Al Stewart remembers first meeting Sandy, who was dressed in her nurse’s uniform, in the kitchen at Judith Pieppe’s house. ‘It was clear to anyone that here was one of the great voices,’ says Stewart. ‘The first thing I heard her sing was Dylan’s “The Ballad of Hollis Brown”. I had no idea she could sing and play the guitar and I remember saying, “That sounds pretty damn good, you should be playing in clubs.” And she said, “I can’t do that because Jackson doesn’t like me to sing.” He was a little stern and didn’t want his girlfriend going out and performing in public. Jackson definitely didn’t approve. He was pretty possessive. I think he managed to pin Sandy down in many ways and she was always a lot more bubbly when Jackson wasn’t around. It was an incredible situation in that house because you had Paul and Art and Jackson and occasionally Sandy all there and playing songs. That’s some class of ’65.


‘At one point Jackson and I were thinking of producing a single for Sandy; we were going to do Paul’s “A Most Peculiar Man”, with jangly guitars, Byrds-style. “The Sound of Silence” had just taken off. We thought it would be a great idea to do a Sandy Denny record of one of Paul’s songs but it never happened.


‘[Jackson] would chauffeur Sandy around – she loved the Aston Martin. He’d pick her up from the hospital or drive her back to Wimbledon, he would chauffeur everyone around. Judith had a theory that he was trying to get rid of the insurance money as quickly as possible; he felt it was blood money. He was spending like it was no tomorrow – mostly cars, guitars and good clothes. He ended up broke.’


Stewart remembers there being ‘something a little competitive between Bert Jansch and Frank’ – including a rivalry over Sandy’s affections. ‘Jackson is one of the great songwriters,’ said Jansch, ‘who pointed the way for all would-be singer-songwriters, including me when I was just starting to put words to my guitar tunes. He was a good example to follow because he wrote about how he felt about life and that made it easier for the rest of us to write songs. He made it look simpler than we had thought because we could all now just write from our own personal experience. When his album came out, everyone took note. For a time, he had as much influence on the English folk scene as Bob Dylan, or anyone else, and his album influenced half the folk world at the time.’


‘She’d say that Jackson was a bit mean to her,’ says Richard Thompson, ‘and that he could be moody and I’m not sure it was an entirely happy relationship. He was intense and Sandy was sensitive so it would have been an emotional powder keg, but he was a creative person and it would have been a kind of apprenticeship to be around him as a writer and that circle. And she was absolutely influenced by Bob Dylan and it’s not insignificant that when she was involved with Jackson, Dylan was making or had made that transition from writing topical material to deeply personal, more poetic, often quite barbed songs like “Positively Fourth Street”, which she liked a lot. Sandy was sensitive but was also very intuitive and she learnt quickly – she had to in those circumstances.’


Philippa Clare describes Frank’s relationship with Sandy as slightly bumpy. ‘He had the same sort of feeling around him as Van Morrison, a similar aura, large, truculent. The pull for Sandy with Jackson was that he was vulnerable. Bert always looked like he needed looking after, but Jackson was more troubled and they were definitely vying for Sandy’s affections, and they both succeeded eventually. Jackson was a very angry man, understandably, because of his disfigurement. And for Sandy, number one, he was burnt so she could feel enough of his pain. He was much older too, and quite a free spirit – that appealed to her.’


Linda Thompson felt much the same about their knife-edge relationship. ‘He was another one thundering down the chemical highway. She would stay at the house with him and Paul Simon. A lot of people kept their distance. He was difficult, or could be, and he was another who took a lot of drugs and drank a lot. He had a real presence on stage but he could be quite forbidding off stage. Jackson had a vulnerability that would have appealed to Sandy and they were both self-destructive people. They both took it to the limit and then thought, “Let’s go a little bit further.” They were just like that. I think it’s very brave, others would say foolhardy, but they were up for anything. Sandy was like that even then.’


In the summer of 1966 Frank went home to Buffalo but his album had made no impact whatsoever in America. When he returned to London in 1968, though, he seemed to pick up where he had left off, and a new wave of songwriters were now singing his praises. He played many of the same clubs, including Bunjies and Les Cousins. He appeared at the Festival of Contemporary Song at London’s Royal Festival Hall, as did his old girlfriend, now in Fairport Convention, and Al Stewart and Joni Mitchell, after which they all – with the exception of Mitchell – toured Birmingham, Liverpool and Newcastle under the name Folk and Contemporary Songs. ‘I have been away from the business now for three years,’ Frank wrote in the programme notes, ‘and have during that time justified my existence by simply existing.’


It’s a chilling description that might just as easily apply to the rest of his life. Frank went back to America again in early 1969,§§ threatened with deportation from Britain, and from then on tragedy continued to follow him around. In the 1970s he married Elaine Sedgwick, an English ex-model, but after their baby son died of cystic fibrosis and their marriage failed, Frank suffered a mental breakdown. During much of the 1980s he was homeless and spent periods in hospital after a diagnosis of paranoid schizophrenia.


‘In America he made no impression whatsoever in his lifetime,’ says Tom Paxton, who had first met him in England in 1965. ‘The last time I saw him, just before his death, he was in terrible condition, drunk and minus an eye.’ Jackson Frank died in March 1999, having been unable to revive his career despite another new wave of recognition.




*





1965 was the year that folk went pop in Britain. The Byrds had a number one with ‘Mr Tambourine Man’ and Dylan, once the young messiah of topical folk, had famously plugged in, scoring five major UK pop hits that year, including ‘Subterranean Homesick Blues’, ‘Like a Rolling Stone’ and ‘Positively Fourth Street’. Paul Simon had ended 1965 with a US number one hit, ‘The Sound of Silence’.¶¶ British artists as disparate as Donovan, Marianne Faithfull, the Silkie, even the Searchers – all folk to some degree – graced the charts and the Animals had already taken the traditional ‘House of the Rising Sun’ to number one on both sides of the Atlantic.


For somebody like Sandy, with her openness towards different types of music – Buddy Holly, the Everly Brothers, jazz standards and classical music – folk was no longer an un-hip, slightly quaint genre that was perceived as a little strait-laced and more often than not ridiculed. Even the Beatles displayed noticeable folk credentials, which were particularly evident by the time of A Hard Day’s Night.


Stewart thinks it was only after Jackson Frank left Britain in 1966 that Sandy started to come into her own; that, however much he was an inspirational figure, their relationship did little for her confidence. Once departed, he no longer cast a shadow over her. Frank’s leaving also coincided with Sandy completing her first year at Kingston Art School.


Sandy had begun attending Kingston on 25 September 1965 and, at the same time, had given up the South Kensington flatshare, moving back to Worple Road with her parents. If she needed any encouragement that her singing career was developing, barely a month later she was able to read her first listing in Melody Maker. Her name appeared on a bill with Jackson C. Frank at Le Duce on 27 October 1965. Moving from uncredited floor spots to having her name listed was an indication that Sandy was now on her way and she probably already knew she wouldn’t return to Kingston for a second year.


Sandy had won a further-education award and a reasonable grant of £194 a year to undertake the Pre-Diploma course at Kingston, which involved a mixture of fine art, painting and sculpture. ‘Sandy wasn’t really socially involved in the school,’ says fellow student David Laskey, ‘although she occasionally gave recitals there in the lecture room, playing guitar and singing.’ Other former students remember her occasional performances as a little more impromptu, jumping up on the table in the canteen and singing a cappella.


‘It was throughout my year at college that [my career] just developed,’ Sandy later told the BBC World Service’s Clive Jordan. ‘I started doing gigs around the country and then it got to be a little bit too much, going to college and doing gigs and turning up late and having people congratulate me for coming in at two o’clock in the afternoon, so I decided that rather than waste everybody else’s time, I’d get out and do it.’ After completing the Pre-Diploma course, Sandy told her parents that she wanted to leave Kingston. Neil Denny’s account probably reflects her version of events. ‘At the end of her first year she was doing quite well in the music business and the school said, “If you want to try making a go of music, do so, and if you don’t like it we’ll take you back.”’


One of the first people Sandy had met at Kingston was Gina Glaser, who became a close friend over the next few years. Glaser was one of the resident artist’s models at Kingston Art School, eight years older than Sandy, and an accomplished singer herself who had arrived in London in 1958 with an intriguing history in the American folk revival of the fifties.


‘Gina was a great singer, with a naturally good voice,’ says John Renbourn, who had also met Glaser when he went to Kingston, ‘but she never pushed herself to do anything and never recorded commercially. She was really beautiful and she played a bit of guitar, banjo and dulcimer and had been friendly with Paul Clayton. She knew people like banjo player Derroll Adams and Ramblin’ Jack Elliott, and her father was a folk organiser. Dave Van Ronk talks about her in his book The Mayor of MacDougal Street. She was part of the early folk movement before Dylan arrived in New York.


‘Gina took Sandy under her wing and Sandy absorbed a lot from Gina, who helped Sandy transform herself from being the girl in the pub singing Joan Baez songs to singing beautiful old songs and phrasing more like Gina. Gina was also a stabilising influence on Sandy; she helped her through the various chaotic stages of her domestic life.’


Glaser had come to London having heard there was work in the folk clubs for American singers. ‘Jack Elliott told me the clubs didn’t pay much but I found if you got three or four bookings a week that wasn’t bad,’ she says. ‘I sang mostly in London, often at the Singers Club, but there were other less rigid folk clubs around Richmond, Putney and Kingston where I ended up living. Aside from maternity leave I was at Kingston Art School throughout the sixties. I met Eric Clapton*** at Kingston in 1961, John Renbourn a couple of years later, and met Sandy when I went back there in 1965 after my daughter was born.’


Glaser had no idea Sandy had done floor spots in folk clubs when she invited her to her house for dinner: ‘My guitar was there and she just picked it up and started singing, and I was fixated. There were a lot of young women who said they could sing, and I’d go, “Yeah, yeah, yeah.” The first song I heard Sandy sing was something by Bob Dylan and I was almost floored. I couldn’t believe the power in her voice.’


Glaser says Sandy was definitely interested in finding out more about traditional songs, although places like the Singers Club were not for her. Encouraged by Glaser, she did learn some American folk songs and the two of them would go along to the library at


Cecil Sharp House. Sandy had also been introduced to respected folk scholar and singer A. L. (Bert) Lloyd, who was renowned for encouraging younger singers; she asked him to recommend songs to her. She must have mentioned ‘The Handsome Cabin Boy’ in particular; he sent her the music and typed words in August 1966, adding, ‘I’ve been thinking about other songs but I need to hear you a bit more before I know for sure what suits you.’ Four months later he sent her the lyrics to ‘Sovay’, with a note saying that Martin Carthy had recorded it on his first album and that Lloyd’s daughter thought Sovay was ‘the kinkiest girl in folk song’.
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Letter from A. L. Lloyd








‘We talked about phrasing and technique,’ says Glaser, ‘which to me is the most important thing about singing. Even if your voice is shot, it doesn’t matter as long as your phrasing is good – like many old jazz singers. She was listening to Joan Baez a lot when we first met and Sandy used to screech a little when she sang; I remember explaining how she could counter that.’


Joan Baez had made a remarkable impact in Britain and enjoyed unexpected commercial success with a repertoire of American and British traditional folk songs, including many of the ballads collected by Francis Child. Together with defiant protest anthems, notably her stirring ‘We Shall Overcome’, these made her a figurehead in Europe and America.†††


Sandy never mentioned her specifically in interviews, but Baez was very much the role model for female wannabe folk singers with nothing but three chords and long hair to distinguish them. ‘I bought the first Joan Baez album,’ says Shelagh McDonald. ‘We all did. For that first wave of young folk singers who were drawn to traditional folk it was usually through hearing Joan Baez records. Even Marianne Faithfull discovered folk music through her.’ When she was interviewed soon after ‘As Tears Go By’ reached the Top Ten in August 1964, Faithfull told Record Mirror: ‘Some critics have called it folksy. Well I’m a folk fanatic. People like Joan Baez impress me – and I could never sing in the same class as her.’‡‡‡


Gina Glaser says that while she may have helped Sandy eradicate that Joan Baez-style shrill top end to her voice, she doesn’t want to exaggerate her part in shaping Sandy’s career. ‘Sandy used to tell people that I influenced her but I think it was more that I encouraged her, especially fostering her interest in traditional songs because that’s what I used to sing. And I would encourage her not just to sing traditional songs but to know about them and their origins. She heard me sing “The Water Is Wide” and “Make Me a Pallet on Your Floor”, both of which she would sing.


‘When Sandy first came to Kingston Art School, most of her experience had been at open mic nights. She was pretty raw but Sandy knew she was better than the others who got up from the floor. She knew she was good, and at home she would record herself and would listen back, and however natural a singer she was, she worked hard to develop her singing. She wanted to improve her phrasing and build up the strength in her voice. She was in secure on many different levels but never about her music, at least not then.’


Glaser thinks the new popularity of folk among people of her own age only strengthened Sandy’s desire to pursue music. ‘Cousins was the club she loved the most,’ she says. ‘It was hip and she felt at home there. She was becoming more ambitious – to be famous, to be successful, as well as to be good. She saw that Joan Baez or Judy Collins or Buffy Sainte-Marie were young when they first became successful and she wanted that. She liked the way Buffy Sainte-Marie would attack a song with such power in her voice. “I could be like them,” she’d say, “why not me?” Anne Briggs was brilliant and there was nothing stuffy and conventional about Annie. Sandy knew her a little and had seen her sing, so she knew first-hand how hard she had to work at her singing and technique to be as good as Annie.


‘I was not surprised when Sandy gave up art and left Kingston. They all gave it up – John Renbourn didn’t stay the whole course, Eric Clapton certainly didn’t. There were plenty who stuck around, got their degrees and who would end up teaching, but that’s not what Sandy wanted at all. It was a stepping stone to growing up. She enjoyed her time at Kingston. She was good too, her drawings were lovely. Kingston was a very competitive school and she would never have got in without definite skills. She liked sculpture but her thrust was always music; art soon became secondary to her.’


When Sandy left Kingston in the summer of 1966, she wasn’t yet the complete package; her voice more than anything was what set her apart from other girl singers, at least to begin with. That’s what turned so many heads. ‘They had all listened to the Joan Baez songbook,’ says Al Stewart, ‘and there were a lot of wannabe Julie Felixes§§§ around too. They were pretty interchangeable but Sandy’s scan was quite unique, she was deliberately hanging behind the beat all the time, which was very emotive, it was like watching somebody balancing on a cliff edge and I kept thinking she would fall off. Her voice always took you straight there into the heart of the song.’ Duffy Power,¶¶¶ one of the best and most


underrated singers of the 1960s, also marvelled at Sandy’s capacity to inhabit a song, recalling that whenever he saw her at Les Cousins ‘she always sang “Make Me a Pallet on Your Floor” so convincingly that I thought she was homeless’.


If it was Sandy’s voice that distinguished her from the pack, Al Stewart knew that she was also discreetly writing songs. ‘None of the other girls were doing that, and she had no examples to follow other than men – but she was around Jackson, she was around Paul Simon and Bert Jansch, and she heard the songs they were writing first-hand. That’s a special situation to be in and if only by example, it demystified the process. I always felt Sandy was quite shy and very insecure, and that fed into her songs. Even her early songs were very intense, very reflective.’


When Sandy declared she was writing songs it was something that shocked even her close friend Linda Thompson. ‘I remember her telling me, and I thought, “How is that going to work, how is that even possible?” She had big goals, not even dreams, she believed she could do these things and worked very hard to get there. The early songs aren’t knock-offs of Jackson but they are in that declamatory style that he used and the clawhammer guitar was very Jackson, and then she eclipsed him too.’


Sandy most likely began writing songs in 1965. Her father says she enjoyed poetry and before she wrote songs she would make up rhymes. ‘She always read a great deal and had a very good command of the English language. She used to disappear into her room when she was writing,’ said Neil. ‘She was very secretive.’ That would never change; Sandy always shut herself away to write and would only play her songs to others when she felt confident they were good enough.


Her cousin Hilary witnessed the more self-absorbed side of Sandy when she came to stay with her aunt at Llangrannog during the summer of 1965, before going off to college. ‘Sandy was quieter and more serious,’ Hilary told Pamela Winters. ‘Her mother warned me, “Go away – Sandy’s writing.” She said she was writing songs; from my point of view it was very annoying because we were sharing a room.’


‘Whenever I sing “The Sea”,’ reminisced Sandy in 1970, ‘I think about a particular beach in Wales where I sat late at night, rather sad, a long time ago when I was about eighteen. It was almost like watching Cinerama as the sun went down.’


Sandy’s home demos offer the first insight into her early efforts at songwriting and her influences. There are three reels of demos from 1966 which contain fourteen songs, including the earliest version of her best-known song, ‘Who Knows Where the Time Goes?’. She also taped covers of Bert Jansch’s ‘Soho’, Jackson C. Frank’s ‘Blues Run the Game’ and ‘Milk and Honey’, and a charismatic version of Dylan’s ‘It Ain’t Me Babe’, as well as four traditional songs. The remainder are original songs, two of which – ‘The Tender Years’ and ‘Carnival’ – are melancholic, a hallmark of her writing to come.


‘The Tender Years’ drew on an incident at primary school and how she ‘never dreamt that we would grow old’. ‘There was a boy at Old Central who hurt his knee on the Friday, got blood poisoning and was dead by the Monday,’ said Neil Denny. ‘She wrote this sad little song for him. So it was a memory that stayed with her. It just indicates what sort of girl she was. It tells the story of this little boy and “the only years he was to know” before he was taken away. It was quite a moving little song.’


The second batch of Sandy’s home demos, recorded between January and March 1967, follows the same pattern, with a mixture of traditional songs, including an early ‘She Moves through the Fair’ and Anne Briggs’s ‘The Time Has Come’ and ‘Go Your Way My Love’. The five originals are a second version of ‘Who Knows Where the Time Goes?’, ‘Fotheringay’, the confident, bluesy ‘Gerrard Street’ and the rather more forgettable ‘The Setting of the Sun’ and ‘They Don’t Seem to Know You’.


If Sandy wrote any other songs in this period she never left any evidence behind, although Al Stewart recalls her singing a song called ‘There’s a Red Light in Your Eyes’ (written with Wendy Hamilton, another singer). ‘I don’t think anybody else has ever heard it and it was a great song and I think she only sang it once at Le Duce, which was pretty much empty at the time. “There’s a red light in your eyes but in your heart it’s a different tale” is how it started, and it stuck in my mind.’


‘Boxful of Treasures’, another of Sandy’s original songs from the 1966 demos, was set to the tune she would later give to ‘Fotheringay’, abandoning the original lyrical theme of a doomed relationship for the poignant historical setting of the imprisonment of Mary Queen of Scots. Geoff Clark recalls meeting Sandy for the last time during the summer of 1966. ‘She’d just got back from a trip to Fotheringay Castle and was full of what a splendid day she’d had, and I think I was the only person there who knew it was where Mary Queen of Scots had been held as a prisoner. We did the Tudors at Old Central, so maybe the seed was sown then. The Elizabeth/Mary complexities and the denouement made a great story.’ Sandy would turn them into one of her best early songs; her personal archive includes a guidebook from Fotheringay Castle and a booklet about Mary Queen of Scots, with the now familiar lyrics written inside. ‘“Fotheringay” came out of my interest in Mary Queen of Scots,’ she explained many years later. ‘I was fascinated by what it must have been like to spend all those years as a prisoner like Rapunzel or the Lady of Shalott. I’ve always been fascinated by the history of Scotland. I am naturally drawn to tragic heroines.’


Aside from ‘Fotheringay’, it was ‘Who Knows Where the Time Goes?’ which marked Sandy’s breakthrough as a songwriter. Whatever or whoever inspired Sandy to write it is still shrouded in mystery; it was originally titled ‘The Ballad of Time’ in one of her notebooks. Its lyrical themes – the passage of time, the turning of the seasons and ‘sad deserted shores’ – would recur throughout her work. The 1966 demo, while lyrically the same, is marred by in elegant guitar work that’s too indebted to Jackson Frank’s style. By the time she taped the second demo, Sandy had streamlined the arrangement, adding the melodic intro. It was now recognisably a Sandy Denny song.




* Paul McNeill was a traditional singer who recorded a couple of singles with Linda Peters as Paul and Linda. The first, in 1968, was a cover of Dylan’s ‘You Ain’t Going Nowhere’. He recorded two albums for Decca in 1965 and 1966; the second of these, Traditionally at the Troubadour, features Trevor Lucas on twelve-string guitar. McNeill was also a guest performer on Alex Campbell and His Friends (1967).


† The daughter of a clergyman and the granddaughter of a pure Blackfoot Indian, Dorris Henderson was born in Lakeland, Florida, but raised in Los Angeles, where seeing the folk-blues singer Odetta perform one night at the Ash Grove changed her life. A jazz singer initially, she was dubbed ‘Lady Dorris’ by Lord Buckley before she set off for London via Greenwich Village. Henderson recorded two albums with Renbourn accompanying her, There You Go (1966) and Watch the Stars (1967). Remarkably, she released just one further album, Here I Go Again in 2003.
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