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ABOUT THIS BOOK





What’s included?


Not everything, that’s for certain. Nobody has, because nobody could, ever catalogue every Glam record released in the UK between 1970 and 1975, simply because nobody can ever agree on what a Glam record is. Websites such as Robin Wills’ redoubtable http://purepop1.uk/blogspot and the leviathan http://www.45cat.com both serve up startling overviews of the sheer wealth of material being thrown into the marketplace during this period and it is for readers and collectors alone to decide what is and isn’t Glam.


Or bubblegum, or pub rock, or belated psych-pop, or proto-punk, or any of the myriad other genres we now declare were burgeoning then. And which will also have slipped into these pages.


I certainly make no distinction between what might be called ‘High’ Glam (Bowie, Cockney Rebel, the Doctors of Madness, Be Bop Deluxe etc) and ‘Low’ Glam (Slade, Chinnichap, the Glitters etc…with Marc Bolan walking the thin line between the two). Rather, I agree with Virginia Scott, Mellotron Queen of Beggars Opera (yes, they’re in here too) when she told me, ‘Glam Rock was fashion. I am not so sure that what is now called glam was any different from a lot of the progressive rock at the time except that the songs were shorter/more accessible and ultimately more banal and Dadaistic.’


It is, she reminds us, simply ‘a question of stylistic tectonics’ whose plates were noisily siding into punk.


Instead, Glam Rock: The Definitive Chronology attempts to delineate the widest boundaries within which Glam could be found, both musically, visually and, for readers of a certain age, culturally. Several of the groups and many of the records referenced here really can’t be described as ‘true’ Glam Rock. Some of the artists themselves would furiously deny any association whatsoever with the genre. But they are guilty by association, chronologically caged within a genre that may not have been of their own making, but which allowed them to make something of themselves all the same.


The layout of the book is simple. It can be used as a straightforward A-Z: go to the index at the front of the book, find the band you wish to look up and then follow the month-by-month references from there. It can be left in the bathroom, to be randomly dipped in and out of as and when nature calls.


Or, and this would be my preference, you could start at the beginning, read through to the end and emerge with an understanding of the era not as a piece of ancient pop history, littered with theories, condemnations and thoughts; not as an encyclopaedia in which every band has its own nice, neat entry but as it actually unfurled, with bands reacting to one another’s releases, with flops and follow-ups falling into place in the context of the other acts they were all competing against.


Read it like that, and it’s one helluva story.


At the end of each month, additional listings are compiled under the titles On The Radio, On The Box and On The Shelves. The first notes ‘live’ radio sessions recorded by the bands in the book for and broadcast by the BBC, the second notes their television appearances broadcast during that month and the third is concerned with other record releases of interest. These listings are not inclusive or complete; other artists played sessions, other artists appeared on the listed shows and other artists released records. But they weren’t Glam.


Another point to bear in mind is that this book is only concerned with British Glam in Britain. There was a wealth of bands springing up on the continent and beyond, usually in response to the UK example and another entire book could be devoted to their activities and histories. Likewise the United States, where Glam scenes flourished in both the New York and Los Angeles undergrounds and burbled elsewhere too.


Of course, these restrictions are abandoned when it suits me, but that in turn requires the band in question to have made some sort of impact on British shores – Jobriath being advertised on the back of a London bus, the New York Dolls on the Old Grey Whistle Test, Arrows’ Alan Merrill trailing Japanese stardom and so on.


For the most part, though, I refer you back to that immortal Times headline from 1909 (or so). ‘Fog in channel, continent cut off.’


I hope that you have as much fun reading this book as I did writing it and, maybe, if we all wish real hard, the last 40 or so years will roll back right now and we can relive it.


Are you ready, Steve?

















THE GLAM ROCK A-Z





Contents


Dates below band names correspond to entries in the main text.




A RAINCOAT


April 1975


August 1975




 





ABACUS


April 1974




 





ALICE COOPER


April 1971


June 1971


December 1971


January 1972


July 1972


October 1972


February 1973


March 1973


January 1974


September 1974




 





ALVIN’S HEARTBEATS


February 1975


See also ALVIN STARDUST




 





AMERICAN JAM BAND


November 1972


August 1973




 





ANGEL


May 1974


October 1974


See also SWEET




 





ANT


March 1974




 





AQUAVITAE


May 1973




 





ARNOLD CORNS


June 1971


November 1971


See also DAVID BOWIE




 





ARROWS


April 1974


June 1974


August 1974


January 1975


March 1975


April 1975


September 1975


See also ALAN MERRILL,


GODZILLA & YELLOW GYPSY,


STREAK, VODKA COLLINS




 





ASTRONETTES


December 1973


See also DAVID BOWIE




 





BAY CITY ROLLERS


September 1971


March 1972


September 1972


July 1973


January 1974


February 1974


April 1974


July 1974


October 1974


March 1975


April 1975


July 1975


September 1975


November 1975


December 1975


See also SHANG-A-LANG




 





BE BOP DELUXE


January 1973


May 1974


June 1974


August 1974


February 1975


May 1975


June 1975




 





BEARDED LADY


February 1974


November 1975




 





BEGGARS OPERA


November 1973


April 1974


June 1975




 





BIBA


May 1971


See also NEW YORK DOLLS




 





BIG CARROT


August 1973


See also MARC BOLAN




 





BIG SECRET


August 1973




 





BIG WHEEL


May 1973




 





BIGGLES


September 1972


See also HEAVY METAL KIDS




 





BIGLET, EDWINA


April 1972




 





BILBO BAGGINS


May 1974


November 1974


April 1975




 





BLACKBURN, TONY


August 1971


See also SWEET, TOP OF THE


POPS (TV)




 





BLACKFOOT SUE


June 1972


November 1972


April 1973


September 1973


February 1974


September 1974




 





BLUE, BARRY


February 1973


November 1973


March 1974


April 1974


August 1974


September 1974


March 1975


August 1975


November 1975


See also LYNSEY DE PAUL,


STARBUCK, RUBETTES, WINSTON




 





BOLAN, MARC


March 1970


October 1970


December 1970


March 1971


May 1971


July 1971


September 1971


November 1971


January 1972


March 1972


May 1972


July 1972


September 1972


November 1972


December 1972


March 1973


June 1973


November 1973


February 1974


March 1974


June 1974


July 1974


November 1974


February 1975


July 1975


October 1975


November 1975


See also BIG CARROT, DAVID


BOWIE, DIB COCHRAN & THE


EARWIGS




 





BOWIE, ANGELA


See also DAVID BOWIE




 





BOWIE, DAVID


March 1970


June 1970


January 1971


May 1971


July 1971


August 1971


December 1971


January 1972


April 1972


June 1972


July 1972


September 1972


October 1972


November 1972


April 1973


June 1973


July 1973


August 1973


September 1973


October 1973


December 1973


February 1974


April 1974


June 1974


August 1974


October 1974


March 1975


October 1975


See also CHERRY VANILLA, DANA


GILLESPIE, IGGY POP, LOU REED,


LULU, MOTT THE HOOPLE, PORK,


MICK RONSON, SPIDERS FROM


MARS, WAYNE COUNTY




 





BRENDON


September 1974




 





BROUGH, AYSHEA


November 1970


December 1970


April 1972


June 1972


November 1972


April 1973


October 1974


October 1975




 





BROWN, ARTHUR


May 1975




 





BUBBLES


July 75




 





BULLFROG


June 1974




 





BUNK DOGGER


October 1974




 





BURNT OAK


See also MR BIG




 





BUSTER


February 1974




 





BYGRAVES, ANTHONY


January 1975




 





CABARET


September 1972




 





CAPTAIN SKIDLID


March 1972




 





CARMEN


October 1973


November 1973


July 1974


September 1974




 





CASSIDY, DAVID


February 1971


May 1974


March 1975


See also, MICK RONSON,


PARTRIDGE FAMILY




 





CHAS CHANDLER


See also SLADE




 





CHICORY TIP


September 1971


January 1972


May 1972


September 1972


February 1973


July 1973


October 1973


July 1974


March 1975




 





MIKE CHAPMAN


See also ARROWS, TONY


BLACKBURN, HELLO, KINDNESS,


MUD, NEW WORLD, SMOKEY,


SUZI QUATRO, SWEET




 





NICKY CHINN


See also ARROWS, TONY


BLACKBURN, HELLO, KINDNESS,


MUD, NEW WORLD, SMOKEY,


SUZI QUATRO, SWEET




 





CHUCKLES


April 1975




 





CHUNKY


September 1973




 





CLAGGERS


November 1973




 





COCHRAN, DIB & THE EARWIGS


August 1970


See also MARC BOLAN




 





COCKNEY REBEL


August 1973


November 1973


January 1974


March 1974


June 1974


August 1974


November 1974


February 1975


March 1975


May 1975




 





COOL BANANAS


October 1973




 





COUNTY, WAYNE


January 1974


See also PORK, DAVID BOWIE,


CHERRY VANILLA




 





DAVID COURTNEY


See also LEO SAYER




 





CRUSHED BUTLER


See also HAMMERSMITH


GORILLAS




 





CUTHBERTSON, ELI


July 1974




 





D’JURANN JURRANN


April 1974




 





DADDY MAXFIELD


August 1973




 





DAMNED


April 1974




 





DANDY, TIM


March 1975




 





DA VINCI, PAUL


July 1974


October 1974


See also RUBETTES




 





DAZZLING ALL NIGHT ROCK SHOW


November 1973




 





DEFRIES, TONY


See also CHERRY VANILLA, DANA


GILLESPIE, IGGY POP, LOU REED,


LULU, MOTT THE HOOPLE, PORK,


MICK RONSON, SPIDERS FROM


MARS, WAYNE COUNTY




 





DE PAUL, LYNSEY


July 1972


March 1973


November 1975


See also BARRY BLUE,


THUNDERTHIGHS, WINSTON,


ZAKATEK




 





DES BARRES, MICHAEL


June 1974


October 1974


See also DIRTIEST SHOW IN


TOWN, SILVERHEAD




 





DIRTIEST SHOW IN TOWN


May 1971


See also MICHAEL DES BARRES,


SILVERHEAD




 





DISCO KID


February 1975




 





DOCTORS OF MADNESS


December 1975




 





DOG ROSE


April 1972




 





DONETTES


December 1973




 





DUM


November 1974


See also MUD




 





ELECTRIC DOLLS


September 1973




 





ENO, BRIAN


January 1974


February 1974


March 1974


June 1974


November 1974


July 1975


See also ROXY MUSIC, WINKIES




 





ESSEX, DAVID


April 1973


August 1973


November 1973


May 1974


October 1974


December 1974


July 1975


September 1975


November 1975


See also THAT’LL BE THE DAY




 





FANCY


June 1974


October 1974


January 1975


March 1975


November 1975




 





FANTASY


September 1973




 





FARM


February 1974




 





FARNHAM, JOHNNY


June 1973




 





FELIX, JULIE


April 1970




 





FERRY, BRYAN


September 1973


October 1973


May 1974


July 1974


August 1974


See also ROXY MUSIC




 





FINNIUS FOGG


March 1975




 





FLAME


May 1975


September 1975




 





FLASCHER, WILLY


March 1974




 





FLOATING OPERA


August 1974




 





FOX


February 1975


May 1975


October 1975




 





FRENZY


December 1975




 





FUZZ


June 1974




 





GEORDIE


September 1972


March 1973


June 1973


August 1973


November 1973


August 1974


October 1974


February 1975


July 1975




 





GIDIAN’S LEAGUE


January 1972




 





GIGGLES


April 1974


September 1974


November 1974




 





GILLESPIE, DANA


February 1974


March 1974


January 1975




 





GLEN


July 1973




 





GLITTER, GARY


March 1972


June 1972


August 1972


September 1972


October 1972


January 1973


March 1973


June 1973


July 1973


November 1973


March 1974


June 1974


November 1974


April 1975


June 1975


October 1975


November 1975


See also GLITTER BAND




 





GLITTER BAND


November 1972


March 1974


July 1974


September 1974


October 1974


January 1975


April 1975


August 1975


September 1975


December 1975


See also GARY GLITTER, JOHN


ROSSALL




 





GO GO THUNDER


January 1975




 





GODZILLA & YELLOW GYPSY


December 1972


July 1973


See also ALAN MERRILL,


ARROWS, VODKA COLLINS




 





GRANNY


January 1974




 





GREY, MAL & FLIGHT 56


April 1975




 





GRUDGE


April 1973


See also PAUL ST JOHN, SPIV




 





GRUMBLE


June 1973




 





GRUNT FUTTOCK


January 1972




 





HAMMERHEAD


April 1973




 





HAMMERSMITH GORILLAS


September 1974




 





HARLEY, STEVE


See also COCKNEY REBEL




 





HARLEY QUINNE


October 1972


November 1973




 





HEAVEN


See also HEAVY METAL KIDS




 





HEAVY METAL KIDS


August 1974


July 1974


June 1975


October 1975


November 1975


See also BIGGLES




 





HECTOR


November 1973


June 1974




 





HELLO


April 1972


June 1972


October 1972


November 1972


September 1973


October 1974


February 1975


May 1975


August 1975


See also GLITTER BAND




 





HELTER SKELTER


See also HAMMERSMITH GORILLAS




 





HENN, PETER


September 1973




 





HOBOKIN


July 1973




 





HODGE, CHRIS


March 1974




 





HOLLYWOOD BRATS


September 1973




 





HOT CHOCOLATE


August 1970




 





HOT ROCKS


September 1973




 





HOT ROD


May 1973




 





HOTLEGS


July 1970


January 1971


March 1971


September 1971


See also 10cc




 





HUNTER, IAN


March 1975


April 1975


July 1975


See also MICK RONSON, MOTT


THE HOOPLE




 





MIKE HURST


See also FANCY, NEW WORLD,


SHOWADDYWADDY




 





IGGY AND THE STOOGES


July 1972


May 1973




 





IRON CROSS


July 1972




 





IRON VIRGIN


February 1974


June 1974




 





JACK AND THE GIANTKILLERS


July 1974




 





JACKSON FIVE


January 1970




 





JAMES, SALLY


October 1974




 





JET


August 1974


March 1975


May 1975


See also JOOK, ROXY MUSIC,


SPARKS




 





JETS


October 1973




 





JOBRIATH


December 1973


May 1974


August 1974


September 1974


October 1975




 





JOHN, ELTON


March 1970


December 1970


April 1972


August 1972


October 1972


January 1973


June 1973


December 1973




 





JOOK


October 1972


March 1973


July 1973


November 1973


April 1974


May 1974




 





JUMPING BEAN BAG


November 1975




 





KENNY


November 1974


February 1975


May 1975


August 1975




 





KENTON, RIK


November 1974


See also ROXY MUSIC




 





KID DYNAMITE


September 1973




 





KIDROCK


September 1973




 





KINDNESS


October 1974


See also SMOKEY




 





KINKS


June 1970


See also PERCY




 





KISS


February 1974


March 1974


October 1974


March 1975


September 1975




 





KRISTINE SPARKLE


September 1973




 





MIKE LEANDER


See also GARY GLITTER,


GLITTER BAND, HELLO, JET




 





LIGHT FANTASTIC


February 1973


November 1973


See also SWEET




 





LIEUTENANT PIGEON


February 1972


August 1972


February 1973


See also STAVELY MAKEPEACE




 





LIFT OFF WITH AYSHEA


See also AYSHEA BROUGH




 





LONDON ROCK AND ROLL REVIVAL SHOW


August 1972


See also GARY GLITTER, WIZZARD




 





LULU


January 1974


See also DAVID BOWIE




 





LUREX, LARRY


June 1973


See also QUEEN




 





MACKAY, ANDY


August 1974


See also ROXY MUSIC




 





MAINMAN


See also CHERRY VANILLA, DANA


GILLESPIE, IGGY POP, LOU REED,


LULU, MOTT THE HOOPLE, PORK,


MICK RONSON, SPIDERS FROM


MARS, WAYNE COUNTY




 





MANSFIELD, MIKE


See also SUPERSONIC




 





MEDICINE HEAD


January 1971




 





MEN


April 1973




 





MERRILL, ALAN


November 1971


See also ARROWS, GODZILLA &


YELLOW GYPSY, STREAK,


VODKA COLLINS




 





MIGHTY ‘EM


September 1973




 





MILK’N’COOKIES


February 1975


July 1974




 





MICKIE MOST


See also ARROWS, JULIE FELIX,


MUD, NEW WORLD, PETER


NOONE, COZY POWELL, RAK


RECORDS, CHRIS SPEDDING,


SMOKEY




 





MOTT


August 1975


October 1975


See also MOTT THE HOOPLE




 





MOTT THE HOOPLE


July 1972


August 1972


October 1972


November 1972


May 1973


July 1973


August 1973


November 1973


March 1974


April 1974


June 1974


November 1974


See also DAVID BOWIE, IAN


HUNTER, MICK RONSON, MOTT




 





MOUNTAIN CHILD


May 1975




 





MR BIG


July 1974


November 1974


March 1975


November 1975




 





MUD


August 1970


November 1970


January 1973


June 1973


October 1973


January 1974


April 1974


July 1974


September 1974


November 1974


February 1975


April 1975


June 1975


August 1975


September 1975


October 1975


November 1975


December 1975




 





NEVER TOO YOUNG TO ROCK


July 1975




 





NEW WORLD


July 1971




 





NEW YORK DOLLS


November 1972


August 1973


November 1973


July 1974




 





NOONE, PETER


May 1971


See also KINDNESS




 





ONE HIT WONDERS


January 1972




 





OOSH BAND


January 1975




 





OSMONDS


June 1972


January 1974


August 1974




 





PAN’S PEOPLE


January 1970


April 1974


September 1974


May 1975


See also TOP OF THE POPS (TV)




 





PANDORA


August 1974




 





PARTRIDGE FAMILY


February 1971


See also DAVID CASSIDY




 





PATCHES


October 1975




 





PERCY


February 1971


See also KINKS




 





PERFORMANCE


September 1970


See also ROLLING STONES




 





PERKINS, POLLY


May 1973




 





PIPKINS


May 1971


See also SWEET




 





PORK


August 1971


See also CHERRY VANILLA,


DAVID BOWIE, WAYNE COUNTY




 





POWELL, COZY


October 1973


May 1974


August 1974




 





POWELL, ROY & THE SHIVER GIVERS


December 1974




 





QUATRO, SUZI


July 1972


January 1973


April 1973


July 1973


September 1973


October 1973


February 1974


June 1974


October 1974


January 1975


February 1975




 





QUEEN


February 1973


June 1973


July 1973


August 1973


November 1973


February 1974


March 1974


October 1974


November 1974


January 1975


See also LARRY LUREX




 





RAK RECORDS


April 1970


See also ARROWS, JULIE FELIX,


MUD, NEW WORLD, PETER


NOONE, COZY POWELL, RAK


RECORDS, SMOKEY, CHRIS


SPEDDING




 





RATS


February 1974


June 1974




 





REED, LOU


July 1972


November 1972


February 1973


May 1973


See also DAVID BOWIE




 





RENEGADE


May 1974




 





ROCKY HORROR SHOW


June 1973


May 1974


September 1975




 





RODNEY’S ENGLISH DISCO


October 1972




 





ROLLING STONES


August 1973


See also PERFORMANCE




 





RONSON, MICK


March 1970


January 1974


February 1974


March 1974


May 1974


February 1975


June 1975


October 1975


See also, DAVID BOWIE, DANA


GILLESPIE, CHERRY VANILLA,


MOTT THE HOOPLE, IAN HUNTER




 





ROSSALL, JOHN


March 1975


See also GARY GLITTER,


GLITTER BAND




 





ROXY MUSIC


January 1972


March 1972


June 1972


August 1972


March 1973


November 1973


October 1974


November 1974


September 1975


October 1975


December 1975


See also BRYAN FERRY, BRIAN


ENO, ANDY MACKAY




 





RUBETTES


January 1974


April 1974


July 1974


October 1974


November 1974


March 1975


May 1975


October 1975


November 1975


See also BARRY BLUE




 





RYAN, BARRY


March 1975




 





RYDER, PAUL & TIME MACHINE


April 1974




 





SADISTIC MIKA BAND


October 1975




 





SAILOR


October 1973


August 1974


September 1974


October 1974


January 1975


May 1975


October 1975


November 1975




 





SALVATION


See also SLIK




 





SAYER, LEO


August 1973


December 1973


March 1975




 





SCALLIWAG


February 1973




 





SCARFACE


October 1975




 





SCOTT, ANDY


November 1975


See also SWEET




 





SENSATIONAL ALEX HARVEY BAND


December 1972


March 1973


November 1973


August 1974


September 1974


November 1974


April 1975


July 1975


September 1975


November 1975




 





SHABBY TIGER


January 1975




 





SHAKANE


September 1972




 





SHAMBLES


March 1975


See also STARBUCK, TRUE


ADVENTURE




 





SHANE


July 1974




 





SHANG-A-LANG


April 1975


See also BAY CITY ROLLERS




 





SHAW, ALAN LEE


February 1974




 





SHELBY


July 1974


March 1975




 





SHELLEY, PETE


See CAPTAIN SKIDLID, ALVIN


STARDUST




 





SHOWADDYWADDY


September 1973


May 1974


August 1974


November 1974


July 1975




 





SIDE BY SIDE


July 1975




 





SILVERHEAD


March 1972


November 1972


November 1973


See also MICHAEL DES BARRES




 





SISTERS


May 1973


August 1974




 





SLACK ALICE


August 1974




 





SLADE


March 1970


May 1971


October 1971


January 1972


March 1972


May 1972


June 1972


August 1972


November 1972


December 1972


February 1973


June 1973


July 1973


August 1973


September 1973


December 1973


February 1974


March 1974


June 1974


July 1974


October 1974


November 1974


February 1975


April 1975


May 1975


November 1975




 





SLEAZE


June 1975




 





SLIK


October 1974


March 1975


November 1975




 





SLOPLY BELLYWELL


January 1975




 





SMALL WONDER


January 1975




 





SMILEY


December 1973




 





SMILEY, BRETT


September 1974




 





SMOKE


January 1974




 





SMOKEY/SMOKIE


October 1974


April 1975


See also KINDNESS




 





SMOOTH LOSER


August 1972




 





SOHO JETS


January 1975


June 1975




 





SPARKS


November 1972


April 1974


May 1974


June 1974


July 1974


October 1974


November 1974


January 1975


July 1975


September 1975


October 1975




 





SPEDDING, CHRIS


August 1975


December 1975




 





SPIDERS FROM MARS


November 1975


See also DAVID BOWIE




 





SPIV


October 1973


See also PAUL ST JOHN, GRUDGE




 





SPUNKY SPIDER


October 1973




 





STARDUST


December 1974


See also DAVID ESSEX




 





ST CECILIA


June 1971


January 1972


April 1972




 





ST CLEMENT WELLS


June 1973




 





ST JOHN, PAUL


October 1972


See also GRUDGE, SPIV




 





STARBUCK


April 1973


October 1973


April 1974


July 1974


See also SHAMBLES, TRUE


ADVENTURE




 





ALVIN STARDUST


October 1973


February 1974


March 1974


April 1974


August 1974


November 1974


February 1975


June 1975


August 1975


See also ALVIN’S HEARTBEATS




 





STAVELY MAKEPEACE


December 1970


March 1972


April 1972


October 1972


January 1973


April 1973


November 1974


See also LIEUTENANT PIGEON




 





STEPHEN


November 1974




 





STREAK


March 1973


See also ARROWS




 





STREAKERS


April 1974




 





STUMPY


August 1973




 





SUGAR CANDY


April 1975




 





SUPERSONIC


March 1975




 





SWEET


December 1970


January 1971


April 1971


May 1971


August 1971


October 1971


November 1971


February 1972


March 1972


June 1972


July 1972


September 1972


November 1972


December 1972


January 1973


March 1973


April 1973


September 1973


December 1973


January 1974


March 1974


April 1974


July 1974


October 1974


November 1974


March 1975


July 1975


November 1975


December 1975


See also ANDY SCOTT, TONY


BLACKBURN




 





T REX


See MARC BOLAN




 





TARTAN HORDE


July 1975




 





10CC


September 1972


December 1972


April 1973


August 1973


January 1974


June 1974


August 1974


September 1974


March 1975


May 1975


November 1975


See also HOTLEGS, SMOOTH


LOSER




 





THAT’LL BE THE DAY


April 1973




 





THIEVES


September 1973




 





THUNDERTHIGHS


May 1974


September 1974


April 1975




 





TIGER


June 1975


See also WORTH




 





TIGER LILY


March 1975




 





TIGER TIME


May 1975




 





TOP OF THE POPS (LP series)


December 1970


May 1971


June 1971


August 1971


September 1971


November 1971


December 1971


February 1972


April 1972


June 1972


July 1972


September 1972


November 1972


December 1972


January 1973


March 1973


June 1973


July 1973


August 1973


September 1973


December 1973


February 1974


April 1974


June 1974


July 1974


September 1974


November 1974


December 1974


January 1975


April 1975


May 1975


October 1975


December 1975




 





TOP OF THE POPS


(television series)


March 1971


December 1971


June 1972


July 1972


December 1972


September 1973


October 1973


November 1973


December 1973


April 1974


May 1974


June 1974


August 1974


January 1975


March 1975


April 1975




 





TREMLETT, GEORGE


August 1974




 





TRUE ADVENTURE


July 1974


See also SHAMBLES, STARBUCK




 





TUBES


July 1975




 





TUBTHUMPER


October 1975




 





TURNER, SIMON


June 1973


November 1973


March 1974


August 1974




 





TYRANNOSAURUS REX


See also MARC BOLAN




 





UK JOE


February 1972




 





VAN


August 1973




 





VANILLA, CHERRY


October 1974


May 1975


July 1975


September 1975


See also PORK, DAVID BOWIE




 





VILLAIN


October 1975




 





VODKA COLLINS


November 1972


November 1973


See also ALAN MERRILL,


GODZILLA & YELLOW GYPSY,


ARROWS




 





WARWICK


July 1975




 





WASHINGTON FLYERS


July 1974




 





WELLS, BRIAN


October 1972




 





WHISTLE


April 1973




 





WIG WAM


July 1972




 





WILD ANGELS


October 1973




 





WILDE, MARTY


June 1974


See also RICKY WILDE, ZAPPO




 





WILDE, RICKY


November 1972


February 1973


February 1974


March 1974


July 1974




 





WILDFIRE


January 1975




 





WINKIES


January 1974


February 1974


March 1974


September 1974


February 1975


See also BRIAN ENO




 





WINSTON


September 1973




 





WIZZARD


August 1972


November 1972


March 1973


April 1973


July 1973


December 1973


March 1974




 





WORTH


January 1972


See also TIGER




 





X CERTIFICATE


September 1973




 





YELLOW BIRD


October 1974




 





YOUNG, MURIEL


See also AYSHEA BROUGH,


SHANG-A-LANG, ARROWS




 





ZAKATEK


March 1973


October 1973


See also LYNSEY DE PAUL




 





ZAPPO


October 1973


See also MARTY WILDE




 





ZIG ZAG


October 1974




 





ZIPPERS


June 1974




















INTRODUCTION





It was Marc Bolan who set the glitter ball rolling. Five years out from his debut single (‘The Wizard’ in 1965), two years on from his first mini-hit as the leader of the Tyrannosaurus Rex duo (‘Debora’ in 1968), Bolan’s transition from underground anti-hero to superstar demi-god completely shattered all predictions and preoccupations for the mewling newborn decade.


In an age when Rock was serious and Fun was for the bubblegum babies, Marc flounced on stage in sequins and satin, blasting out a joyous celebration of youth and potency. He dragged rock’n’roll out of the grave, at the same time as screwing down the coffin lid on pretension and reserve.


And with just one flick of his corkscrew curls, he ushered in the most invigorating high that British Pop had or would ever experience.


How did he do it?


It has, over the years, been suggested that Glam Rock, or a close approximation thereof, would have happened anyway, that Bolan was simply the lucky first contestant. And it’s true that there are antecedents galore.


Flamboyant Fifties rocker Little Richard was Glam, 15 years before Bolan even dreamed of donning glitter. The Rolling Stones dressed up as girls while Marc was still wearing short hair. Screamin’ Jay Hawkins took the stage dragged up as a ghoul. The Kinks sang of transvestites, and there’s a small forest’s worth of tabloid newsprint that insists that the early Beatles, Stones and Beat-boom bands were all a bunch of lady-boy cissies.


All of this is true, and if Glam had been purely a visual confection that would be an end to it. But it was also a blending of a variety of other cultural currents.


The extravagances of the psychedelic era, though dead and buried as a musical force by the end of 1969, clung on as a sartorial statement into the new decade, and they continued evolving as well. But the velvets, lace and dandyism of the original London underground had shifted their focus away from the disgraced statements of political and social liberation towards sexual liberation, an awareness that the moral currents that had survived unchanged through the 20th century-so-far were finally getting the facelift they required.


Homosexuality was decriminalised in 1967; but just as significant was the following year’s decision to strip the Lord Chamberlain’s office of its 231-year-old right to vet and censor any play or production destined for a public stage – itself the culmination of a decade-long campaign that began in 1958 with the banning of Tennessee Williams’ Cat On A Hot Tin Roof on the grounds that it mentioned homosexuality.


British theatre exploded with new plays celebrating the ensuing freedom; on 27 September 1968, 24 hours after the Theatres Act became law, the American hippy musical Hair opened at the Shaftesbury Theatre, the first stage show ever to openly present nudity, sexuality, blasphemy and bad language on a London stage.


More would follow. For months before Kenneth Tynan’s latest play, the similarly nude Oh! Calcutta!, arrived, rumour flew that it would include a scene featuring actual sexual intercourse; at the same time as similar scuttlebutt revolved around the much-delayed release of Mick Jagger’s first movie, Performance.


In the event, neither was true (or, at least, proven). But hand-in-hand with the on-stage revolution that had nonetheless taken place, other arts moved towards centre stage that might otherwise have remained the preserve of artists.


‘Mime was one of the key breakthrough movements,’ says Michael Des Barres, one of the young actors and artists on the London arts scene at that time. ‘Lindsay Kemp was a huge influence on everyone who was taking notice of everything. That silent exhibition with white face was very intoxicating because it looked so removed, and it looked so glamorous, and you didn’t have to learn anything. You just had to move.’


The young David Bowie had already worked with Kemp, on stage and on television, had even opened for Tyrannosaurus Rex as a mime act, and he and Bolan were friends. But they did not circulate in the same circles. For Bowie, home was the arts-lab scene he was creating in the London suburb of Beckenham where the lights of local hippydom would all come out to play.


For Bolan, particularly in the years when the deeply psilocybic Steve Peregrin Took was his bandmate, home was in the velvet and satin world of the true underground, a nation whose boundaries were drawn between the Speakeasy nightclub and the Biba boutique on Kensington Church Street, and which was populated by the likes of Des Barres and the similarly unknown Gary Holton, drama students with a rock’n’roll eye.


By sundry members present and future of bands like the Deviants and the Pink Fairies.


By the cast of crazies who undertook the publication each month of the International Times.


By a high-rolling handful of industry mavericks: Move manager Tony Secunda, with his enterprising fingers in any entrepreneurial pie he thought might stir up a hornet’s nest. His wife Chelita, elfin dark and beautiful, a muse to whoever needed her. BP Fallon, a publicist whose career stretched back from Jimi Hendrix to the Beatles, the man journalist Nick Kent once described as a Glam-Rock leprechaun and the mastermind of so much of the intellectual ferment that this select band imbibed.


It was a world, Des Barres continues, ‘where hashish was smoked and clothes were exchanged between sexes. And there was a very specific bunch of guys who were androgynous, and who were into that debauchery, but – and this is where a lot of people miss the point – they weren’t gay. A lot of people talking and writing about this period focus on boys fucking boys, when in fact it was boys who looked like girls fucking girls.’


Of course homosexuality existed in this world, and so did bisexuality. But they were merely single acts within the entire play. Hedonism in all its guises was what these searchers truly sought and, just as Rimbaud employed it as the battering ram to rewrite the poetry of a century before, so now the point was to use it to completely rewrite rock’n’roll.


Bolan moved with these people; he was moved by them and they were moved by him in return. BP Fallon would become Bolan’s publicist once things started to happen. Tony Secunda would become his manager; Chelita was the one who dabbed the first drops of glitter beneath his eye.


‘Marc was really an anomaly at the time,’ Des Barres remembers. ‘He was an extraordinary figure, a real influence on all of us, just his sensitivity and his cuteness and his brilliance. His poetry. He was poetry.’


Tony Secunda agreed. ‘Marc was constantly watching, always learning, almost taking notes. He was silent far more than he talked, but when he took the lead everybody followed him.’


First within his own circle, and then around the world. No, Marc was not the first person to play with all of the different elements that rock historians can cite as his antecedents. But he was the first to take all of those elements – sexual ambiguity, sartorial sensuality, literary art and theatrical cinema – and blend them into a cohesive whole.


Musically, Glam might well have been little more than an hysterical reaction to the musical and cultural stagnation of the previous couple of years. But it was also a social revolution, a cultural uprising, an erotic explosion and a moral reassessment. Glam Rock was Sex Rock, Art Rock, Poetry Rock, Mime Rock, West End Musical Rock, Edgy Art-house Cinema Rock and more, and none of those components would be the same again.


So far, so intellectual. But Glam was also a commercial force, one that was destined to reign supreme for close to five years – which it certainly couldn’t have done if the only people to whom it appealed were a bunch of self-styled deviants who liked wearing each other’s clothes. And that is where Bolan truly stepped out alone.


Music had grown serious. Back in the early-mid Sixties, an artist was only ever as good as his, her or their last single. The Beatles, Stones, Who, Kinks, the lot; they lived and died according to their most recent Top Thirty placing.


But the purity of the British Beat boom that spawned those bands had mutated wildly since then, twisted in the gutters of San Francisco’s Haight-Ashbury district to emerge a frenzied confection that required no more stimulus than a few tabs of acid and a cosmic lightshow to raise it above its peers. But just as the musical liberation ignited by that enlightenment would uncork some stellar careers and fabulous records, it would also swiftly degenerate into a slough of intense introspection and 40-minute solos.


Now it was the LP that reigned supreme, targeted at an audience of mature listeners who would readily appreciate all the hours of work that went into creating every second of sound. Suddenly the leading lights of the Sixties’ scene were abandoning the custom-built singles that originally made their career to concentrate instead on album length masterpieces. Singles were simply songs pulled off the latest LP as and when the marketing man demanded.


By the end of the decade, rock’n’roll was essentially split between two extremes. Either you were Prog (or some variation thereof) or you were Pop. No prizes for guessing which one ‘serious’ musicians despised.


The problem was, there was no viable alternative. Eight year-olds were catered for by the bubblegum boom, 18 year-olds by the longhairs playing the colleges. But for the generation that hung in-between those extremes, too old to be boppers but too young to be heads, there was nothing to sing to, nothing to dance to and nothing whatsoever make out to. The Cufflinks and Atomic Rooster might have been opposites in every imaginable way, but they were both non-starters in the teenage libido stakes.


And that was the opening Marc Bolan had been waiting for.


In electrifying fashion, he relaunched the single as a work of art, shrugging aside the belief that it was impossible to have a revolution at 45 rpm and letting rip in a surge of sequins and sex. It took him one hit to make it, one hit to consolidate it, and after that he could do what he wanted.


Even after Glitter exploded like acne across the teenage scene, Bolan’s initial impact was still so great that he both encapsulated and transcended the rest of the pack. Gary Glitter, Slade, the Sweet, even the recently revitalised David Bowie, could do nothing more than stand on the outside gazing enviously in on the universe Bolan had constructed around himself – a universe wherein the performer, the performance and all the peripheral little things that mattered so much were suddenly joined as one.


Nothing else mattered – nothing else could matter. There was not one possible physical, emotional or critical response that could even dent the bubble. Marc Bolan was invincible.


The genre Bolan so effortlessly created was essentially one of pure narcissism, nothing more or less. Other pop stars seemed larger than life; the Glam-Rock pack was even larger than that. Aided by British television’s recent conversion to colour (Top Of The Pops switched in 1970, not at all coincidentally the year of Bolan’s breakthrough), and a massive resurgence in the power and sales of the pin-up press (Music Star, Popswop, even the monthly lyric mag Disco 45), it revolved around looking good, sounding good and being good. Bolan could do all three.


It meant projecting glamour, not as the nebulous property of some Hollywood screen goddess (although that was a part of it) but as something tangible, something that could be encapsulated in a word, a gesture, a chord. And most important of all, something which could be emulated. Like Monroe’s beauty spot or Harlow’s platinum blondeness, Bolan’s image was a series of carefully calculated visual hooks; his mane of curling hair, the glittering eye paint, the elfin smile, the metallic green and electric blue in which he dressed. Everything was designed to catch the eye. Bolan might have been short but he would stand out in any crowd.


The magic was delivered on every level. Even a simple photograph captured it; Bolan was absurdly photogenic, a trait above all others that was to be aspired to by the bands who grew up in his wake. And that in itself was a breakthrough. Music had often been seen as a poor second to the packaging, but in the past only a privileged few could get away with it.


Bolan, however, liberated the halt, the lame, the ugly and the hopeless. Suddenly a sprinkling of glitter and a pair of platform boots were all that was required to bring a hint of glamour to the most disparate of careers.


When the Strawbs went on Top Of The Pops with false cheekbones, they created Glitterfolk, prompting a disbelieving Martin Gordon to quip: ‘The glam Strawbs hadn’t quite figured it out, I remember seeing a pic in some teeny mag with the singer [Dave Cousins] gleaming red lipsticked lips peering moistly out from his bushy beard. A truly horrible sight.’


When Edgar and Johnny Winter took to smothering themselves in rhinestones, they were no longer Bluesmen, they were Glitterbluesmen. Jenny Haan packed a suitcase of costumes that transformed Babe Ruth’s prog into Glamprog. There was Glittersoul (Labelle, silver spaceship divas asking very rude questions in French), Glittertrash (the New York Dolls), Glitterfunk from George Clinton’s family tree and, in the subterranean realms that we today call Junkshop Glam, who knows what other curious hybrids await?


Not every instance was mercenary. In fact, the American ones certainly weren’t, simply because Glam didn’t mean enough over there to merit the expense of a new wardrobe. Even at home, some of these artists truly did believe in what they were doing. But it didn’t matter either way. To both the saddest cynic and the most dedicated progenitor, Glam functioned on a level so transparent that you could indulge it to whatever level you liked: lifestyle, image or just a pair of neat trousers to beef up and beautify an otherwise rotting carcass.


There was Rod Stewart, another Sixties club veteran for whom the spangles had no other purpose than to keep our minds off the fact that it had been people like Rod who made Glam Rock so necessary in the first place. An old gold lamé jockstrap will never let you down, especially if everybody else is wearing one.


There was Mungo Jerry, pounding out a winning combination of jugband jollity and old Vince Taylor, maintaining a constant commentary on the singles chart for the entire duration of Glam.


And there was Elton John, a short balladeer with medium paunch and severe myopia, suddenly emerging in extravagant glasses, extravagant boots and, when the mood took him, an ostrich-feather headdress that simply defied you to say he was going bald. It was cabaret, Liberace with a jungle beat and, when you combine that with his costuming, the recipe for an overall vision that might actually have been quite horrifying had the mood of the times been a little less flippant.


But it was a flippant time. Even the darkest of fantasies could be defused without the slightest effort. It was only later that Glam Rock historians began to draw the dividing line between Good and Bad Clean Fun, and even then it was clear that the process was little more than a safety valve by which an ego could justify appreciating something so ultimately facile.


But Glam was not facile, any more than it was ultimately rock. Glam was an attitude, a feeling, a shift in societal tempo and an upsurge in cultural awareness.


It let you know that it was okay to be strange, or different or weird. It taught you that sexuality is not defined by who you fuck, but by why you fuck them.


It lined up its targets:


The crushing conformity of class and education (it is no coincidence that one of the biggest cult movies of the immediately pre-Glam era was Lindsay Anderson’s If…).


The dull repetition of work and suburbia (Punk Rock, the musical movement that followed Glam with such indecent haste, was simply the sound of Glam’s audience showing what they’d learned).


The ponderous burden of tradition and history…


And it picked them off one by one.


Alice Cooper told us school was out, and Slade taught us how not to spell.


T Rex told us love was hot and Bowie showed us how to dance.


Gary Glitter was the leader and Alvin Stardust stood alone.


Mud were crazy, the Sweet blocked buster and the Glitter Band gave us all the face of an angel.


 


What more could any generation have asked for?

















CHAPTER ONE


1970





The Beginning of Doves


The pot was empty in 1970. The biggest records of the year were almost uniformly ghastly. Ireland’s Eurovision winner ‘All Kinds Of Everything’; the England World Cup Squad’s monotone ‘Back Home’; Cliff Richard’s cloying ‘Goodbye Sam, Hello Samantha’. The Beatles drifted away with ‘Let It Be’, the Stones were nowhere in sight. And Rolf Harris’ ‘Two Little Boys’, the final Number 1 of 1969, continued shifting so many copies that it was the eighth biggest-selling single of 1970 as well…


But there were a few glimmers of hope. Mungo Jerry, all wild hair and washboard bluegrass, went to Number 1 in the summertime with ‘In The Summertime’. Norman Greenbaum’s ‘Spirit in The Sky’ unleashed a riff that would shape the next decade’s worth of hits (‘My Coo Ca Choo’ for starters), and is still a reliable fallback today. The Kinks’ ‘Lola’ pushed transvestism to the top of the chart and Hotlegs gave us ‘Neanderthal Man’. Oh, and there was this little chap named Elton John coming up as well.


That was more or less it, though, and when we look back on 1970 from today a lot of its highlights are in hindsight alone. Unknown bands that burbled on the back burners of the BBC; odd gestures and gyrations from names that meant nothing; here and there, little hints of hope that would make the next five years stand out so loudly.


For now, though, the Sixties were over and, with them, a lot of the optimism that had infected what the newspapers still called the Younger Generation. Less than six months had passed since the Woodstock festival consolidated a utopia of love, peace and flowers, but those six months had been busy.


The Manson murders, the nightmare of Altamont and, coming soon, the Ohio State Massacre, all these things shattered the humour. The Vietnam War was still raging and, no matter how much hope the kids had for the future, the governments of the world ensured that the present would just grind on.


And then you heard the Jackson Five…


January 1970 – The Jackson Five: I Want You Back/Who’s Loving Who? (Tamla Motown TMG 724)


Suddenly things didn’t look quite so grim. At least they looked like they were having fun. And, before anybody else had broken free of the previous decade’s chains, the Jacksons were poised and ready to breed a musical movement that looked set to dominate the west for the foreseeable future.


It was called Teenybop, and the three acts that would come to personify it – the Jackson Five, the Osmonds and the Partridge Family – remain as much a part of the early-Seventies landscape as anything that would emerge from the Glam-Rock closet. Not because they were a part of it, though, but because we were all a part of them. They truly were inescapable.


Berry Gordy, the head of the Motown label, was first alerted to the all-singing, all-dancing family by singer Gladys Knight, even if it is Diana Ross who is remembered as the group’s cheerleader.


Either way, not one of them could count, for the Five, in reality, were actually nine; stage performers Michael, Tito, Jermaine, Jackie and Marlon, a younger brother, Randy, who was already being groomed to step into Michael’s pre-pubescent shoes the moment the older boy’s voice started to break, cousins Ronnie Ransom and Johnny Jackson, who pumped out the actual music; and Joe Jackson, an ex-R&B guitarist who had started pushing his brood into showbiz almost from the moment they opened their eyes.


With born mimic Michael leading the way with his note-perfect James Brown routines, the family would pile into a van and hit clubs as far apart as New York and Phoenix and, by the time Knight came across them, the troupe had already been sighted by Sam Moore of Sam and Dave fame.


But it was Gordy who swooped first, intuitively aware of the family’s inevitable stardom, instinctively knowing that, just as the Supremes’ name had once been hearty enough to package white bread, so the Jacksons were so hale and wholesome, cute and cuddly that Middle America would be powerless to resist.


Black militancy was at its peak, but the Jackson Five were as divorced from all that as if they’d been Martians. And when the ABC network gifted Diana Ross a television special, it was her little guests who stole the show, especially Michael. In one segment he was Frank Sinatra, in another he whirled like a dervish. He was so damned sweet.


In December 1969, ‘I Want You Back’ gave the Jacksons their first American hit. ‘ABC’ followed it to the top of the chart in the New Year and, by the end of 1970, the Five had notched up two more Number 1s, a top-ranked television special and a Saturday morning cartoon series. And if the latter was little more than A Hard Day’s Animated Monkee Bizness, with the Five having nothing more to do with it than stand still long enough for the artists to come up with passable likenesses, that didn’t matter a jot.


The Jackson Five were all-powerful in a way that past pubescent idols like the Archies, the Monkees and the Cowsills never were. The teen press adored them, the serious press respected them. Blithely, they would cover a Bobby Day song with one single, a Jackson Browne number with another, and both would assimilate the best parts of their victim into an easily recognisable Jackson sound.


The Jacksons were stars and Michael was a supernova. Even at the age of 11 or 12 he was a phenomenal talent; the cream of the family group, the hero of American youth, and any number of outside concerns would have paid any amount of money to get their hands on him. They couldn’t, so they set about creating their own substitutes.


January 1970 – It’s Number 1, it’s Top Of The Pops


Great Britain’s longest-running music television programme went colour at the beginning of 1970. Six years after it first burst onto the screens in monochrome, Top Of The Pops made the switch as part of the BBC’s service-wide changeover…the same technological advance that was simultaneously extended to the news, Alan Whicker and (oxymoronically, it was said), the Black And White Minstrel Show.


And colour made all the difference. Bands had always competed to look good, but now they could look better. A show that had once rendered every one of its guests in egalitarian shades of grey was now a battleground of hues. It would be a year before music truly embraced all of the possibilities colour television opened up to its performers. But it was coming.


29 January 1970 – The earliest surviving full Seventies episode of Top Of The Pops


Arrival – ‘Friends’


Badfinger – ‘Come And Get It’


Chicago – ‘I’m A Man’


Blodwyn Pig – ‘Same Old Story’


Brotherhood of Man – ‘United We Stand’


Canned Heat – ‘Let’s Work Together’ (video)


Edison Lighthouse – ‘Love Grows’


Jethro Tull – ‘The Witch’s Promise’


Mary Hopkin – ‘Temma Harbour’ (dance)


Rare Bird – ‘Sympathy’


Shocking Blue – ‘Venus’


Yuk.


January 1970 – Pan’s People: First Ladies of Glam Rock


The face of Top Of The Pops throughout the Glam era, and on either side of it too, was Pan’s People, a six-piece troupe put together by American choreographer/dancer Felicity ‘Flick’ Colby in December 1967.


Ruth Pearson, Patricia ‘Dee Dee’ Wilde, Barbara ‘Babs’ Lord. Louise Clarke and Andrea ‘Andi’ Rutherford completed a line-up Colby originally intended calling Dionysus’ Darlings. But Pan’s People slipped more easily off the tongue.


It was hard work breaking into the business. When Colby first arrived in London in 1966, ‘dancing girls had big hair and small dogs, and they all looked exactly alike.’ In addition, television was very much a closed shop when it came to hiring dancers; producers would have their favourites and it was hard for anybody new to break into things. But Babs Lord and Ruth Pearson had both been members of Beat Room’s Beat Girls troupe and Top Of The Pops’ Go-Jos, and finally Top Of The Pops director Colin Charman agreed to watch the troupe rehearse.


He clearly liked what he saw. Pan’s People made their debut on the show in July 1968, dancing to Tommy James and the Shondells’ bubblegum classic ‘Mony Mony’. (That same month, they were special guests on Bobbie Gentry’s BBC TV show; they would also appear on Happening For Lulu later in 1968.) They were back again the following month and, although never intended to become a weekly feature, gradually found themselves being called upon more frequently. Finally, Wilde recalled, ‘it became apparent that Pan’s People were an integral part of the show.’


‘Pan’s People hit Top Of The Pops like a large steamhammer’ – Jimmy Savile.


Their purpose was twofold – to entertain the audience, of course, but more importantly, Pan’s People were there to allow the show to feature records by artists who weren’t available to perform in the studio. ‘It was globular lights or us,’ Colby explained. ‘And we were much more fun.’


It was a harsh routine, all the same. At best, the group would have four days notice of the song they were expected to dance to – a provisional running order for the show would be drawn up on the Friday preceding the following Wednesday’s taping. But a final decision could not be taken until the new week’s charts were published on the Tuesday. If the selected (and rehearsed) record had fallen down the charts, then that was the end of it. Pan’s People would have to routine another song just 24 hours before filming.


For that reason, Colby conceded, not all of their routines were as brilliant as they could have been. Indeed, Pan’s People were frequently ridiculed for their often literal interpretations of the songs they were dancing to (‘Monster Mash’ dressed as monsters; ‘Get Down’ sung to a pack of dogs). But they became a pop institution regardless, better known (and certainly better loved) than many of the records that they exploring.


Colby left the public face of Pan’s People shortly after the group became established. As the choreographer as well as a dancer, she found herself spending too much time worrying about the technical side of the group’s routines and not enough concentrating on her own dancing. She remained the power behind the throne, however, and she also took the decision not to replace herself. Pan’s People remained a quintet for much of the remainder of their career.


Among the conditions of the dancers’ contracts with the BBC was a stipulation that they could not marry while they remained a part of Pan’s People. When Rutherford announced that she was marrying, she was out; in late 1972, open auditions were held for a replacement before Cherry Gillespie was unveiled – literally. She appeared for the first time on the 1972 Christmas Top Of The Pops, gift-wrapped for the rest of the group to open. The new-look group’s first routine was Nilsson’s ‘Without You’.


For the next three years, Pan’s People ruled supreme, not only dominating Top Of The Pops but also starring in their own edition of the popular In Concert programme (17 April 1974) and incurring the wrath of TV clean-up fiend Mary Whitehouse, after they appeared – seated and almost perfectly immobile – on Jimmy Savile’s Clunk Click show. They were wearing the same low cut, high-split black dresses they had worn on a recent Top Of The Pops, dancing to the Three Degrees’ ‘When Will I See You Again’. The difference was the outfits proved to be a lot more revealing when the girls weren’t moving.


Clarke was the next to leave in late 1974 and was replaced by Sue Menhenick (the group danced as a sextet in the weeks before Louise’s departure), and business appeared to continue as usual. It was becoming clear to the others, though, that their day was finally ending. ‘We were all getting on,’ Lord confessed. ‘I was almost 30.’ By late 1975, she had gone, to be replaced by Mary Corpe. In February 1976, Blue Peter hostess Lesley Judd became the latest recruit (albeit for just one routine, dancing to Manuel and the Music of the Mountains), and then Dee Dee, too, was gone. Lee Ward took her place and with Pearson the only surviving original member, the troupe was all but unrecognisable.


But still it was a sad day when Pan’s People gave their final performance, on 29 April 1976. Their final dance was to Andrea True Connection’s ‘More More More’.


Pan’s People were replaced on Top Of The Pops by another Colby creation (co-managed with Pearson), the mixed-sex Ruby Flipper – Cherry and Sue, plus Floyd, Gavin, Lulu and Patti. Six months later, a third Colby troupe, the all-girl Legs and Co (Sue, Lulu and Patti, plus Gill, Pauline and Rosemary) supplanted them. And Pan’s People themselves would be reborn in 1979, albeit without a return to Top Of The Pops.


And they were okay. But they weren’t Pan’s People.




 





POSTSCRIPT: Pan’s People were the subject of a BBC documentary, Digging The Dancing Queens, as part of Top Of The Pops’ 30th anniversary celebrations. Somewhat less complimentary, but very amusing, was their inclusion in a round of the BBC quiz programme Never Mind The Buzzcocks in which contestants were shown a minute or so of silent footage and asked to guess which song was being interpreted.
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March 1970 – Tyrannosaurus Rex: A Beard Of Stars (Regal Zonophone SLRZ1013)


In late 1970, singer Andy Ellison attended a Marc Bolan and T Rex concert, anxious to see how his old bandmate (the pair had been members of Sixties’ mod hooligans John’s Children) was coping with the fame and fortune that had suddenly ridden a white swan to his doorstep.


‘It was pandemonium, and Marc was milking it for everything. He came out on stage, held his guitar in the air and said, “I am Jimi Hendrix and I have taken over.” I was so embarrassed I walked out.’


For Ellison, and for many others who watched while Bolan wandered the British underground of the late Sixties, with nothing more than his monstrous self-belief to sustain him, the singer’s elevation to God, or at least substitute Beatlehood, was a phenomenon that defied either belief or tolerance.


Yet Ellison should not really have been surprised by the ease with which Bolan slipped into the electric groove that would make him a star, or by the grace with which he grasped that star once it came in sight.


True, when the 19 year-old Bolan first appeared at a John’s Children rehearsal in February 1967, there was little to suggest he was anything more than the teenage Donovan clone whom two UK record labels, Decca and Parlophone, had spent the last year (and three flop singles) grooming, and who fled the studio at 10.30pm insisting, ‘Look, I’ve got to go now, otherwise my parents will be really mad at me.’


But once he’d learned to swap his acoustic guitar for electric, the possibilities of noise seemed endless. And what were his first words to Simon Napier-Bell, the manager who he and John’s Children shared with the Yardbirds?


‘Hi, I’m a singer and I’m going to be the biggest British rock star ever, so I need a good manager to make all the arrangements.’


Napier-Bell told him to mail a tape over. Bolan turned up on his doorstep instead and played a 45-minute concert in the living room. From all accounts, it was an astonishing performance.


Bolan’s earliest recordings, the now much-circulated demos of Dion’s ‘The Road I’m On’ and Dylan’s ‘Blowin’ In The Wind’, and the singles ‘The Wizard’/‘Beyond The Rising Sun’ (Decca F12288); ‘The Third Degree’/‘San Francisco Poet’ (Decca F12413) and ‘Hippy Gumbo’/‘Misfit’ (Parlophone R5539), all cut during 1965-1966, are usually described as little more than the average folkie fodder, either blessed or cursed by Marc’s warbling voice. One reviewer dismissed an early Bolan 45 for sounding like Larry the Lamb, and he wasn’t far off the mark.


But listen again.


Mike Hurst, who produced the first two Bolan singles, recalls those early sessions. ‘In 1965, when I finished with my band, the Methods, because we couldn’t get anywhere, I became a record producer and I went to work for a mad Californian called Jim Economides, who’d set up in London. He’d been a recording engineer at Capitol in Los Angeles, and came over. And Jim said he’d found this kid called Marc Bolan.


‘Well, Jim the recording engineer was really not Jim the producer, so he asked if I would go into the studio with Marc and cut a couple of tracks. We went to Decca in Broadhurst Gardens, and did “The Wizard”. Marc was so spaced out. I asked him to explain what “The Wizard” was all about, and he says, “Man, he’s there”. I said “Where?” and he said “Outside the window in that tree.” I hadn’t realised he’d read Tolkien, he loved it, whereas me, I hadn’t read Tolkien so I thought he was on another planet.


‘Then I did the next one, which was “The Third Degree”, and the interesting thing is, when you listen to that, that really is T Rex. You can hear it coming. He had a Bo Diddley type of beat and he threw me completely when he played it because no-one could say Marc was the greatest guitarist in the world, but he had all the front that was necessary. He put all the feeling into that chord progression, and it was great. It’s very basic, but I wouldn’t have changed that for the world. It would have been easy for me to say, “Let’s get another guitarist in to play this,” but why? It was very simple and very basic, but it worked.’


That was the energy that Napier-Bell heard during the living-room concert, and that is the power he intended to tap. He agreed to represent Bolan on just two conditions. He should go electric, and he should confine his voice to backing vocals alone. The public needed time to grow accustomed to his sound.


Bolan agreed and, having been accepted into John’s Children, he was handed his first electric guitar, ‘a really stodgy old Gibson SG’ previously belonging to local musician Trevor White of the A-Jaes (White would later resurface in Sparks). ‘And Marc played it incredibly loudly,’ recalled drummer Chris Townson. ‘His first rehearsal with us was deafening, even by our normal standards.


‘I think the band actually got worse when Marc first joined because all he did was stand there and make this muddy blurge,’ Townson continued. ‘It really was a horrible noise, so bad that I used to sneak round before a gig and retune his guitar to how I thought it should sound. He could never be bothered to do it properly, he seemed to think that it didn’t matter. In a way, I suppose he was right.’


Andy Ellison agreed. ‘He was a great songwriter, even if he wasn’t a particularly good guitarist. He moved well, and made lots of strange noises. I remember we turned up for one gig, and he’d had some special metal foil screens made, quite big ones, which folded out behind the amps. He said they reflected the sound so you could get feedback in different places. I was never quite sure if they really did do that, but Marc seemed quite happy with them and they looked good.’


Bolan’s first live appearance with John’s Children was in Watford. Backstage, he’d drunk his way through two bottles of red wine to combat his nerves and, with the rest of the band feeling obliged to accompany him on the road to inebriation, it was a very drunken John’s Children that staggered on stage to greet its audience – a solitary leather-clad rocker girl who stood at the back chewing gum, then walked out midway through the first song.


Optimistically presuming she had raced out to tell her friends what a phenomenal band they were missing, John’s Children continued playing and had just finished their second number when the club manager came in and told them to stop. ‘Marc ended the evening in tears,’ remembered Townson, ‘which was quite a usual reaction for him. If we did a bad gig, he’d really take it to heart, but if we did a good one he’d be really bubbly for about half an hour afterwards. The rest of us never used to care how a gig went, we’d just get on with whatever was happening afterwards, a party or something. But Marc used to get really upset.’


Bolan also set himself apart from his bandmates when John’s Children were on the road. ‘He wouldn’t even hang around after gigs,’ Townson continued, ‘which we all thought was the most important part; get the gig out of the way and start looning around, having outrageous parties and being obnoxious little pop stars. But that sort of thing never used to interest him. He’d go and sit quietly in the corner and write strings of words on little bits of paper.’


At the beginning of April 1967, John’s Children were dispatched to Germany for a seven-date tour with the Who, to whose newly founded Track Records label they had just signed. It was a volatile combination. The Who were well established as the masters of the autodestruct button, but John’s Children did not so much blow them offstage as blow the stage away from beneath them.


In Nuremberg, vocalist Ellison encouraged the audience to completely destroy the venue’s wooden seating. In Dusseldorf, he took two kilos of feathers on stage with him which he then released into the draughty, sweaty air. In Ludwigshafen, a full-scale riot broke out which brought the police and fire brigade down to the hall and forced the Who’s set to be cancelled. John’s Children were thrown off the tour the next day. The band returned home via the cross-channel ferry, but all Napier-Bell remembers of that journey was coming across a drunken Bolan sitting cross-legged on a table in the restaurant area, reciting pornographic poetry to the munching multitude.


John’s Children would release just two singles during Bolan’s tenure with the group, ‘Desdemona’ and ‘Midsummer Night’s Scene’. Both were Bolan compositions, drawn from the veritable mountain of material that the group was now recording, but which would leak out only piecemeal over the next three decades. ‘Desdemona’, Bolan boasted, was ‘a song I wrote in about 25 seconds. It’s about a girl named Desdemona, a rich girl, and a fellow who works by the River Swine, all rather complicated and difficult to explain.’


Released in May 1967, ‘Desdemona’ was well received in the press, but a BBC radio ban swiftly quelled its hopes of actually becoming a hit. The lyric ‘lift up your skirt and fly’ was deemed offensive, prompting Ellison to return to the studio to obscure the original obscenity with a new line – ‘why do you have to lie?’ Unfortunately, the record remained unplayed and sank soon after.


Unperturbed, John’s Children’s next contribution to the Summer of Love was ‘Midsummer’s Night’s Scene’, a song that Bolan and Ellison co-wrote over a plate of mushrooms at Bolan’s parent’s house in Summertown, south London. A slab of fine psychedelic surrealism, ‘Midsummer Night’s Scene’ was nevertheless doomed. Somewhere between 50 and 100 copies of the record were pressed before the release was cancelled and, today, ‘Midsummer’s Night’s Scene’ is officially recognised among the Top Ten rarest singles in British record-collecting history. Bolan left the band just weeks later.


It would be another three years before Bolan again found himself in a position where the press would go looking for him, as they had during John’s Children’s tempestuous months on the verge of success, rather than the other way around. But once that happened, Bolan quickly rediscovered its advantages and promptly applied them to his personal legend.


Just as, for example, he could turn a night spent in Paris in the arms of a gay conjuror into a mystical experience involving wizards and the invocation of evil spirits, so six months in a band from which he faded gracefully could be transformed into two tempestuous weeks with an equally stormy conclusion.


‘Marc really knew how to treat journalists,’ Simon Napier-Bell laughed. Bolan himself would later claim that it was the band’s arrangement of ‘Midsummer Night’s Scene’ that not only prompted its withdrawal, but also forced him to quit. He hated the record, the band hated him. No-one tried to stop him leaving, and he wouldn’t have listened if they had.


According to his bandmates, however, Bolan never voiced a single objection to their treatment of his music. ‘Maybe he thought we were prostituting his songs,’ Ellison suggested. ‘I think he envisaged them as being much lighter weight; a lot of the stuff that turned up on the first Tyrannosaurus Rex albums were things John’s Children had been doing as a heavy metal type thing. But he never complained about it to us. I think John’s Children was a period that he didn’t like to remember too much. He was really kinda annoyed that he’d had to join a group to get any kind of recognition, so he just blotted out that whole period. But I think he did enjoy himself


Simon Napier-Bell believes Bolan ‘had his own ideas of what he wanted to do, and he suddenly realised that John’s Children were heading towards exactly the same thing. He resented that because it wasn’t happening under his own name or under his guidance. He wanted to be the leader of it when it happened, not just the lead guitarist, and getting his own band together was his way of kind of stealing a march on the others.’


Bolan had, in fact, told Napier-Bell several months earlier that he wanted to start a second band he could work with when John’s Children were off the road. ‘But that side of him that was so determined to succeed wouldn’t let him burn his bridges just like that.’


Bolan wasted little time in putting John’s Children behind him. Napier-Bell recalled. ‘He got a gig at the Electric Garden, then put an ad in Melody Maker to get the musicians. The paper came out on Wednesday, the day of the gig. At three o’clock he was interviewing musicians, at five he was getting ready to go on stage. And that was all there was to it. He didn’t audition anybody, he just picked people who looked good or who had nice names. Marc thought he could just magic it all together. His theory was that you just went on stage, told the audience what you were going to do, then you did it, simple as that. And he genuinely believed that it would all come together, and that he would wake up in the morning as a superstar.’


Instead, ‘It was a disaster. He just got booed off the stage, it really was the worst thing that had ever happened to him.’


The experience, Napier-Bell believes, not only put Bolan off the idea of having his own band, it put him off electric instruments as well. ‘He didn’t think he’d done anything wrong, it was the musicians who had been incompatible. The fact they hadn’t rehearsed or anything had nothing to do with it. But he didn’t have the courage to try it again, it really had been a blow to his ego. So he just went out, bought himself a rug and a joss stick, and then he and Steve Took went out as a duo. Later he told everyone he’d been forced into going acoustic because Track Records had repossessed all his gear. In fact he’d been forced into going acoustic because he was too scared to do anything else.’


At 19, a year younger than Bolan, Steve Peregrin Took was one of the musicians on stage at the Electric Garden that fateful night, the only one with whom Bolan felt any camaraderie whatsoever. The pair, after all, looked great together, Took with flowing silks, bongos and the name he borrowed from Lord Of The Rings, a Shakespearean elf-child with the broadest smile ever; Bolan, with corkscrew curls and acoustic guitar, was elf-like too, with a quavering voice which scarcely even sounded English and lyrics which sometimes weren’t. Set adrift within the psychedelic potpourri of Aquarius, with their pixiephones and one-stringed fiddles, Tyrannosaurus Rex flourished from the start.


‘And Marc hated it, hated every single minute of it,’ insists Napier-Bell. ‘He’d do a gig and the promoter would say, “Oh sorry, we can’t pay you. Have a couple of joints instead, or a couple of sugar lumps.” Marc would have to say “Oh yeah, cool man,” but inside he’d be really seething. And the more it went on, the more he hated it because he was trapped in this horrible hippy thing…he’d gone out of his way to attract an anti-commercial hippy audience.’


It was that, Napier-Bell affirmed, which prompted him to stop managing the duo. ‘He’d never be able to get the right image if he had a pushy, conventional manager behind him, pushing for an extra £10 a gig. And then Marc went off and signed to Blackhill, who were just as conventional as I was, but I suppose they had the right credentials, Pink Floyd and all that. And Marc was still trapped in it. He was desperate to break out, go electric again, but he just didn’t dare in case he lost his audience.’


In fact, Bolan never really lost sight of his electric destiny, even as Tyrannosaurus Rex sawed away on their acoustic toys, for they did so within a rock’n’roll framework that had hitherto been lacking in his solo work. Of course he was not alone in fashioning the unique blend that would be spread over three successive Tyrannosaurus Rex albums. Steve Took was vastly instrumental in the creation of the Tyrannosaurus Rex sound, but of equal importance was producer Tony Visconti, with whom he was to continue working until 1974.


He and Bolan met in 1967, just months after Visconti arrived in London from his native New York. ‘Marc was playing at the UFO Club, sitting cross-legged on stage playing his strange little songs in a wobbly voice, while Steve Took was banging on his bongos. At that point, I hadn’t really produced anyone because I was holding out for something really different and unusual. I thought Marc was perhaps that.’


Uncertain whether or not Bolan could even speak English (‘I couldn’t understand a word he said on stage’), Visconti first approached Took. Assured that the singer wasn’t some strange breed of eastern European gypsy, the American pushed through the crowd and introduced himself.


Bolan was on top form that night, as Visconti recalled. ‘He told me how there were all these people who were interested in him and Steve, that John Lennon had been down wanting to produce them. He had all these tall stories, and I thought I didn’t have a chance. But I gave him my phone number, telling him to call me if it all fell through. He rang at 10.30 the following morning.’


Tyrannosaurus Rex signed to Regal Zonophone, an all but moribund EMI subsidiary best known for its Salvation Army output, but which had recently been reactivated by the latest wunderkind to erupt onto the mid-Sixties’ pop scene, the Straight Ahead management and production team of Tony Secunda and Denny Cordell.


Already renowned for its work with the Move, Procol Harum and Joe Cocker, the Straight Ahead set-up offered Tyrannosaurus Rex an ideal environment, combining Secunda and Cordell’s own talents with the music publishing skills of the veteran David Platz and, of course, the enthusiastic vision of Cordell’s assistant, Tony Visconti.


That said, Secunda acknowledged that he would have little to do with Bolan throughout this period. ‘Tyrannosaurus Rex was Visconti’s toy, we were busy with everything else. In fact, it wasn’t until Marc called me up three years later, looking for someone to get him out from Platz’s clutches, that we really got to know each other.’


Tyrannosaurus Rex’s first album, ‘My People Were Fair and Had Sky in Their Hair, But Now They’re Content to Wear Stars On Their Brows’ (Regal Zonophone SLRZ1003) emphasised the qualities that Visconti spotted that night at UFO. It approaches the listener from a totally unique angle; the Bolan voice, hardened from the slight warble which carried through his early solo material (and is still noticeable on the back-ups he performed for John’s Children), remains uncompromising, but blends with the bizarre, almost eastern-sounding instrumentation to create the impression of a medieval caravansary whose demented Bedouin cast has suddenly been let loose in a recording studio.


Neither was it all as outlandish as it sounded. Although it would be close to three years more before T Rextasy was ignited across Europe and the east, Bolan scored his first hit single as early as May 1968 when the driving, percussive folk of ‘Debora’ (c/w ‘Child Star’, Regal Zonophone RZ3008) reached Number 34.


The duo’s first ever single, the hit version was recorded amid the sessions for ‘My People Were Fair’ but omitted from the album; following its success, a new version was cut for inclusion on their sophomore set, ‘Prophets Seers And Sages, The Angels Of The Ages’ (Regal Zonophone SLRZ1005). Opening the album, ‘Debora’ follows its familiar course for 1 minute 40, then repeats in its entirety backwards (hence the cut’s full title ‘Deboraarobed’. It’s a dislocating listen, although Bolan’s trademark otherworldly warble and partner Took’s manic bongo-playing are both well served by the effects.


Subsequent singles ‘One Inch Rock’/ ‘Salamanda Palaganda’ (Regal Zonophone RZ3011), ‘Pewter Suitor’/‘Warlord Of The Royal Crocodiles’ (Regal Zonophone RZ3016) and ‘King Of The Rumbling Spires’/‘Do You Remember’ (Regal Zonophone RZ3022) kept Tyrannosaurus Rex in touch with the charts – the first reached Number 28, the third Number 44, while the band continued enlarging upon and experimenting with their audience’s limitations.


Bolan’s apparent plunge into electric rock on the fourth Tyrannosaurus Rex album, 1970’s ‘Beard Of Stars’ album (Regal Zonophone SLRZ1013), for instance, had already been hinted at over the course of its three predecessors, while the duo’s first US tour, in the wake of their third LP, ‘Unicorn’ (Regal Zonophone SLRZ1007), not only caught him utilising electric guitar, it also saw Steve Took exchange his bongos for a full drum kit.


But there was one final, protracted, drama to be played out before Bolan could embrace his destiny. The disharmony that America would draw out of Tyrannosaurus Rex’s once closely bonded ranks had a number of flashpoints. Took, for example, was a prolific songwriter, as unique in his own way as Bolan.


But Tyrannosaurus Rex never recorded one of his songs and, to hear Bolan talk, one would never have known they existed. But they did, and when Took donated two of them (‘Three Little Piggies’ and ‘The Sparrow Is The Sign’) to ‘Think Pink’, the work-in-progress solo debut by Pretty Things drummer Twink, Bolan was furious.


He was also growing increasingly unhappy with Took’s drug intake. The two musicians hung with very different crowds, Bolan living quietly with wife-to-be June Child, Took plying his body with chemicals and spending his time with like-minded fellows. Even when the pair visited the office together, they would immediately separate. Tony Secunda remembered Bolan heading into an office to talk money and percentages, while Took disappeared onto the roof for a joint he’d roll from the stash he kept in a bag around his waist.


Staunchly anti-drug himself, Bolan only barely tolerated Took’s proclivities. According to Tony Secunda, that was to change the night somebody spiked his drink with acid.


Bolan freaked out completely, a night-long trip culminating in June driving him around a darkened Hampstead Heath while Bolan tried to eat his own hand. And though no-one knew for sure who exactly did the deed, Bolan himself had no doubts. Took had long since rejoiced in the nickname of the Phantom Spiker. Well, this time, the Phantom had spiked the wrong person.


Against this festering backdrop, the duo’s American tour, which kicked off in San Francisco on 6 August 1969, was ill-starred from the outset. And it only got worse. Took almost missed the flight out of London, while the duo’s New York debut, at the Club Au Go Go, coincided with the Woodstock festival and was very sparsely attended. Tyrannosaurus Rex’s US label Blue Thumb was equally underwhelmed by their presence, contributing nothing more than a handful of ill-matched support slots to the itinerary – in Seattle, the duo opened for It’s A Beautiful Day; in Detroit, the Turtles.


But according to Bolan, the biggest obstacle was Took. Several shows were marked by his penchant for stripping naked on stage; at others, he indulged in what Bolan described as ‘musical sabotage’, playing one song midway through another, missing cues, fluffing breaks. Finally, with the last date behind them, Bolan and June Child flew home alone. By the time Took returned to England, he was already history.


It was Took’s departure that gave Bolan the final push he needed to ‘go heavy’, as he called it. Promptly recruiting a new percussionist, Mickey Finn, Tyrannosaurus Rex now recorded what would become their crowning achievement, January 1970’s ‘By The Light Of A Magical Moon’/‘Find A Little Wood’ (Regal Zonophone RZ3025) single, and the truly monumental ‘Beard Of Stars’ album. From there, of course, it would be but a small step into the full-blown rock’n’roll of ‘Electric Warrior’ and ‘The Slider’.


‘Marc always knew what he wanted to do,’ Finn said a decade after his bandmate’s 1977 death. ‘One of the first things he told me after I joined was that he was going to be enormous, and I laughed because he said that to everybody. But once we started talking, and he outlined what he intended to do, then I started believing. And everything happened just as he said it would.’


‘Beard Of Stars’’ closing track, ‘Elemental Child’, remains particularly impressive, an all-out electric assault course that would only grow in intensity every time Bolan played it in concert. Until soon, the Hendrix-inspired boast that so embarrassed Andy Ellison seemed little more than a statement of fact. On that evidence, he was Jimi Hendrix, and he had taken over.


March 1970 – David Bowie: The Prettiest Star/Conversation Piece (Mercury 1135) 25 March 1970 – Andy Ferris Show: David Bowie


Bolan’s next opportunity to unveil his electric guitar-playing talents came not on one of his own records, but on the latest single by another of producer Tony Visconti’s clients, David Bowie.


Like Bolan, Bowie had been struggling through the confines of cult obscurity for much of the Sixties; unlike Bolan, for whom chart success was still a minor ripple (three out of Tyrannosaurus Rex’s five singles made the lower leagues of the chart), Bowie had just scored a major hit with ‘Space Oddity’. Now he was thinking about the follow-up and, in early January 1970, he got to work, a moving love song for his bride to be, Angela Barnett, titled ‘The Prettiest Star’. Bolan would supply the haunting lead guitar line that soars through the song.


Tony Visconti remembers the occasion vividly. ‘That was the only time they could have worked together, the only time their egos would have allowed it. But you could tell the rivalry between them was there. Marc was okay about it. He loved the fact he’d been asked to play electric guitar on that record, because he’d only just got out of his acoustic days on his own releases. But his girlfriend, June Child, sat through the playback, announced that the best thing about the record was Marc’s playing and walked out of the room.’


Three weeks later, she and Marc would themselves be married.


As for Bowie, he’s been a part of the furniture for so long that it’s easy to forget that he was once a one-hit wonder. ‘Space Oddity’ charted in late summer 1969, but ‘The Prettiest Star’ was a resounding flop and it would be another two years before the erstwhile David Robert Jones came up with a single the record-buying public deemed a worthy follow-up to the tale of Major Tom


Like Bolan, Bowie was already something of a veteran. His first single (‘Liza Jane’/‘Louie Louie Go Home’ – Vocalion V9221), recorded with the King Bees, appeared in 1964.


Other bands and names followed in a series of increasingly desperate solo attempts to raise himself out of obscurity: ‘I Pity The Fool’/‘Take My Tip’ with the Mannish Boys (Parlophone R5250); ‘You’ve Got A Habit Of Leaving’/‘Baby Loves That Way’ as Davy Jones (Parlophone R5315) were both released in 1965, as Bowie came into the orbit of producer Shel Talmy, then at the top of his game with the Who and the Kinks.


‘David was…one of those people who impressed me immediately,’ Talmy remembers. ‘I thought he was really bright and very talented, I liked him enormously.’


Their work, together, was destined for obscurity, and Talmy has no doubts as to why. ‘I did the records with him and, generally speaking, what we were doing was six years ahead of the market because the stuff we were doing didn’t sell then, but it did sell six years later. It was fun to do and I just wish we had a market because there was no question in my mind he was going to make it. It just took a long time for the buyers to come round.’


Tony Hatch was the next big-name producer to try his luck with the singer: ‘Can’t Help Thinking About Me’/‘And I Say To Myself’ as David Bowie and the Lower Third (Pye 7N 17020); ‘Do Anything You Say’/‘Good Morning Girl’ (Pye 7N 17079) and ‘I Dig Everything’/‘I’m Not Losing Sleep’ (Pye 7N 17157) were released during 1966, but again, they did nothing.


He moved to producer Mike Vernon for ‘Rubber Band’/‘The London Boys’ (Deram DM 107); ‘The Laughing Gnome’/‘The Gospel According To Tony Day’ (Deram DM 123); ‘Love You Till Tuesday’/‘Did You Ever Have A Dream’ (Deram DM 135) and the LP ‘David Bowie’ (Deram DML 1007). Nothing. He was passed on to the young Tony Visconti, and they cut some tracks that would later become staples of countless Bowie compilations. But they weren’t released at the time, and when Bowie did seem at last to have a chance of success Visconti declined to produce it. Gus Dudgeon took the honours instead.


Space Oddity’/‘Wild Eyed Boy From Freecloud’ (Phillips BF 1801) was released to coincide with the summer 1969 moon landing, and did very well out of it too. But if Bowie thought for a moment that it was his music, and not its subject matter, that caught the public imagination, he was swiftly disabused. ‘The Prettiest Star’ was joined in oblivion by an album, ‘Man Of Words, Man Of Music’.


He had a record deal, and he had his admirers, both in the music press and at the BBC (this was his second session there that year). What he didn’t have was any idea of what he wanted to do next.


Or did he? It was three years since Bowie first heard Lou Reed and the Velvet Underground, when his then-manager, Kenneth Pitt, returned home from a trip to New York with a copy of the Velvets’ debut LP. One song from the record, ‘I’m Waiting For The Man’, immediately leaped into Bowie’s live set; another, ‘Venus In Furs’, would be plundered for a new Bowie composition, ‘Little Toy Soldier’.


Now, he was returning to the Velvets songbook, rewiring ‘I’m Waiting For The Man’ as a duet for voice and harmonica, alongside one cut from the lost ‘Man Of Words’ album and two from its gestating follow-up. Between them, those songs would delineate his musical plans for the next 18 months – and beyond.


The crucial difference was, he was no longer visualising his future alone. Six weeks earlier, on Radio 1’s Sunday Show (5 February 1970), Bowie appeared for the first time alongside his new guitarist, Hull-born Mick Ronson, a man destined to become both his musical and visual foil as the future unspooled.


A little over a fortnight later, on 22 February, the pair fronted a new band, David Bowie and the Hype, at the London Roundhouse, resplendent in flashy superhero style costumes run up by Angie and bassist Tony Visconti’s girlfriend Liz Hartley, to run the band up a set of extravagant costumes, each one representing a superhero-style cartoon character.


The group – which also included drummer John Cambridge – was horrified. Bowie laughed, ‘When I first heard [Ronson] play I thought, “That’s my Jeff Beck! He is fantastic! This kid is great!” And so I hoodwinked him into working with me. I didn’t quite have to tell him in the beginning that he would have to wear make-up and all that… Mick came from Hull. Very down to earth. “What do you mean, make up?”


‘I reverted to things like “You looked very green tonight on stage… I think if you wore make up you’d look a little more natural-looking,” lies like this, and gradually got them into areas of costume and theatre. Actually, when they realised how many girls they could pull when they looked so sort of outlandish, they took to it like a fish to water.’


Bowie, in stripy tights and blue cape, was Rainbowman, Ronson harked back to Thirties Chicago to become Gangsterman, Cambridge in a ten-gallon hat became Cowboyman and Visconti, resplendent in a Superman-style outfit with a giant ‘H’ on the chest, was Hypeman. But the audience scoffed and when the band resurfaced at the same venue a couple of weeks later (the unknown Genesis supported them) they were back in their daily clothes again.


But Bowie was convinced that his instincts for dressing up were correct, a conviction that was only amplified after he was introduced to Tony Defries, a brilliant legal strategist who would become Bowie’s new manager. Alongside wife Angela – Angie to the world at large – it was Defries who would encourage the butterfly ferment of Bowie’s imagination to finally take flight.


March 1970 – Alternate Realities I – the Elton John Band, featuring Mick Ronson


A former member of the (then unknown) Hull-based blues band the Rats, Ronson was freshly installed in David Bowie’s band, but he was also still working with folkie Michael Chapman, with whom he had recently recorded the ‘Fully Qualified Survivor’ LP. And when producer Gus Dudgeon invited Chapman along to the Trident Studios sessions to play on Elton John’s upcoming second LP, ‘Tumbleweed Connection’, Ronson accompanied him.


Chapman later recalled recording as many as five tracks before label head Dick James called a halt on the session, complaining it was ‘too psychedelic’. Gudgeon, too, spoke highly of the recordings, and while he could not recall how many other songs were attempted, he too was disappointed when the plug was pulled. He even recommended that Elton consider offering Ronson full-time employment, but again Dick James nixed the notion.


Just one of the tracks has ever been released (on Elton’s 1992 ‘Rare Masters’ compilation), an eight-minute version of ‘Madman Across The Water’ which, even allowing for all that the guitarist would subsequently accomplish, is quintessential Ronson, wildly inventive over a wash of piano and sundry acoustics. And all a very far cry from the sparse piano-slinger that Dick James, head of Elton’s DJM label, thought he had signed.


Ronson returned to Bowie, and Elton (though he would later augment his approach with a full band and a great guitarist, Davey Johnstone) returned to basics. And it’s unlikely that either had any complaints about how the next few years panned out. But, for one glorious moment, the entire course of Glam-Rock history could have been altered.


March 1970 – Slade: Shape Of Things To Come/C’mon C’mon (Fontana TF 1079)


Nobody doubted that the Next Big Thing was just around the corner; it invariably is, after all. And four lads from Wolverhampton thought they knew exactly what it was.


Anybody who had spent the last few months studying the UK chart would have seen them, an army of crop-headed bovver boys who danced their way into tabloid infamy on the back of a string of reggae singles. Major hits by Harry J and the All Stars (‘The Liquidator’), the Upsetters (‘Return Of Django’), Boris Gardner (‘Elizabethan Reggae’) and Bob & Marcia (‘Young, Gifted And Black’) make a mockery of the English media’s later insistence that it was Bob Marley, in 1975, who brought Jamaican music to mainstream prominence. It was already there in 1969-1970, soundtracking the rise and rise of the original Skinhead movement.


But reggae music needed to be imported before the Skins could even hear it. What, our Wolverhampton boys were wondering, would happen if a British band arose from the same working-class environment the Skins themselves hailed from, dressing and dancing in the same way as its audience and playing high octane rock’n’roll to boot?


There was only one way to find out.


The roots of Slade lay in an October 1965 meeting on a ferry bound for Germany between vocalist Noddy Holder, a member of Steve Brett and the Mavericks, and Don Powell and Dave Hill of the N’Betweens.


Neither party had any success behind them, although both had released singles. The N’Betweens were responsible for ‘Take A Heart’/‘Little Nightingale’ (Barclay 70985) in 1965, while Steve Brett and the Mavericks had cut ‘Wishing’/‘Anything That’s Part Of You’ (Columbia DB7470), ‘Sad Lonely And Blue’/‘Candy’ (Columbia DB 7581) and ‘Chains On My Heart’/‘Sugar Shack’ (Columbia DB 7794).


Even earlier than that, in 1964, Hill and Powell recorded a four-track EP as the Vendors, although this got no further than acetate stage. (This would subsequently be released on the ‘Genesis Of Slade’ compilation.)


Talking, the trio readily discussed their growing disillusion with their current bands and when they met again, back home in Wolverhampton in the New Year, they agreed to team up.


The N’Betweens had just recruited a new bassist, Jim Lea, who was unhappy to learn his new band was about to shatter before he’d even had a chance to play with them. But he was enthusiastic about the others’ plans, particularly their notion of layering the front line with two lead guitars, and when the N’Betweens were relaunched Lea remained on board. So, for a short time, did fellow N’Betweens Mickey Marson (guitar) and Johnny Howells (vocals). But the first time the core quartet played alone together, Hill recalled, ‘It was really exciting.’


The expanded version of the band made its live debut at Walsall Town Hall on 1 April 1966. But Marson dropped out and, two months later in Plymouth in June, Howells excused himself for the duration of a gig (‘He had this bird coming round to his caravan,’ explained Holder) and the N’Betweens were a foursome at last.


It was not an easy transition – as the band’s established frontman, Howells had a vociferous following. But Holder swiftly developed his own public persona, a wildman crossed with a vaudevillian comic who thought nothing of dressing up as a vicar for gigs while the band pounded out their standard repertoire of Motown and R&B covers. That (or something like it) was the sight that greeted visiting American producer Kim Fowley, one evening at Tiles in Oxford Street, London. Instantly intrigued, he took the N’Betweens under his wing, arranged a one-off deal with Columbia and produced the band’s next single, the Young Rascals cover ‘You Better Run’/‘Evil Witchman’ (Columbia DB 8080).


It was a brief relationship. The single topped the chart in Wolverhampton but did nothing anywhere else. Fowley moved on and the N’Betweens continued grinding around the club circuit. There was a brief respite with a four-month booking at the Tropicana Club in the Bahamas in summer 1968, but then it was back to the midlands rain.


In February 1969, acting on a tip from the N’Betweens’ booking agency, Fontana Records A&R man Jack Baverstock invited the band to audition for him in London. They passed and, having agreed to Baverstock’s insistence that they change their name to Ambrose Slade, set about reinventing themselves.


They found a manager in Chas Chandler, the ex-Animal who had spent much of the past three years handling the Jimi Hendrix Experience. He saw them for the first time at the nightclub Rasputin’s and, within 48 hours, he had bought out all the band’s existing contracts. He declared himself to be their exclusive producer, then set to work convincing the band to begin writing their own material. It was his idea, too, to reinvent the band as Skinheads.


The band members themselves were not keen. But they went along with the notion regardless, buzzcut their hair and turned up their jeans and picked up the boots and braces. When Ambrose Slade’s first single, ‘Genesis’/‘Roach Daddy’ (Fontana TF 1015), appeared that May, the photos that accompanied the press kit revealed all four looking as menacing as they could muster.


More of the same followed in October 1969, with the release of ‘Wild Winds Are Blowing’/‘One Way Hotel’ (Fontana TF 1056) – so much so that the producer of Top Of The Pops took one look and refused to even consider Slade (the newly truncated name was another Chandler innovation) for the show. His son had recently been beaten up by real Skinheads and that was the end of that.


Chandler wasn’t discouraged. The Skinhead look was still generating plenty of press, both positive and negative, and a new single, the Barry Mann/Cynthia Weill-composed ‘Shape Of Things To Come’, was lined up for March 1970.


Again the portents were good. On 2 April they made their Top Of The Pops debut alongside an earnest young Elton John and appeared on BBC TV’s Disco Two music show twice in the space of a month on 21 March and 25 April. Three days after that, they guested on Radio 1’s Mike Harding Show. But again the single stubbornly failed to move – a fate that also awaited their next release, October 1970’s ‘Know Who You Are’/‘Dapple Rose’ (Polydor 2058 054) despite both a switch to the larger Polydor label, and yet another appearance on Disco Two.


Second album ‘Play It Loud’ followed in November (Polydor 2382026), and it, too, was dumper-bound. At last, Chandler was ready to admit that the Skinhead look just wasn’t taking off. It was time for a change.


Because the Next Big Thing was just around the corner…
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April 1970 – The birth of RAK Records


The first release on producer Mickie Most’s RAK label, folkie Julie Felix’s ‘If I Could (El Condor Pasa)’/‘Alone’ (RAK101), saw the company begin as it would continue, with a hit. Indeed, Most himself expected nothing less. Between 1963, when he returned to the UK after four years of superstardom in South Africa, and the early Eighties, when he launched Kim Wilde onto the international scene, Most was responsible for some of the most distinctive hits of the age, beginning with the Animals’ reinvention of ‘House Of The Rising Sun’, the record that single-handedly put the rock into folk rock and then made sure it stayed there.


But his death, from cancer on 30 May 2003, did not merely rob us of a very successful producer. It also took one of the few men who can truly claim to have influenced and directed the very course of Glam Rock, and that despite being surprisingly late to board the bandwagon. It would be 1973 before RAK enjoyed its first Glam hits (Mud’s ‘Crazy’ and Suzi Quatro’s ‘Can The Can’ were released within weeks of one another), although Most himself shrugged off any accusation that his legendary radar had let him down on that account.


‘I never made records for the sake of making them, and I never signed bands for the sake of signing them. I could have signed the Sweet and I could have signed David Bowie. They weren’t ready. But I gave Bowie a hit, and I did sign Suzi Quatro and Mud, and all that happened before anybody had even heard of Glam Rock. So what was your question?’


RAK was just eight singles (and seven hits) old when Most turned down the Sweet. But his brother David picked up their publishing, and Most himself was sufficiently entranced with songwriters Nicky Chinn and Mike Chapman that he began feeding their songs to another RAK act, New World; the hits duly followed. Weeks later, RAK released former Herman’s Hermits frontman Peter Noone’s version of David Bowie’s then-unreleased ‘Oh You Pretty Things’ and gave Bowie his first taste of chart glory since ‘Space Oddity’.


As Chris Spedding said following Most’s death, ‘Mickie had a tremendous positive effect upon my own life and the lives of many other people. He was quite unique and I feel honoured to have known him.’


Born Michael Peter Hayes in Aldershot, England, in June 1938, Most’s own singing career commenced amid the same Big Bang of talent that ignited British rock’n’roll in general in 1957, and his recollections, within Andrew Loog Oldham’s Stoned autobiography, capture all the youthful excitement present at that Creation. ‘I carried my recording contract with me in my pocket for at least a year, because it was really something,’ Most remembered. ‘There were only about 12 people in England who had a recording contract.’ He never even knew what the royalty rate was, he laughed. ‘I didn’t care. I made records.’


In fact he made three, as one half (with Alex Murray) of the Most Brothers. In 1958, however, he left Britain for South Africa, to be with his girlfriend (and future wife) Christina, and it was there that Most’s singing career went into overdrive. A string of hits between 1959-63 included two, ‘Think It Over’ in 1959 and a cover of Cliff Richard’s British hit ‘D In Love’ in 1961, which ranked among their year’s Top 10 best sellers.


Equally remarkably, all were self-produced and when Most returned to beat-crazed Britain in 1963, he did so as a producer. The Animals’ ‘House Of The Rising Sun’ was only his second UK production (after the same band’s debut ‘Baby, Let Me Take You Home’), but its success established him in the vanguard of the new generation of young, hungry producers and managers who were tearing up the record-industry rule book at that time. Hits for Brenda Lee and the Nashville Teens followed, alongside a slew of further Animals classics.


His longest lasting-success, however, came with Herman’s Hermits. Describing Most as ‘the dashing prince in the record biz,’ Peter ‘Herman’ Noone remembers, ‘The first time I saw him was on a bill with the Everly Brothers and, I think, the Rolling Stones. After the show my friends and I were trying to be cool when Mickie came out chatting to Phil Everly. Phil got on a tour bus and Mickie got in a 1963 Porsche. I was pretty impressed!’


Indeed, when Herman’s Hermits began their search for a producer, ‘One of the reasons we approached him was because he played the guitar, he had a Porsche, he didn’t get on the tour bus and he didn’t play golf. All the other producers in England played golf.’


By 1967, Most’s stable had expanded to include Donovan, the Yardbirds, Terry Reid, the Jeff Beck Group and Lulu. ‘I had so many hits with Mickie I can’t remember,’ says the latter. ‘I’ve such a lot to be grateful for. He was an absolute hitmaker, he didn’t try to be over-intelligent. That’s why he had so many hits.’


And still Most’s greatest triumphs were to come, as he shrugged away even the loose constraints that past employers EMI and Columbia had placed on his work and brought RAK into being. Before the end of 1970, the label had already scored hits with Julie Felix, Herman’s Hermits, R&B legend Alexis Korner’s CCS and singing comedian John Paul Joans (whose ‘Man From Nazareth’ was cut with the still-fledgling 10cc); better was to come.


By the mid Seventies, RAK was averaging one hit for every two or three singles released – the most successful label, independent or otherwise, of the era. ‘Mickie was a perfectionist in the studio,’ Arrows’ Alan Merrill remembers. ‘He prided himself on his work. In the studio he was like a strict uncle, never letting a duff pass by his aural radar. And he got the results.’ Or, as Peter Noone puts it, ‘He was the lazy manipulator who knew how to get performances to sound “real”.’
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June 1970 – David Bowie: Memory Of A Free Festival Parts 1 and 2 (Mercury 6052 026)


An electrified version of a highlight from Bowie’s already-moribund ‘Man Of Words, Man Of Music’ LP, ‘Memory Of A Free Festival’ marks the vinyl debut for one of the partnerships that would come to epitomise Glam Rock, David Bowie and Mick Ronson.


An idealised commentary of an afternoon festival staged by Bowie’s Beckenham Arts Lab – idealised because the aliens didn’t show up – the song packed a lot of the same elements that Joni Mitchell had incorporated into her recently released ‘Woodstock’, and more that Melanie would feature in ‘Lay Down (Candles In The Rain)’ (also about Woodstock), not least of all the mass singalong that almost bullies the listener to join in.


Whereas those songs were as phenomenally successful as the event that they praised, however, Bowie’s caused no more than a modest ripple – much like the festival that he celebrated. In other words, another flop.


June 1970 – The Kinks: Lola/Berkeley Mews (Pye 7N 17961)


The Kinks final UK chart-topper, ‘Lola’ may not have been a musical influence on the gender-bending joys to come, but it became a cultural touchstone regardless, the first (and, for many years, the most overt) ever hit record to admit that girls and boys aren’t always what they seem.


Ray Davies wrote ‘Lola’ after a night out clubbing with manager Robert Wace. ‘I remembered an incident in a club. Robert Wace had been dancing with this black woman, and he said, “I’m really on to a thing here.” And it was okay until we left at six in the morning, and then I said, “Have you seen the stubble?” He said “Yeah”, but he was too pissed [drunk] to care, I think.’


Unsurprisingly, given the song’s subject matter, ‘Lola’ ran into immediate opposition from the BBC. But it was not this that alarmed dear Auntie. It was the use of the phrase ‘Coca-Cola’, a contravention of the Corporation’s strict policy against advertising. Davies returned to the studio and sung a new line, ‘cherry cola’, and ‘Lola’ was on her merry way.
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July 1970 – Hotlegs: Neanderthal Man/You Didn’t Like It Because You Didn’t Think Of It (Phillips 6007 019)


Take one red-hot axeman, steeped in the stew of the British beat boom, and armed with a chart-topping US hit single; add the best British songwriter this side of the Beatles; sprinkle on a couple of eccentric art students and lock them all away in a studio of their own. God knows what you’d get from such a combination today, and nobody was really sure what would happen at the very end of the Sixties, either.


But, between 1970 and 1976, the team of ex-Wayne Fontana and the Mindbenders guitarist Eric Stewart; ‘Bus Stop’/‘No Milk Today’ (etc, etc) songsmith Graham Gouldman and an odd singing duo that Giorgio Gomelsky once christened Frabjoy and Runcible Spoon – Kevin Godley and Lol Creme – combined to create some of the most startling music of the era.


Strawberry Studios was their playground, the brainchild of Stewart, once the Mindbenders melted, and Peter Tattershall, a former roadie for Billy J Kramer’s Dakotas; Gouldman later became a third partner.


Their first venture was Inter City Studios, a dilapidated concern situated over a hi-fi shop in Stockport which, Tattershall recalled, ‘was lined with egg boxes ’cause we couldn’t really afford acoustic tiles, and that was the nearest thing. It was very basic. But, believe it or not we did some quite good things in there. We even had the original Syd Lawrence Orchestra. But then we had to move because the studio was next to a listed building and we were classed as a fire hazard.’


When the lease ran out, Stewart continued, ‘they kicked us out. So we had to make a big decision, whether we were going to build a real studio or just give the whole thing up. And, fortunately, this building came up in Stockport at a very low rent but a really, really good size. So we leased the building and got some money together to buy some more equipment, went to the bank to get some money, and we renamed it Strawberry Studios after “Strawberry Fields Forever”.’


From these humble beginnings, Strawberry would rise to become one of the best, and best-appointed studios in Britain, staffed by one of the most courageous quartets in the country. And, at that point, one of the closest-knit. Godley and Creme had been friends since the early Sixties; Gouldman since not long after.


According to Godley, ‘We both hung out at the local youth club in our teens. I ran the “Art group” on Tuesday nights, and Graham was a rung further up the music ladder in a slick, bowtied cabaret group called the Whirlwinds. They did jokes, dance moves and the drummer played a timbale solo, but Graham played a red Stratocaster so his future was, therefore, assured. They also had almost exclusive use of the bigger rehearsal space at the club.’


In spite of his later fame, Gouldman had barely dreamed of writing songs at this point. In fact, when the Whirlwinds landed a one-off single deal with the HMV label, it was to the 16-year old Creme that he turned for the B-side, ‘Baby, Not Like Me’. The A-side was a Buddy Holly song, ‘Look At Me’ ((HMV POP 1301))


Recorded at Abbey Road Studios, neither side broke new ground, ‘probably because we were in Studio Two,’ laughs Gouldman. ‘The Beatles got Studio Three.’ ‘Look At Me’ adhered closely to Holly’s prototype, with a casual nod to the Stones, who had just made the Top Three with another Holly song, ‘Not Fade Away’; Creme’s effort, despite a great Gouldman guitar solo, was very much in the mould of countless Beatles-influenced lightweight R&B numbers. It didn’t chart, and the Whirlwinds broke up shortly after.


By late 1964, however, Gouldman had begun writing his own material, and was soon looking to put together another band to play it, the Mockingbirds. Retaining bassist Bernard Basso and guitarist Steve Jacobsen from the Whirlwinds, he then headhunted Godley, drummer in a dirty R&B combo called the Sabres (for whom Creme played occasional guest guitar). Although, ‘actually, we weren’t that dirty. Our singer played the trumpet and the band played retirement homes and ice-skating rinks.’


Perhaps the greatest Should-Have-But-Didn’t band of the mid-Sixties’, the Mockingbirds signed to Columbia and announced their debut single would be ‘For Your Love’, a song Gouldman wrote in the changing-room of the men’s clothing shop where he worked. Columbia promptly rejected it in favour of another Gouldman original, taped on the same day, ‘That’s How It’s Gonna Stay’, only for the discarded song to resurface, on the same label, two months later, courtesy of the Yardbirds.


It was the first in a still unbeatable (not to mention unbelievable) string of hits and classics that Gouldman would write throughout the Sixties’ for – deep breath – the Hollies, Herman’s Hermits, Cher, Dave Berry, the Shadows, Wayne Fontana, Jeff Beck…everyone, in fact, but himself. Neither the Mockingbirds nor the solo Gouldman so much as smelt a hit.


The Mockingbirds, shudders Godley, were cursed. ‘We had one of the top songwriters in the country in the band and we couldn’t get a bloody hit. No idea why. Maybe we didn’t look right, maybe we didn’t sound right, maybe because were tucked away in Manchester and weren’t accessible.


‘We weren’t professional; we were an amateur band or a semi-pro band. I remember a choice I had to make when I was in my second year at art college; I was hauled over the coals by the principal of the college. “What do you want to do? Do you want to be a musician, or do you want to be a commercial artist, because you’re spending too much time on music. You’re going to a gig till three in the afternoon when you should be here at nine in the morning…”


‘I used to skive off to do a gig, so it wasn’t ideal. But we never turned pro, in inverted commas. It was local gigs, a little club in Stoke called the Place, a club in Manchester called the Oasis, small clubs or ice rinks – not “concerts”, because people didn’t do concerts in those days.


‘I think the most interesting thing we did was the warm ups at Top Of The Pops, when it was being filmed in Manchester. We met the Who there a few times and got a real taste of it. We were young, everything was an experience. We had no idea where any of this stuff would lead, we were doing it because it was a hoot. Driving from one place to the other, stuck in the back of a van with a bunch of blokes, falling asleep in a bass bin – that was kinda cool. We were doing it because it was fun and it was enjoyable. We never had a huge amount of ambition because it wasn’t too serious. We were in a band, and that was enough.’


So they made their little records – ‘That’s How It’s Gonna Stay’/‘I Never Should Have Kissed You’ (Columbia DB7480); I Can Feel We’re Parting’/‘Flight Of The Mockingbird’ (Columbia DB7565); ‘You Stole My Love’/‘Skit Skat’ (Immediate IM 015); One By One’/‘Lovingly Yours’ (Decca F12434); How To Find A Lover’/‘My Story’ (Decca F12510 – scrabbled around the circuit and, all the while, Gouldman’s songs continued to conquer the world.


Peter Noone: ‘Graham was just a phenomenal songsmith. Everything he played to me, I loved. And it’s the construction. We turned down Carole King songs and Neil Diamond songs, but we never, ever turned down a Graham Gouldman song. I, still to this day, say, “Why didn’t I get him in Herman’s Hermits?”’


Instead, when Gouldman did join another band, following the demise of the Mockingbirds and a stillborn solo career that included an entire album’s worth of his finest songs, ‘The Graham Gouldman Thing’ (RCA LPM 3954) that did no better than the Mockingbirds’ output, he fell into the final days of the Mindbenders.


Hitmakers supreme in their prime, racking up six Top Fifty hits with original frontman Wayne Fontana and another four once he left, the Mindbenders had now fallen on hard times. Their last hit, a cover of the Box Tops’ ‘The Letter’, had been creamed by the simultaneous release of the original and Gouldman knew his time in the band would be brief.


‘I wasn’t an official member,’ he explains. ‘I only joined right at the end when Eric [Stewart, guitarist and lead vocalist] was the only original member left. I’d known him for a while; it was just Eric doing the clubs. He said do you fancy coming on the road with us, so I did.’


Nevertheless, both he and Stewart still recoil from the memory of the group’s final release, 1968’s ‘Uncle Joe, The Ice Cream Man’. ‘We were recording that at Olympic Studios,’ Stewart remembered, ‘and the Stones were next door working on [‘Beggar’s Banquet’]. Mick Jagger popped his head round while I was doing the vocal and said, “Why are you singing this shit?” It was the final nail in the coffin.’


The Mindbenders broke up almost before the record was in the racks, calling it a day at the Liverpool Empire on 20 November 1968, the last night of a UK tour with the Who, Arthur Brown, Joe Cocker and the Small Faces.


Freed from the band, and the need to play ‘A Groovy Kind Of Love’ every night until he died, Stewart threw himself into his newly purchased studio dream. Gouldman, meanwhile, returned to his maverick wanderings, playing some sessions for Giorgio Gomelsky’s newly founded Marmalade label.


‘We recorded a few tracks,’ he says, ‘although it wasn’t like we were going to do a Graham Gouldman album. I think it was just the odd track. It’s a bit vague that period. What was I doing? I dunno.’


Nevertheless, it was through these auspices that Kevin Godley and Lol Creme finally found themselves preparing to hit ‘the big time’. The pair had spent the past several years studying for diplomas in graphic design; together, they designed the promotional cardboard models that went out with such movies as The Railway Children and Cromwell. ‘Altogether, I think I must have spent about 11 years at art college,’ Godley later recollected. ‘I just dug being a student. About that time, I was working with Lol on various projects that were vaguely to do with music and getting further away from painting and drawing all the time.


‘We were writing shows and ideas for shows, and crazy sort-of-multimedia things which at that time was pretty avant-garde. So it was more a matter of deciding whether to go into that properly, or whether to do art or whatever.’


The decision was finally made for them when a commission, painting a mural on an office wall, introduced them to Kennedy Street Enterprises, the Manchester-based management structure that already handled Gouldman and sundry former Mindbenders.


Under their guidance, the duo started recording the songs they were already composing. ‘We were both at art college,’ Godley continues. ‘Lol was in Birmingham and I was in Stoke, and we used to meet at weekends and write and record stuff. We liked to get together at Graham’s house and record stuff on his Revox. That was our first experience of the recording process. Seminal Godley and Creme stuff.’


He recalls the songs that poured onto those tapes, but have never seen the light of day since then. ‘“Seeing Things Green”, “Cowboys and Indians”, “Over And Above My Head” and “One And One Make Love” were recorded with Whirlwinds singers Phil Cohen and Malcolm Wagner on backing vocals. All done on a reel-to-reel Revox. Heady times. I wish I could unearth the tapes. But then again…’


One day in 1968, Gouldman asked Godley to join him at a Marmalade session. The moment Godley opened his mouth to unleash his ethereal falsetto, Gomelsky offered him a record deal. It was, Godley laughs, the prelude to a nightmare.


‘More than anything, I remember the life change. The scene is still vivid in my head. A three-hour drive, in a howling gale, from one life to another, leaving behind three years at Stoke on Trent College of Art and heading for London, and a totally unknown future. I remember crying and trying not to show it as Lol drove my MG Midget out of the college car park. I was missing everybody there before we even hit the road. I also remember the hood of the car flying up and smacking into the windshield and nearly killing us, then operating the wipers by hand through a crack in the soft top.’


Things were calmer in the studio, but only just. ‘Cut to Eddy Offord behind the control desk at Advision Studios. A small, dark space smelling of last night’s session. A whiff of weed and Afghan coats. Very London. Very hip. There was an old Mellotron in one corner, Giorgio, big and rumbling, coming on like a hip Rasputin and me singing in a real studio. Intimidating, impossible, the beginning of everything. When he decided to call us Frabjoy and Runcible Spoon, it was almost the end of everything.’


The song they were recording was a gentle little number called ‘To Fly Away’. ‘It was quite a challenging session,’ Godley continues, ‘as it was the first time I’d stepped up to the microphone. We were more confident for “I Am Beside Myself”, which had brass arranged by Tony Meehan, late of the Shadows. Graham may have played on these sessions. Not one hundred per cent sure, but I do remember Keith Tippett being vaguely involved.’


Gomelsky apparently saw the duo as the English Simon and Garfunkel, a notion with which Godley finds himself agreeing. ‘Yeah, I can see that. The songs we were writing back then were kinda acoustic, rural-sounding stuff. When you’re that kind of age, you are consciously copying someone, and we were probably consciously copying Simon and Garfunkel. It was only later in our careers, when we didn’t really have too much time to think, that we started recording stuff that sounded like ourselves.’


As Frabjoy and Runcible Spoon, the duo began work on an album in September 1969. Basic tracks were recorded at Strawberry Studios, with Eric Stewart on guitar and Gouldman on bass, and things were progressing so wonderfully that, by the end of the month, Frabjoy and Runcible Spoon’s debut single, ‘I Am Beside Myself’/‘Animal Song’ (Marmalade 598 019) was on the shelves.


‘To Fly Away’ appeared on Marmalade’s ‘100% Proof’ sampler (Marmalade 643 314), where it was mistakenly credited to Godley and Gouldman, while the same team also convened for a Graham Gouldman cut on that album, the whimsical ‘The Late Mr Late’, about a gent whose timekeeping was so slipshod that he missed his own funeral. ‘We were one of many new artists on a very cool label,’ Godley recalls. ‘We were obviously thrilled when both records were released, but learned a valuable lesson when they promptly disappeared. The rest is more haze than history…’


Marmalade folded shortly after this pair of releases, and the Frabjoy album was abandoned. Hopes that Marmalade’s parent label, Polydor, might pick up the option were briefly raised when ‘I’m Beside Myself’ found its way onto a Polydor compilation, but nothing came of it.


‘Giorgio certainly had the right attitude,’ says Godley. ‘I’m not sure anyone really knew what they were doing, but I think his overriding concern was to document the music that was around; he didn’t really think the rest of it through. Full marks to him for being around, though, because nobody else was doing it. He got a lot of bands recorded that no-one else would touch.’


Godley and Creme faded from view for a time; Gouldman, meanwhile, landed on his feet by taking up an offer to fly to New York to join Kasenetz-Katz. The major purveyors of ‘bubblegum’ music, K-K owned dozens of hit name bands (all made up of session men), and an equally large roster of staff writers who, in true Brill Building tradition, were allocated a desk and expected to simply keep the songs coming.


‘Kasenetz-Katz decided they wanted to get legit,’ Gouldman explains, ‘so they wanted someone a little more valid in their factory. Artistically, it was not a good move on my part, but there’s always good comes out of things like that. Actually they did contribute to 10cc coming together, because I was working in New York and I said, “Look, I’m fed up here. I’ve got involved in this studio back in Manchester, I want to take all the stuff we’re recording here, and do it with my own guys back in England.” So Strawberry got a tremendous amount of business. Those records, the early ones, were Kevin, Lol and myself, and Eric was engineering them.’


In fact, the first Kasenetz-Katz sessions took place in London, while Strawberry Studios were being properly equipped; together, the Gouldman-Stewart-Godley-Creme team wrote and played on a host of Super K Productions records, released under varying names around the world.


Godley: ‘We briefly and uncomfortably became Crazy Elephant, Ohio Express, Silver Fleet, Fighter Squadron, Festival and fuck knows who else under the production tutelage of the late Richie Cordell, brought in from NY to keep the crazy Brits in check. Crazy Brits. This was a guy who ate pickled onions straight from the jar and nothing else. I think Richie introduced spliff into our lives. Thank you, Ritchie.’


The hits kept coming. Gouldman’s ‘Have You Ever Been To Georgia’ was a smash for many artists, including Tony Christie, another Kennedy Street act. He was also responsible for two Ohio Express hits, ‘Sausalito’ and ‘Tampa Florida’, while Freddie and the Dreamers sold a million copies of ‘Susan’s Tuba’ in France, with Gouldman writing and singing.


‘Graham was still residing in New York at the time,’ Godley continues, ‘but he was out of energy and wanted to come home and work with us. [So] it was me, Lol and Eric, and a blank canvas. Eric had the ears and technical know-how and, while waiting for Graham to return, we started playing around.’


It was now early 1970, and Godley laughingly remembers the trio ‘strumming, wailing and banging anything in sight’ to test the new equipment coming into the studio.


‘The first musical noises that had any cohesion…started life as an unorthodox drum test featuring full kit overdubbed onto all four tracks, with Lol singing this spooky, retarded nursery rhyme that got mixed in via the bass drum mike. Like all the early work, it was driven by applied ignorance and adrenalin but we knew it had something. Unfortunately the track got erased but we liked the vibe so much we started again adding recorders, tone generator, anvil, backwards echo until it sounded like nothing else on earth.’


Stewart picked up the thread. ‘Dick Leahy, from Philips, came in and he said, “What the hell’s that you’re playing?” I said, “It’s a studio experiment; a percussive experiment.” He says, “It sounds like a hit record to me – can we release it?” And we said, ”Yeah, okay. What should we call it?”’


‘Neanderthal Man.’


And what shall we call ourselves?


Hotlegs. ‘We had a girl at the studio,’ Stewart continued. ‘Kathy Gill, who had very, very nice legs and she used to wear these incredible hotpants. Green, leather hotpants. So we called the group, ah, Hotlegs.’


‘Neanderthal Man’ reached Number 22 in the US, Number 2 in Britain (Hotlegs debuted on Top Of The Pops on 16 July), Number 1 in Italy and ultimately sold over two million worldwide.


The record was enormous. The Idle Race, heading towards the end of their brief but glorious career, wrestled one final hit from the jaws of oblivion when they covered the song for German and Argentine consumption. Elton John, eking out a pre-fame career as a jobbing sessioneer, recorded his own distinctive version for a budget-priced collection of soundalike hits. ‘We thought we had it made,’ laughs Godley. ‘We were on our way, baby!’
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August 1970 – Alternate Histories II – Hot Muddy Chocolate


Making it three hits out of three releases for RAK with August 1970’s ‘Love Is Life’ (c/w ‘Pretty Girls’, RAK 103), Hot Chocolate developed out of the songwriting partnership of Errol Brown and Tony Wilson.


In 1969, the pair were approached to reggaefy various hits of the day, one of which was John Lennon and the Plastic Ono Band’s ‘Give Peace A Chance’. Having submitted their version to Lennon, so that he might approve some lyric changes they’d made, the pair were rewarded not only with the wise walrus’s blessing, they were also handed a one-off record deal with Apple and a band name. Riffing on Wilson and Brown’s West Indian heritage, Lennon christened them Hot Chocolate.


‘Give Peace A Chance’, backed by Wilson/Brown’s own ‘Living Without Tomorrow’ (Apple 18) was released that October and, while it didn’t chart, it did attract the attention of Mickie Most. By the new year, Wilson and Brown had been adopted as in-house songwriters at RAK, and quickly scored when Peter Noone and Herman’s Hermits’ version of their ‘Bet Yer Life I Do’ (RAK 102) reached Number 22.


The duo also brought the Hot Chocolate name with them, albeit without a band, and the search was now on to find one. Which Most duly did, one night at the Speakeasy. They were called Mud.


Mud had already been around the block a few times. The band formed in Mitcham, south London, in 1967, from the nuclei of two local bands, the Mourners, featuring brothers Les (vocals) and Pete Gray (drums), guitarist Rob Davis and bassist Nigel Munt, and the Remains: Ray Stiles (bass), Dave Mount (drums) and that same Rob Davis on guitar. That situation ended when the Remains suggested he throw his all into their band (‘We were the better group,’ explains Stiles), only for Davis to throw in with the Mourners instead.


The Remains petered out soon after, as Munt quit the Mourners and was replaced by Stiles, around the same time as the group changed its name to Mud. ‘I’ve no idea why we chose the name Mud,’ Les Gray confessed. ‘There have been many stories. One said it was because [we] got stuck in the mud in a field…’ Stiles adds another one, that they renamed themselves after hearing Davis say of a passing fringed jacket, ‘it looks like mud’. But the most likely explanation, as they both agreed, was ‘it was chosen because it was short. If you stuck “Mud” on a poster, you got a huge billing, because it was only three letters.’


Mud turned professional on 1 April 1968, on the eve of a Swedish tour; Dave Mount joined the band at the same time, after Pete Gray announced he didn’t want to make the trip. ‘We went, and we had a great time,’ Stiles recalls mysteriously.


Home again, most of Mud’s time, according to Les Gray, was spent ‘living in the back of our Transit van, ‘with the band’s energies primarily devoted to the northern circuit of discotheques, rock clubs, cabaret and working men’s clubs. Anywhere they could get a booking. They developed different acts for each one as well, knowing instinctively what kind of performance would work best with the evening’s audience and seldom getting it wrong.


‘Each one of us did a different job,’ Stiles explains. ‘I looked after the equipment and made sure the van was always serviced. Rob looked after the money although there wasn’t much of that; Les was very much a socialiser, and would put the name of the band around, and Dave looked after the bookings, dealing with agents.’


It was Mount who brought the band to the attention of the SLA agency in Manchester, ’and they got us working up there. We did all the clubs around the north and north-east, and we did so much work there that people thought we were a northern band. We’d go up to Newcastle and do two or three weeks solid, six shows a week, plus a couple of lunchtime shows backing strippers. We were always working.’


Mud’s debut single, ‘Flower Power’/‘You’re My Mother’ (CBS 203002) appeared that same year. ‘We were all into wearing kaftans, beads and bells,’ Gray shuddered. ‘Up The Airy Mountain’ (‘us trying to be avant-garde’)/‘Latter Days’ (CBS 3355) followed, before a switch to Philips brought 1969’s ‘Shangri-La’/‘House On The Hill’ (Phillips BF1775). None really sold, but Mud were having fun regardless, and another night at the Speakeasy was just one more engagement until they were told, as they set up their gear, that they’d have to make do with less space than usual, because another group was coming in to audition for Mickie Most.


Stiles: ‘In those years when we were just milling around doing the northern clubs, we did used to work in London. We used to play the trendy clubs, we were the little band in the corner, we took the mickey out of all the flash people, we just had a good time,’ So they obediently sat out the ‘other’ group’s set, then took the stage for their own.


‘And afterwards, one of the lads from the office came backstage and said ‘Mickie Most was out there after the other lot cleared off. He stayed in there and he couldn’t take his eyes off you lot’.’


The ‘office’ was Mud’s publisher, Feldman’s; the ‘lad’ was Ian Kimmet, soon to be forming a band of his own, Jook. Right now, though, his eyes were on Most and, when the Great Man returned to the Speakeasy the following evening to see Mud perform once again, Kimmet grasped the opportunity to introduce them. The following morning, Mud made the short trip to the RAK offices in the West End, settled on Most’s large leather couch and listened as the producer outlined their destiny.


First he introduced them to his label, and his intentions to establish it as the most successful hitmaker in the industry.


Stiles: ‘He said, “It’s called RAK Records. You wanna be on RAK Records, don’t you?” “Yes we would, please.” Then he told us how he had these two songwriters, and they’d be writing our songs, and they had a band name that John Lennon had given them…they were Errol Brown and Tony Wilson, and the name of the band was Hot Chocolate. And that’s who we were going to be.


‘But then Mickie found out we were with Feldman’s, and a couple of years earlier he’d had a falling-out with them and lost the court case. So we were called back in, and he told us, “When you get freed from Feldman’s, come back to me.” And the next thing we know, Hot Chocolate have “Love Is Life” out, and we thought “Bloody hell, that could have been us.”’


August 1970 – Dib Cochran and the Earwigs: Oh Baby/Universal Love (Bell 1121)


With Marc Bolan now balancing precariously on the brink of a major musical shift, David Bowie loaned guitarist Mick Ronson and drummer John Cambridge to Dib Cochran and the Earwigs, a one-off project with which Bolan and Finn intended again testing the electric waters – at the same time, says producer Tony Visconti, as competing with the lightweight pop sounds of Edison Lighthouse and Christie then clogging up the chart. Visconti even arranged a one-off deal with Bell Records, the chief perpetrators of such music, to further boost this bizarre effort’s chances.


As meaningless slices of bubblegum buoyancy go, ‘Oh Baby’ was certainly up there with such current pop nuggets as ‘Love Grows’, ’Yellow River’ and ‘My Baby Loves Lovin’’, and was vastly superior. But it received little if any airplay, and with the music press treating it with the disdain they presumably felt another passing piece of pap deserved the whole project fizzled away unnoticed.


Bolan, though, was satisfied and, as the sessions progressed for his next album, ‘T Rex’, his ambition only gained momentum.


Of course, it still remained essential to Bolan’s game plan that he establish himself with a hit single, but even that was around the corner. Former manager Simon Napier-Bell explains, ‘Kit Lambert [co-founder of Bolan’s new label, Fly] and Tony Visconti…spent hours working on him, trying to convince him that it was now or never as far as his electric ambitions went. Marc finally took the plunge.’
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September 1970 – The only Performance that matters…


It’s been praised so often that it seems impossible there was ever a time when director Nic Roeg’s Performance was not a part of the rock mythos. Or a time when its vision of the darkness at the end of pop was not seen as the ultimate quest for any young rocker, raised on rock’s mythos of violence, drugs and ultra-sex.


Within weeks of it appearing in the cinemas – before that even, with just the ads in the imported American press, and a glimpse of Jagger’s face on the cover of the soundtrack LP – Performance hit home. Michael Des Barres recalls a time, long before Glam Rock, months before Bolan, when life itself seemed to have become ‘A competition to see who could be most like Turner from Performance. It was, and it remains, a key seminal image.’


It is also the ultimate rock‘n’roll movie, and that despite having very little to say on the subject beyond its lead character, the singularly named Turner the archetypal post-psychedelic burnout, struggling to revitalise his career at the same time as tacitly acknowledging he didn’t have a clue where to start.


It’s a dark film, possibly Roeg’s darkest, and a disturbing one. The intersection of pop decadence and gangster hedonism was not new, even when Performance was being planned; London gangland figureheads Ronnie and Reggie Kray had cavorted with showbiz heroes a decade before, and when Morrissey wrote ‘Last Of The Famous International Playboys’ in 1989 he was tapping into precisely that same mythology.


The difference was, that when Morrissey sang a love song to his ‘dear hero in prison’, that’s all he did. He sang. When Mick Jagger arose at the peak of his own supposedly blackest hour, stepping out of a world of sympathetic devils, banqueting beggars and stray-cat blues, and into the even more stygian universe of Turner and Performance, many critics complained he wasn’t actually acting. He was simply playing himself.


Performance was that good.


Performance was the creation of writer Donald Cammell, who originally conceived it as The Performers, a light-hearted romp through the Swinging Sixties with Marlon Brando cast as an American gangster hiding out in London at the pad of a pop star.


Slowly, however, the mood shifted, and by the time the script drifted into Mick Jagger’s orbit, with James Fox stepping into the role once meant for Brando, it was a very different creation – one which supplanted its basic premise with a series of questions relating to identity crisis, madness and murder. Indeed, we are still awaiting more than a glimpse of Jagger when Fox, in the role of gangster Chas, murders his childhood friend and rival Joey in a scene all the more intense for the homoerotic gun-and-whip play that precedes the actual shooting.


Chas goes on the run, not from the law but from his own former gangster allies, a mob headed up by ‘respectable’ London ‘businessman’ Harry Flowers, himself a role model for every Cockney mob boss Guy Ritchie has ever imagined.


Rightfully fearing for his life, the hard man Chas dyes his hair with red paint and heads underground. Or, at least, to the grubby café where he overhears a very Hendrix-like musician conveniently discussing the plight in which he’d just left his landlord, complete with names, addresses, outstanding rent, the works.


It’s the one false note in the entire movie, but it’s also the pivot around which the rest of the film revolves, for it’s the scene that ensures Chas’ immediate destiny, fetching up at a once-glorious but now somewhat seedy address in London’s traditionally bohemian Notting Hill district on the corner of Powys Square.


Aware that his would-be host is in the entertainment business, but sufficiently square that he has no real clue who he is calling upon, Chas introduces himself as a fellow performer – a juggler. It is not an introduction guaranteed to thrill his hosts, Turner, and his assistants/lovers Pherber (Anita Pallenberg) and Lucy (Michele Breton), and there’s some doubt whether they will even allow him into the house. But Chas forces the rent into Pherber’s hand, pushes his way into the hallway and, before anybody can do anything about it, Turner has a new lodger.


Still, their early relationship is shaped by dislike and distrust. Turner may have enjoyed a string of hits in the past. But he has ‘lost his demon’ in the years since then and is now a virtual recluse, amusing himself by purchasing art, spray-painting his walls, strumming Robert Johnson and having sex with the girls.


Which doesn’t sound that bad a life, but Chas is openly contemptuous. ‘Funny little geezer,’ he spits in one scene. ‘You’ll look funny when you’re 50.’


But there’s a bond forming as well, one which Pherber, in particular, is intent on furthering, and as Chas realises that his only chance of escape is to flee the country, Turner comes close to begging him to stay. But then a twist of underworld betrayal is added to the plot, and on the day that Chas is preparing to leave, Harry Flowers and his men come calling. And somebody gets shot and killed. But is it Turner by Chas, as it originally appears? Or Chas by Turner?


The filming of Performance began in October 1967, with Jagger and Fox joined by a very impressive array of talent. Early hopes that Jagger’s girlfriend, Marianne Faithfull, would be cast as Pherber were dashed when Faithfull discovered she was pregnant. Keith Richard’s girlfriend, Pallenberg, was cast in her stead, and hindsight reckons it was the right decision. Faithfull was too English to truly play the role; the German-born Pallenberg, on the other hand, adds both an exotic twist and a cruel sexuality to the role, and the scenes when she and Chas interact become all the more powerful for her natural strength, a quality Chas never seems previously to have encountered in a woman.


Established character actors Stanley Meadows, Allan Cuthbertson, Anthony Morton and Johnny Shannon, and the fast-rising Anthony Valentine were all recruited, and so was John Bindon, a real-life gangster turned actor who was something of a society darling during the mid-Sixties despite (or, perhaps, because of) his criminal past.


And then Roeg screened the film for its backers. Believing themselves secure in the knowledge that Roeg and Cammell were hatching the Rolling Stones’ riotous answer to the Beatles’ A Hard Days Night, Warner Brothers paid little attention to the film as it came together. Their £1.8 million, they believed, was in safe hands. Only when Roeg and Cammell delivered their creation did the executives realise just how wrong their initial assumptions had been.


‘In a sense, most of the people in Performance weren’t acting at all,’ Marianne Faithfull recalled. ‘They were exhibiting themselves. Real gangsters, real rock stars, real drug addicts, real sirens. The film was truly our Picture Of Dorian Gray – an allegory of libertine Chelsea life in the late Sixties with its baronial rock stars, wayward jeunesse dorée, drugs, sex and decadence. It preserves the whole era under glass.’


And the picture wasn’t pretty. According to legend, the wife of one Warners executive was physically sick during one test screening as bloody beating after beating rolled out of the gangland sequences; as an innocent chauffeur is cruelly shaved and then forced to watch while his employers’ car is drenched in acid; as Chas is held down and beaten with a switch; and so on.


Other corporate reactions were less extreme, but Warners was taking no chances. They had asked for A Hard Day’s Night and they received an atrocity. The film was canned; worse than that, there were moves afoot within the company to have the negative destroyed, as if to purge the world for good of this malignant slice of celluloid garbage.


It would be two years, and a new decade, before the film was finally cleared for release, years during which the original print was cut and recut, impenetrable Cockney accents redubbed by other actors (for the American release only) and Warners itself underwent a major change in administration and outlook. Finally, Performance was in the cinemas, but still the film raised hackles.


Respected movie critic John Simon wrote it off as ‘the most loathsome film of all time.’ Historian David Thomson called it ‘a load of rubbish’. Another critic, Richard Schickel, described it as ‘the most completely worthless film I have seen since I began reviewing.’


The underground press was more forgiving, of course, and more than one hip young thing found his or herself laughing aloud at the in-jokes that permeated the movie – the delivery of Mars Bars that waits outside Turner’s front door, for example. Yet even the most avid admirers of Performance will admit that, by the standards of the day, the film pushed buttons.


Buttons the assembled hordes of Glam Rock – Bowie, Ferry, Harley and Strange – would soon be nailing into place.


Viewed today, the sex and drug scenes in Performance seem strong, even when compared to some of what is currently splashed over our screens. At the time, they were widely regarded as being tantamount to pornography, especially after rumours began insisting that Jagger and Pallenberg were not acting during one of their on-screen sexual romps. Yet, whereas such a reputation might have been expected to send the prurient punters flocking to see the sex, it appears to have had the opposite effect.


Performance fared poorly in the cinemas, and the spin-off industry scarcely set the world on fire either. A monetisation of the movie, by author William Hughes, came and went all but unnoticed. The soundtrack album, released worldwide through Warner Brothers followed suit.


Through all of these tempests, however, Performance marched on, a midnight cinema staple that had, by the mid-Seventies, established itself not as merely one of the greatest rock movies of all time but also as one of the masterpieces of British cinema in general.


Certainly its influence not only on movies but also across the entire audio-visual palette is undeniable. From a technical standpoint, it was the first feature film ever to use the cut-up technique of filming; from a censorial angle, it opened new doors of permissiveness, at least among directors, and the likes of Midnight Cowboy owe it a terrific debt.


Yet, no matter how pernicious its influence might be, no matter how many fingers and toes one employs to count the number of would-be rock‘n’roll outlaws who have tried to take Turner’s natural magic for their own, no more than a handful – the same quartet that has already been mentioned – ever grasped the single most important truth that gives Performance its most solid grounding.


‘The only performance that really matters,’ Turner tells Chas during a discourse on juggling, ‘is the one that achieves madness.’


Performance achieves madness.
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October 1970 – T Rex: Ride A White Swan/Is It Love/Summertime Blues (Fly BUG 1)


It all seems so simple now, but even Marc Bolan was worried as the release of ‘Ride A White Swan’ drew closer. According to Simon Napier-Bell. ‘He was so scared of it bombing out that he was going around telling everybody that he disowned the record. What he really meant was that he disowned it if it was a flop. When it was a hit, though, it simply wasn’t worth the bother of trying to explain all that crap to people who said he’d sold out. Because now he was God, and whoever heard of God selling out?’


Besides, T Rex had one thing that John’s Children didn’t. Flo and Eddie.


Howard Kaylan and Mark Volman, the Fluorescent Leech and Eddie to their friends, were the American singer-songwriters behind the Turtles, who in turn were the power behind three of the most memorable singles of the last few years, ’Elenore’, ‘Happy Together’ and ‘She’d Rather Be With Me’. More recently, they’d been performing with the Mothers of Invention and were, in fact, in London with Zappa as Bolan was preparing for the crucial recording session.


He’d met the pair when Tyrannosaurus Rex opened for the Turtles during that fractious American tour; with some time to spare one afternoon, he decided to visit them at their hotel, and ask if they’d like to sing on the record.


Kaylan alone was home.


Kaylan: ‘Mark [Volman] had gone out, he was off kicking around Kings Road or something, so I said “Shit, I’ll do it, and the worst that can happen is you’ll put me on twice.” So I went into the studio with Marc and Tony Visconti, did “Ride A White Swan” and we really didn’t need more voices than that, it was just that simple little high “ooh and ah” stuff and we double-tracked it.’


Bolan was on the road as the single came out, touring behind some heavily advertised reduced-rate ticket prices – ten shillings, or 50p in the forthcoming decimal currency. Audiences swooped and, buoyed by their enthusiasm, ‘Ride A White Swan’ entered the chart on 24 October.


Its progress was convoluted. A Top Gear BBC radio session helped the single to Number 30 on 14 November. One week, and another session (Bob Harris on 16 November) later, it had leaped to Number 15, and it was Number 7 by the end of the month.


Top Of The Pops came calling. T Rex’s maiden appearance on the show, on 12 November, saw the group lining up alongside Dave Edmunds, Don Fardon, McGuinness Flint, the Move and the Bee Gees. Matthews Southern Comfort were Number 1, soon to be replaced by the recently deceased Jimi Hendrix.


Would any of them see such glory days again?


T Rex were back on Britain’s best-loved pop show a fortnight later, and again two weeks after that, on 10 December. By 12 December, the single was Number 6 and then commenced its descent; down to Number 12 on 19 December. Bolan had finally scored his first major hit.


But ‘Ride A White Swan’ wasn’t finished yet. That same week, T Rex appeared on DJ Dave Lee Travis’ show, gifting the self-styled Hairy Cornflake tremendous versions of ‘Ride A White Swan’, its B-side ‘Summertime Blues’, and a new song, ‘Hot Love’. And seven days later, the single soared again, back up to Number 10 for Christmas. And now it seemed unstoppable: Number 4 for two weeks in January and finally, on 23 January, it was Number 2, butting up against actor Clive Dunn’s surprise chart-topper ‘Grandad’.


Elsewhere, McGuinness Flint’s ‘Malt And Barley Blues’, Glen Campbell’s ‘It’s Only Make Believe’ and the Jackson Five’s ‘I’ll Be There’ jousted for supremacy. But ‘Ride A White Swan’ held firm. T Rexstasy was on the move.


‘I wasn’t really surprised when he made it,’ Andy Ellison admits, ‘because he had always been a very shrewd and well-organised young man. I was in France when all that T Rex stuff got going, and I must admit I was feeling pretty envious. In fact, I was feeling a lot envious because, although he really deserved that success, I often wondered what would have happened if…’


October 1970 – Alternate Histories III: Medicine Headmania


Marc Bolan was not the only person experimenting with acoustics and electrification at the end of 1970. A pair of midlands art students, John Fiddler and Peter Hope-Evans, too, were toying with the limits of their chosen sound, and the fact that they were also a duo lazy ears might have pigeonholed as ‘folky’ was as coincidental as the fact that, months before Bolan donned his first dash of glitter, Medicine Head were already renowned for splashing body paint and make-up over themselves.


The similarities between the two acts at this time were both manifold and, with hindsight, startling.


Like Marc, Medicine Head were loudly championed by DJ John Peel. He signed them to his newly formed Dandelion label and once claimed with a self-deprecating smile that he’d been considering signing Tyrannosaurus Rex too. But ‘I didn’t want two bands that people might say sounded the same.’ Bolan went to another start-up company, Fly Records, instead.


Like Marc, they looked the part – the angelic Peter Hope-Evans was the Bolanic beauty that could (and did) set the teenyboppers’ hearts a-flutter; John Fiddler was the intellectual giant who promised substance to match his style.


And like Marc, they sounded right. A largely acoustic duo in the same spirit as Tyrannosaurus Rex and the Incredible String Band, their array of esoteric instrumentation may not have included anything as twee as glockenspiel and pixiephone, but Hope-Evans’ deployment of the Jew’s Harp pledged an atmosphere far removed from basic bass and guitar, probably inspiring the Who, too, to break out the instrument on the following year’s ‘Join Together’.


Where the two acts separate is what they did with that esotericism – Bolan dumped it altogether, and only the bongos remained to remind us of it. Medicine Head continued exploring. And while T Rex built from a base of classic rock’n’roll, Medicine Head employed a template drawn from Delta blues, Cajun atmospheres and deep south Americana in general – a notion that Fiddler believes neither Bolan, nor any of his successors, would truly grasp. ‘I didn’t ever feel any connection between David Bowie and the Blues, or Marc Bolan and the Blues, in the way that Peter Hope-Evans and I connected with the Blues.’


But still, caught up in that delicious moment where ‘Ride A White Swan’ was imminent, and Medicine Head’s ‘Coast To Coast’/‘All For Tomorrow’ (Dandelion 5075) was still warm, there lurks the temptation to wonder what might have happened had Dandelion only had the financial and promotional resources to match Fly’s?


Both records ‘rock up’ an earlier, more eclectic sound; both have a punch and drive far beyond expectations. And both have a percussive edge that was born to boogie. The difference was, Bolan’s release had muscle behind it. Medicine Head’s didn’t.


In the event, it would be six months after Marc’s first hit that Medicine Head made their chart debut, when ‘(And The) Pictures In The Sky’ reached Number 22, by which time T Rexstasy was already in bloom, Bolan had hallmarked the boogie and the music had already spun off in a direction that Medicine Head had no intention of following.


And yet, of all the bands that weren’t Glam Rock, but who have made more than one list of the genre’s greatest exponents, Medicine Head are the one act who sit so firmly on the fence that their omission from these pages would be the cause of as much dispute as their inclusion.


‘I honestly don’t think Medicine Head had much at all in common with Glam Rock,’ confirms Fiddler, while acknowledging that ‘Peter obviously enjoyed dressing up in some rather interesting outfits. But such sartorial experiments began way before Glam Rock’ – way before Medicine Head itself, in fact. ‘Coming from an Art background, our use of make-up, body paint etc began way back in the Sixties, before Glam Rock had become a marketing siren.’


But when Medicine Head re-emerged on the chart in spring 1973, after three further singles had failed to capitalise on that first hit, glimpses of what they could have been were never hard to discern. ‘One And One Is One’, ‘Rising Sun’ (both 1973) and ‘Slip And Slide’ (1974) remain Glamera mix-tape favourites, the latter positively lascivious in its conjuring-up of teenage currents.


Fiddler: ‘Sexuality, and sexual awareness are massively important in an adolescents life. “Slip And Slide” is filled to the hilt with sex; the title leads and the song follows. Of course my influence for this song was the sound of Slim Harpo – sleazy, sexual, forbidden, dangerous, but undeniably drenched in the hot sweat of sexual engagement.’


Lick that.
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4 November 1970: Lift Off with Mud


Granada TV’s teatime children’s music spectacular Lift Off started life in December 1968 under the less distinctive title Discotheque. A succession of co-hosts included Merseybeat survivor Billy J Kramer, actress Diane Greaves and singer Graham Bonney before singer, model and actress Ayshea Brough arrived (replacing Greaves and working alongside Bonney) in March 1969, just weeks before her debut (12 May) as Lieutenant Ayshea Johnson in the Gerry Anderson sci-fi show UFO.


Discotheque became Lift Off that November, and Lift Off in turn would become a key prime time vehicle both for the visiting artists and for the lovely Ayshea. Although her recording career would prove sporadic she regularly performed on the show, in the process building up a public persona that made her as instantly identifiable as any of her popstar guests.


Few of the early shows were memorable. Children’s TV tended to attract lightweight performers, many of whose names are forgotten even by hardened vinyl sleuths. But nestling in among them were the likes of John Walker, White Plains, Maggie Brown and Baskin and Copperfield (featuring future Rubettes Alan Williams and John Richardson – small world!); and on tonight’s instalment, Mud – the band that didn’t become Hot Chocolate.


Their fourth single, ‘Jumping Jehosophat’/ ‘Won’t Let It Go’ (Philips 6006 022) was new on the racks (but not the RAK) and, for a while, it looked like it was going to place the Most disappointment firmly in the past.


Ray Stiles: ‘We did “Jehosophat” with Mitch Murray and Pete Callendar, and it looked like it was going to take off. We did Lift Off, and that would have been one of our first TV performances. We did Basil Brush around that time, as well. And we did Opportunity Knocks, which went appallingly terrible. I did this thing where I was doing cheek-slapping for a rhythmic thing, and they messed up our sound. It sounded absolutely dreadful.


‘Rather than get work, we lost it – but for years afterwards, after we became successful, Hughie Green would go on there and talk about the show’s big successes. Mary Hopkin, New World, Lena Zavaroni, Mud… “Hey, don’t put us in there, your programme nearly finished us off.”’
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December 1970 – T Rex: T Rex (Fly HIFLY 2)


The fifth Tyrannosaurus Rex album was also the first T Rex set, as Bolan abbreviated the band name at the same time as enlarging everything else – most notably the group’s sound. Transitional through and through, ‘T Rex’ is the obvious successor to ‘A Beard Of Stars’, but it’s clearly looking towards ‘Electric Warrior’ too, a point proven when the band hit the tour and TV circuits early in 1971.


‘Jewel’, ‘Beltane Walk’ and a reprise of the 1968 single ‘One Inch Rock’ are all bona fide Bolan classics and, if ‘T Rex’ was to be overshadowed by the simultaneous success of the ‘Ride A White Swan’ single (pointedly not included on the album), then that only allowed Bolan more time in which to plan his next move.


In fact, in many ways, this is the quintessential Bolan album, the last to be made before his entire life was swallowed up by superstardom, but the first to begin imagining what that might feel like. Certainly he has fun revisiting his first ever single, ‘The Wizard’, while his ambition is writ large throughout the opening and closing snippets of ‘The Children Of Rarn’, excerpts from a fully fledged concept album that he was then contemplating.


Also on board: ‘Is It Love’, one of his most contagiously under-rated compositions ever; ‘Sun Eye’, with its grim portent of tyrannosaurus rex, the eater of cars; and the poignant ‘Seagull Woman’, with guitar to melt your heart. But really, there’s not a sour note to be found all album long. And it’s the last Bolan album that you could say that about.


16 December 1970 – Lift Off with Stavely (Granada TV)


Another of those episodes that hindsight raises its eyebrows at… Julie Felix and Herman’s Hermits celebrating RAK’s first Christmas, an appearance from somebody named Jeff Collins and – making the first of several showings on Lift Off – Stavely Makepeace.


Perched at one of the furthest extremes of Glam, both in intent and delivery, Stavely Makepeace was the union of long-time friends Nigel Fletcher and sometime pop hero Rob Woodward – aka Shel Naylor, purveyor of a brace of classy Decca singles in 1963.


As with so many uniquely titled talents of the age, Naylor was named by his manager, in this case, impresario Larry Page. ‘This was early in the spring of 1963,’ explains Woodward, ‘when Larry was the manager of a ballroom in Coventry called the Orchid. He was hosting a talent competition, the prize being a recording contract with Decca Records – tracks were to be produced by Shel Talmy and Mike Stone from the US. I sang and played two Jerry Lee Lewis numbers, and I believe the fact that Page was a big Lewis fan more than helped him take great interest in me.


‘He asked me to go to London with him, and introduced me to a fair contingent of top brass involved in recording, TV and music publishing. Not long after this – along with local singer Johnny B Great (John Goodison) and a schoolgirl singing trio called the Orchids – I secured a contract with Decca Records and Larry decided to christen me Shel Naylor. The Shel was inspired by Shel Talmy and the Naylor seemed to complement (it) as a surname.’


Released the same November day that JFK was assassinated, Naylor’s debut single was ‘a bizarre musically corrupted version of the Irving Berlin classic ‘How Deep Is The Ocean’; the B-side, a somewhat more orthodox concoction of the Richie Valens track ‘La Bamba’ – not exactly critically acclaimed by the music press!’ Nor on Juke Box Jury, where the record was proclaimed a miss. (Decca F11776).


A second Decca release in March 1964 coupled an early Ray Davies composition, ‘One Fine Day’, with ‘It’s Gonna Happen Soon’, and featured a stunning lead guitar break from an 18 year-old Jimmy Page. (Decca F11856). (Naylor also recorded a fifth song, ‘Stomping Joe’, with Talmy in early 1964, but it remains unreleased.)


Apart from securing a summer season at Great Yarmouth in 1964, this final release was the last act in the short-lived existence of Shel Naylor. The Larry Page association and Decca were amicably wound up, and Woodward reverted to his own name and launched onto the Northern club and cabaret circuit, an ideal training ground ‘and an invaluable apprenticeship’.


Nigel Fletcher, meanwhile, was in the merchant navy; he returned to dry land in 1967, and the pair set about building a recording studio in Woodward’s parents’ living room in Coventry.


‘It gave us unlimited time for creative projects and product, as opposed to the pay by the hour recording studios which, at that time, proved to be an expensive route to travel. The front room was already flourishing as a music room for many years, as my mother was teaching pupils to learn to play piano, and it was large enough to house a basic recording set-up. The centrepiece of the studio was a two-track analogue domestic tape machine (Sony TC 200) and was hooked up to a very crude basic mono system – light years away from today’s digital technology!


There, the pair sought out and developed a rough-hewn potpourri of electronics, tape effects, and so-called found sounds. If it could be banged, they banged it – and, years before sampling brought the sounds of the kitchen sink into the studio, Stavely were playing the thing for real.


Woodward: ‘The “Stavely” scrap-iron sound emerged from literally hours of recording experimentation through from the 1967 to 1972 period. In fact the phrase “scrap iron” was coined by one of our musician friends who, on listening to the Stavely track “Edna” exclaimed, “the whole thing sounds like a load of scrap iron!”’


With bassist Pete Fisher and guitarist Don Ker completing the line-up, Stavely Makepeace signed with Pyramid Records – an odd and oddly prescient move. Pyramid was renowned at the time as a reggae label, pumping out a solid stream of Jamaican gems; a decade later, Stavely’s Coventry hometown would become the centre of the 2 Tone ska revival.


At the time, however, it made less sense. ‘Both Nigel and myself were already signed to music publishers Campbell Connelly as songwriters,’ Woodward explains. ‘Campbells had their own label called Concord, but it was in the initial stages of development back in 1969, so manager John AB Read farmed us out to Pyramid, which was run by an Australian friend of his, Graeme Goodall.


‘Goodall’s main charges were Desmond Dekker and his band the Aces and the label’s image was pretty much exclusively reggae-orientated. But Goodall, having a flexible and pragmatic approach to the industry, relaxed this restriction and fixed up a release for us.’


Sales-wise, ‘I Wanna Love You Like A Mad Dog’/‘Greasy Haired Woman’ (Pyramid PYR 6072) failed to scratch the surface but did interest Goodall in issuing a follow-up single, ‘Tarzan Harvey’ and ‘Reggae Denny’, recorded with reggae band the Pyramids. The latter worked out so well that Goodall decided to release the single as a double A-side (Pyramid PYR 6082), shortly before Christmas 1969.


The Pyramids had just recorded what would become their only hit ‘Skinhead Reggae’, under the almost-anagrammatical name of Symarip. ‘The day we recorded “Reggae Denny” with them,’ Nigel Fletcher recalls, ‘they did a rendition of “Skinhead Moonstomp” in the studio. They put four empty bottles on the floor and the singer danced round them as he was singing, a fast and complicated move without kicking any of the bottles over. It was quite impressive. They were a fun bunch of musicians, always laughing and larking about.’


Sadly, the fruits of their labours went unreleased. ‘We can only surmise that there was a considerable amount of “Mad Dog” singles pressed up and not sold, and Pyramid were reluctant to shell out further money on future product.’


By this time, the Concord label was up and running, around the same time as Steve Johnson replaced Pete Fisher on bass and multi-instrumentalist Steve Tayton was added to the Stavely line-up. ‘Edna’/‘Tarzan Harvey’ followed, a much-loved 45 that earned the band what Woodward recalls as a ‘nerve-wracking and exciting at the same time’ appearance on Top Of The Pops on 30 July 1970. Though it failed to chart, ‘it was the track that really started the ball rolling for Stavely Makepeace and for that matter Lieutenant Pigeon!’


Radio 1 played it a lot, and its failure to chart was probably a marked problem with distribution. ‘However, it certainly heralded the Makepeace/Pigeon sound and put us on the map!’


A new single, ‘Smokey Mountain Rhythm Revue’ (Concord 013), and the band’s debut on Lift Off followed, after Granada TV producer Muriel Young became the next personality to fall in love with the band’s unique sound. But it was the instrumental B-side, ‘Rampant On The Rage’, that truly prompted Woodward and Fletcher into forming a side project, with Woodward’s mother, Hilda, on piano. Lieutenant Pigeon was born.


The irony, Woodward concedes, is that ‘in our opinion, “Smokey Mountain” symbolises the route we would have liked to take had Lieutenant Pigeon not happened. It is gutsy joie de vivre hoedown rock’n’roll, and one of the best Stavely recordings up to that date. Unfortunately once again distribution problems reared their head which meant most of the pressings failed to reach the essential record shops.’


30 December 1970 – Lift Off with the Sweet


The final episode of the year, but the birth of a band destined to become a televisual phenomenon – the Sweet. And few people could have been more surprised by what the future held in store for them than the Sweet themselves. Performing their newly released fifth single, ‘Funny Funny’, the Sweet were as sweet as their name and sound suggested. Nobody, watching them make their UK television debut, could have guessed that, of all the bands who would be thrown up by the Glam explosion, not one would lead so torturously schizophrenic an existence as this lot.


Or maybe they could? ‘We had bought clothes for the show that were quite unusual,’ bassist Steve Priest recalled. ‘The trousers had one red leg, and one black. We all had some sort of black top. I bought mine with the buttons on from a girl’s clothes shop. One of the dancers on the show could see we were nervous, and took pity on us. She gave me good advice to smile and show plenty of confidence and teeth. When the camera did pan onto me for a fleeting moment, I grinned like a demented ape and looked completely stupid.’


If only he’d known what the future had in store.


Famously, the Sweet spent the vast majority of their chart career bucking against the nursery-rhyme pop that self-styled songwriting Svengalis Nicky Chinn and Mike Chapman foisted upon them and, classic 45s though those old hits might be today, at the time they were as welcome as bubblegum in a denture factory – for bubblegum is what most right-thinking rock fans thought they were.


Behind the scenes, however, there pulsed a furious hard-rock band that threw every trick they could think of into the mix in a bid to raise themselves above the level that their puppetmasters seemed to think they should maintain. The result, running from late 1970 into mid 1975, stands among the most essential runs of 45s that any band of the era could have dreamed of releasing, a mix of pure commercial genius and seditious rocking revolution. Quite simply, the Sweet were sensational.


But even rock’n’roll rebels have to start out somewhere and, for three years before ‘Funny Funny’ gave the Sweet a silly silly hit in early 1971, across a clutch of singles that went absolutely nowhere at all, the Sweet would have sold their grannies for a hit. On stage, on air, and on their B-sides, they were one of the most inventive vocal harmony bands Britain has ever produced. But give them a day in the studio, and they’d give you whatever you wanted. No matter how hard they needed to grit their teeth.


‘We wanted a hit, it’s as simple as that,’ said the band’s vocalist, the late Brian Connolly in 1986. ‘And we didn’t care what it took.’


It was Connolly who formed the band in summer 1967. Vocalist at the time with Wainwright’s Gentlemen, a sprawling seven-piece revue that could turn its hand to most things, but rarely got thanked for doing so, he had sparked a powerful friendship with that band’s drummer, Mick Tucker; so powerful that, when Tucker was fired for allegedly being ‘too flamboyant’, Connolly promptly called him up to ask if he fancied forming a new band.


Another Wainwright’s reject, guitarist Frank Torpey, followed and bassist Steve Priest became the final piece of the jigsaw after Tucker caught him playing in another band, the Army. Before that, Priest had been the mainstay behind the Countdowns, a west London band best remembered for having spent most of their career under Joe Meek’s tutelage without ever actually getting a record of their own released.


They have one cut, ‘You Stole My Heart Away’, on the late-Nineties compilation ‘The Joe Meek Collection: Hidden Gems Volume One’, and there are probably others to be found in the fabled Meek tea chests. But that was it for them, so it was no surprise to find Priest moonlighting at Southern Music studios on Denmark Street, where he made his presence felt on a couple more of the decade’s swingingest legends – the Roaring Sixties’ ‘We Love The Pirate Stations’ and the Ministry of Sound’s ‘White Collar Worker’.


This new band was a far cry from any of those concerns. Exquisitely designed around the stunning vocal harmonies the quartet quickly developed, the Sweetshop, as they named themselves, quickly worked out a remarkable repertoire. Torpey and Connolly had written at least one song together, a faintly progressive rocker called ‘Too Late Early In The Morning’, but the bulk of the menu was borrowed.


They mastered the Byrds’ ‘Eight Miles High’, the blues classic ‘Stormy Monday’, the Supremes’ ‘Stop! In The Name Of Love’ and Eddie Cochran’s ‘Summertime Blues’. ‘We wouldn’t try anything,’ Connolly recalled, ‘unless we thought we could bring something different to it, something of our own. So while you could look at our set list and call us a covers band, we were a lot more creative than a lot of people would give us credit for. I always thought of us in the same way as people like Scott Walker, who didn’t write his own material either – but you always knew it was him.’


An image began moving into view, albeit one that Priest insists ‘ranged from the sublime to the ridiculous. I wore a kaftan with beads and no shoes. Frank wore jeans and looked like a builder. He didn’t like the idea of stage clothes. Mick and Brian wore frilly shirts with chiffon scarves. They both looked like a couple of tarts. Later, we decided that we should have some sort of common stage attire, but we couldn’t afford that yet. I was unable to buy a decent pair of boots.’


The Sweetshop debuted live at the Hemel Hempstead Pavilion on 4 March 1968. It was a venue all four members had played in the past and they hoped that might serve them in good stead with the audience. What they didn’t consider was that they only had sufficient material for a 20-minute performances – barely enough for one full set, let alone the two that the contract demanded.


Nevertheless ‘we seemed to go down well,’ recalled Priest and, with the venue’s management confirming that they would happily rebook the band, so long as they could double their repertoire, the Sweetshop were off and running. Indeed, a month or so later, a brief moment of at least reflected glory arrived in the form of a three-week residency at the Dolce Vita cabaret club in Birmingham, opening for all-girl trio the Paper Dolls and returning to the stage to accompany the ladies. The Dolls’ single ‘Something Here In My Heart (Keeps Telling Me No)’ was knocking on the Top Ten door at the time, and Priest recalled, ‘I had seen them on the TV, and they looked like go-go dancers with short skirts and obvious, curly wigs.’


The two groups met up at a rehearsal studio in London, to run through the set, and Priest admitted ‘this whole thing was a completely new experience for me. I thought that showbusiness was putting on a guitar and playing in front of a load of drunks. Here we were in a professional rehearsal studio with three young ladies who had a record in the charts. It was frightening.’


Connolly played little part in the show; occasionally he would be handed an unplugged guitar and invited to strum along – one particularly dark night, he was handed one that had inadvertently been plugged in and drowned out the show with his wild twanging. The Sweetshop were dismissed from the tour soon after.


They also engaged a manager, surprisingly turning not towards a hard-bitten industry maven but a fellow singer. Paul Beuselinck was the former pianist of Screaming Lord Sutch’s Savages, and the son of Oscar Beuselinck, a music-business lawyer whose clients included the Who. As Paul Nicholas, he had already released a few singles through Robert Stigwood’s Reaction label, and would go onto release many more. Right now, however, he was toying with management and publishing, working at Robert Mellin Publishing, which is where he ran into a young go-getter named Phil Wainman.


Wainman, a seasoned drummer on the military base circuit, a former member of pre-Procol Harum band the Paramounts and co-writer of the Yardbirds’ ‘Little Games’, Wainman was now looking to break into production. So, when Nicholas buttonholed him in the office one day, and mentioned that he was considering taking on a band called the Sweetshop, Wainman agreed to come down with him to watch them play.


The group auditioned for Wainman in a church hall in Stanmore, running through a set that was largely Motown-based, but impressing him with their harmonies. He suggested they record together and then, with a sure-fire hit in hand, seek out a suitable record label.


Glancing across to his friendship with Stigwood, Paul Nicholas suggested a Bee Gees’ song – Stigwood managed and produced the brothers Gibb, and the 18 months since they arrived in the UK had seen the band chalk up a string of hits, both as performers and songwriters. Connolly recalled, ‘He wanted us to cover “Down To Earth” [from the Bee Gees’ recently released “Idea” album], which was all right but it wasn’t one of their strongest songs.’


Wainman, on the other hand, was leaning towards ‘Baby Come Back’, a classy pop nugget that had just been released in Germany by the multi-racial Equals; that plan, however, was scuppered by the song’s phenomenal success – it topped the German chart, landed a UK release immediately after and went to Number 1 there as well. The Equals were off and running, and the Sweetshop were still searching for their first single.


‘Paul was still keen for us to do the Bee Gees song,’ Connolly continued, ‘but we were siding with Phil, that we’d be better off doing something that people didn’t already know.’ Finally he came up with ‘Slow Motion’, a song he picked up while visiting the publishers Valley Music. Written by David Watkins, pianist with Wolverhampton band the Magicians, ‘Slow Motion’ had already been pencilled in as that band’s next B-side, behind another Watkins composition, ‘Painting On Wood’.


Wainman didn’t care, if he was even aware of the fact. Taking an instant liking to ‘Slow Motion’, he cut a demo with pianist Alan Benson, then played that to Jack Baverstock at the Fontana label. The A&R colossus declared that he wouldn’t turn it down if he was offered it as a new band’s first single and, with Robert Mellin agreeing to finance the session in return for the Sweetshop cutting a couple of the songs he published, ‘Down To Earth’ and the eventual B-side, ‘It’s Lonely Out There’, the Sweetshop decamped to Jackson’s Studios in Rickmansworth.


A fourth song, the insistent Nicholas’ Bee Gees pick, was also recorded during the session, although the session did not necessarily go smoothly. Rumour has spent the past 40 years insisting that Phil Wainman and yet another Wainwright’s Gentlemen mainstay, Gordon Fairminer, played on the ensuing recordings in place of Mick Tucker and Frank Torpey respectively, pulling off a sleight of hand that would become all too familiar to the band in the future. Steve Priest, however, is adamant that neither substitution was made. ‘I know what they’re talking about, but it wasn’t “Slow Motion”.’


Whoever performed on it, Jack Baverstock’s enthusiasm for Wainman’s initial demo did not wane when he heard the finished record. The man who had brought fame to so many artists, giving Fontana hits with Wayne Fontana and the Mindbenders, the Pretty Things, Scott Walker, Dave Dee and so many more, placed ‘Slow Motion’ on the release schedule for 19 July 1968, three months ahead of the Magicians’ version. The Sweetshop were open for business.


The Sweetshop were gigging now, not as regularly as they would have liked, perhaps, but sufficient for them to hone their repertoire and abilities even tighter. The majority of gigs tended towards hotels and social clubs, any place that was willing to hand them £20 for their troubles, while they also landed a week long tour of Scotland in June. Then it was back to London, gigging around the outer suburbs in a series of shows that Connolly later groaned ‘really do blur into one another.’ There was just one show that he still recalled almost 20 years later.


3 August 1968 saw the Sweetshop coax their battered red van up to the northern town of Warrington, where they discovered that the support act was a band whose name had been pilloried all over the music press just days before. Deep Purple was a new progressive rock act whose all-important UK debut, opening for the Byrds at the Roundhouse earlier in the month, had loudly been declared one of the most disappointing showings that fabled venue had ever witnessed. Purple were off for the United States in a matter of weeks, where the Tetragrammaton label had already declared them superstars in waiting. Britain, however, had no time for their convoluted organ and guitar-led meanderings around sundry pop classics – Vanilla Fudge were bad enough, for heaven’s sake – and the handful of British warm-up shows Purple were playing were killing time more than anything else.


‘I remember that show,’ Connolly laughed years later. The Red Lion ‘wasn’t a big pub, more like a cosy local with a little stage at one end. And Purple came sauntering on with their American hit single, their purple amps, their flashy clothes…they were a great band, lovely people, but they were so out of place that you really felt sorry for them.’


The Sweetshop, too, were feeling a little hard done by. ‘Slow Motion’ was about to hit the Fontana pressing plants when the news came through that another band had beaten them to the name the Sweetshop – and, just to make matters worse, not only was it helmed by Mark Wirtz, with whom Wainwright’s Gentlemen had recorded some demos the previous year, it was also released by Fontana! ‘Barefoot And Tiptoe’ did nothing sales or chartwise, but there was no way a second Sweetshop single could be released by the same label just weeks after the first. With no time to even give the matter any serious consideration, the Sweetshop dropped the Shop. They were now the Sweet.


‘That was Brian and Mick with their big mouths,’ laughs Priest. ‘They knew Mark Wirtz and they were going “Oh, we’ve got a band together and it’s called the Sweetshop,” and Mark already had the song together and went “Okay, we’re the Sweetshop as well.” And Fontana didn’t give a flying shit, because all they cared about was making some money. So we had to change our name…’


Not that it mattered. ‘Slow Motion’/‘It’s Lonely Out There’ (Fontana TF 958) fared no better than ‘Barefoot And Tiptoe’; there was a handful of radio plays, if that, and a clutch more live shows staggered around the record’s release ‘all blur into one’ as Connolly put it. ‘One long dreadful mess.’ Paul Nicholas pulled some strings with Robert Stigwood and arranged for his agency to book a handful of Sweet gigs; Mick Tucker also believed Stigwood’s influence lay behind the Sweetshop making their first ever session appearance on the BBC’s now year-old Radio 1, for DJ Dave Symonds.


‘Fontana really weren’t pulling their weight with us,’ the drummer complained. ‘They released so many singles every week and they couldn’t work them all even if they’d wanted to. Anyway, what can you say about a label that has two acts with the same name and doesn’t even realise that? So Paul was pulling in favours wherever he could, and Stigwood had some influence at the BBC, probably through the Bee Gees or Cream [who he also managed] or whoever, and that’s how we got in there. He sent us back up to Scotland as well, and we had a residency at some little place in Cornwall [a fortnight in Newquay] although I don’t think he really knew who we were.’


The band recorded three songs for the BBC, both sides of the single plus ‘Too Late Early In The Morning’, and later dismissed the session as desultory, badly performed and scarcely heralded by Symonds himself. Nevertheless, the BBC retained a degree of faith in them and, the following month, they were invited back to record a similar selection of songs for DJ Stuart Henry.


The group’s frontiers were expanding gently. Early 1969 saw Connolly, Priest, Torpey and Tucker go into the studio with Wainwright’s Gentleman’s old vocalist Ian Gillan, and his new band Episode 6’s bassist Roger Glover, to record a demo for a song they’d written called ‘Questions’. All six were close friends now; Glover and Connolly even shared a flat for a time, and Glover recalled ‘for a couple of years in the Sixties we were inseparable friends.


‘I liked him because he had a car and drove me places. He liked hanging around my flat in Uxbridge, just around the corner from our local pub – the Gardeners Arms. We were both in struggling bands and shared the same lack of funds and dreams of success…’ And his fondest memory of this period? ‘He was a man who most of all wanted to be a great singer in the tradition of Sinatra or Bennett (as he told me once in the pub) but he achieved no mean feat by his work in the Sweet.’


The band were also in demand at Mellin Music, being called in to demo any number of songs for the publisher, usually with Phil Wainman overseeing the sessions. Later years would see some confusion over this material, with Connolly usually insisting that he alone appeared on the best known of these tracks…one of Mellin’s own co-compositions, ‘I’m On My Way.’ In fact, the whole band cut that track; he did, however, appear alone on a brace of recordings by an Italian band called the Closed, ‘My Little Girl From Kentucky’ and ‘Spider’, laying down a guide vocal the band’s own vocalist would follow at the final recording session.


Five years later, two of these songs found their way out as a single in Europe (‘I’m On My Way’/‘My Little Girl From Kentucky’ – RednWhite 40140, France) and onto a dubious compilation album in the United States. Only now they were credited to the Sweet. The Sweet were finally forced to resort to legal action to close the operation down.


Sessions such as these kept the musicians busy, but they were scarcely rewarding; the money was poor and was, in any case, largely swallowed up by the band members’ on-the-road needs… food, petrol, lodgings, cigarettes, drink and any other highs that might be on offer. Nobody was getting rich, nobody was really happy, and in March 1969 Frank Torpey announced he was leaving ‘to buy a house’.


The band immediately offered the vacant spot to Gordon Fairminer. He turned them down, and it would be a few weeks more before a full-time replacement, Mick Stewart, was brought in by Mick Tucker. Stewart was most recently a member of the last ever line-up of Johnny Kidd and the Pirates, formed in the mid Sixties to try and resurrect the old rock’n’roller’s career, but doomed to a tragic end following Kidd’s death in a car accident. Bassist in that same line-up was Nick Simper, a founder member of Purple in 1968, and it was Simper who recommended him to Tucker.


Paul Nicholas had drifted away by now, as had a lot of the Sweet’s other contacts. Their Fontana deal was only ever intended as a one-off, the label opting for nothing more than an option on retaining the group’s services in the future. They passed and, with that, Phil Wainman too faded from their lives. It would be mid 1969 before a new manager hove into view; Roger Easterby was managing the pop group Vanity Fair at the time, and saw the Sweet as being cut in a similar mould. His enthusiasm was certainly enough to intrigue legendary producer George Martin, who signed the Sweet to his AIR London production company. This funnelled releases onto EMI’s Parlophone label, where their labelmates would include…Deep Purple.


One of Stewart’s first tasks as a member of the Sweet was to join them at Abbey Road to begin work on the band’s next single, ‘Lollipop Man’/‘Time’ (Parlophone R5803). Composed by Albert Hammond and Mike Hazelwood, members of the band Family Dogg, it was a fairly inconsequential song despite a squeak of Hendrix-shaped guitar percolating over the intro. By the time it reached its chorus, however, it was unquestionably a slab of what the rock cognoscenti had already written off as ‘bubblegum’ music – and Connolly admitted he hated it.


Talking to DJ Brian Matthew, he pushed ‘Lollipop Man’ with as much dedication as the record label would have demanded, even reminding listeners that it was written by the same team that gave Leapy Lee a hit with ‘Little Arrows’. But, behind the scenes and years later, he growled, ‘‘‘Lollipop Man” was shit. Everything they gave us to record was shit.’


The Sweet continued gigging, up and down the UK as their bookers demanded; a trip across to the Channel Islands for a short residency at a club on Jersey and, shortly before Christmas 1969, a three-week residency at the Piper Club in Rome – an adventure in itself as Priest, Tucker and Stewart manhandled the band’s temperamental van across Europe and through the Alps (Connolly, sensibly, flew). But the band continued to struggle.


The Sweet’s new single, ‘All You’ll Ever Get From Me’/‘The Juicer’ (Parlophone R5826) had been recorded by now, taking the band back to Abbey Road this time to cut a song written by the hottest songwriting duo of the era, Roger Cook and Roger Greenaway – both stars in their own right as members of, respectively, television novelty band the Pipkins and the multi-racial Blue Mink and, before that, as the pop duo David and Jonathan.


But radio play was sparse, proving the old adage that it’s not what you do that counts, it’s who you know…and the Sweet really didn’t know anybody. ‘‘That would have been a big hit if we had done something like Top Of The Pops,’ Connolly reasoned. ‘But we were playing abroad at the time and couldn’t get back to promote it properly.’


In fact, it probably wouldn’t have helped. The occasional BBC session would offer the Sweet a flash of hope but, after three 45s, they knew that any number of bands were invited in to cut sessions for the various DJs and only a handful would ever get more action than that. The week after the Sweet’s latest airing, on Dave Cash’s show in mid-January, for instance, the same DJ plugged another band of struggling unknowns, Tangerine Peel, featuring an Australian singer songwriter named Mike Chapman. Nothing happened for them, either.


‘It was strange,’ Priest said of ‘All You’ll Ever Get From Me’. ‘Because to listen to it, it did sound like a hit, but it just didn’t happen.’ It also sold a lot better than its predecessor, and the handful of people who did buy it were treated to one of their best ever songs on the B-side, a band-built rocker called ‘The Juicer’. But the plaudits of a few fans were barely enough to sustain the group and, by the time the Sweet came to cut their next 45, ‘Get On The Line’/‘Mr McGallacher’ (Parlophone R5848), it was clear that something had to give.


The last six months had seen the group’s finances hitting new depths, and their confidence racing to join them. Now they took a new blow as they arrived at the studio to find themselves being expected to cut an excruciating piece of pop flotsam called ‘Get On The Line’ – written, to the accountants’ delight if nobody else’s, by the same team that had been responsible for ‘Sugar Sugar’ the previous year, songwriters Jeff Barry and Andy Kim.


In fact, the Archies themselves had already recorded the song; but whereas Jonathan King completely restructured ‘Sugar Sugar’ as a brooding slab of fuzzy psychedelia when he took on the cartoon caperers, the Sweet’s cover was to be all but identical to the original. And, to make certain that they didn’t deviate from the plan, they were presented with a pre-recorded backing track and told that Connolly alone was required at the session. Everything else had already been cut.


‘They wouldn’t even let us sing the background vocals,’ snarled a furious Priest. ‘Instead it was done, of all things, by the Ladybirds, who were a trio of women that would sing on shows like Benny Hill, or basically any show they could.’


Again, the band was allowed to stretch its wings on the B-side with another group composition, ‘Mr McGallacher’. But ‘Get On The Line’ was doomed to be as great a failure as its predecessors, and again, the only bright spot was the now inevitable invitation down to the BBC, to record a fresh version of the single for the Jimmy Young Show. It would be broadcast during the week of 15-19 June, but nobody expected it to make an iota of difference. If the Sweet had split up there and then, it is unlikely that anybody would have even noticed.


Instead they hung around – literally. Their own session complete, Connolly and Tucker were idling some time away at the Beeb’s Aeolian Hall studios when they caught sight of a familiar figure coming into, or leaving, one of the studios. It was Phil Wainman and, when they fell into conversation with him, he had some rather exciting news to pass on. About a pair of songwriters he’d just become involved with, Nicky Chinn and Mike Chapman. About a song they’d just written he thought the Sweet might like, called ‘Funny Funny’. And about the plans the threesome had already hatched to create the biggest pop sensation of the early Seventies.


The Sweet were round at his flat the following morning.


December 1970 – Various Artists: Top Of The Pops Vol 14 (Hallmark SHM 710)


It’s Number 1…it’s the other Top Of The Pops…


‘Imagine’, mused a mid-Nineties issue of American magazine Goldmine, ‘a time when a trip out to buy the latest hot pop hits did not involve holding up your taste in music to the ridicule of the lethally hip young gunslinger at the local branch of Indie-trash R Us.


‘Imagine, too, a time when you could pick up a sizeable chunk of the latest Top Forty, plus a handful of hopeful-but-helpless first timers, and get an eyeful of a tastefully clad young dollybird, and still have change out of a crisp pound note.


‘And imagine, finally, that you are legally deaf, which means you don’t even notice that the groovy stash you now place on the turntable doesn’t sound anywhere near the same as when it turns up on the radio.


‘Congratulations! You are now the proud owner of…’


There can be few institutions in rock history as reviled as the Hallmark budget label’s Top Of The Pops series. Even today, almost 30 years after the final edition (and more than 40 years after the first), the ‘kitsch’ value the series holds for certain collectors is balanced by unease, and a self-conscious smirk that insists ‘they’re so bad, they’re good.’


But a quarter-million or so purchasers cannot be wrong. And for the five or six years that were dominated by Glam Rock, Top Of The Pops on vinyl was as vital and vibrant a record of the movement’s pulse as Top Of The Pops on TV.


The two were wholly separate from one another. Conceived in 1968 by the Hallmark subsidiary of Pickwick Records, themselves already leaders in the world of cheapo compilations, the Top Of The Pops series took its name from the BBC television music show of the same name, but did so not through any kind of linkage but because the Beeb had rather foolishly forgotten to trademark the title. A rival series, the Music For Pleasure label’s Hot Hits, debuted soon after, while a handful of others (most notably Marble Arch’s Chartbusters) surfaced for an album or two. But Top Of The Pops was the benchmark and, while the others passed into oblivion, it became a tradition.


The concept was simplicity itself. While the design department worked on the sleeve, and invariably wound up with a pretty, pouting, dollybird wearing hotpants and a tank top, a team of crack sessionmen were given approximately five days in which to turn out an album’s worth of soundalike smash hits, torn from the top of the chart.


There was a regular team of musicians, responsible for almost every song on the album. Across the full spectrum of releases, vocalists like Tony Rivers, Martha Smith, John Perry and Danny Street can be heard aping everyone from Donny Osmond to Johnny Rotten. Miller Anderson/Kenny Young sidekick Bob Falloon lashed out a decade’s worth of incredible licks and there was even a singing pianist rejoicing under the marvellous name of Reginald Dwight.


Hold it right there!


Would that be the Reginald Dwight, the little fat one who went on to become Elton John?


It would indeed. Even future superstars have to eat, after all, and if you’ve ever wanted to find out what a piano-playing balladeer would make of ‘Neanderthal Man’ or ‘Spirit In The Sky’, the CD ‘Reg Dwight’s Piano Goes Pop’ (RPM 142) tells the rest of the story,


Who bought these records? At their peak, the Top Of The Pops series was topping 300,000 copies per volume. There were 92 volumes. Retailing at little more than the price of a single 45, these collections weren’t simply out-performing full-price records by a considerable margin, they were also outselling many of the original singles as well. And, while that was great for the music publishers, who got their money whoever performed the song, the poor labels were left to starve. Not for the first (and certainly not the last) time in history, the cry went up – it’s the death of the music industry as we know it.


It would be another year before that particular saga played out. In the meantime, Top Of The Pops Volume 14 marks the moment when the series met the music that would confirm both its future and its success. The birth of Glam Rock. ‘Ride A White Swan’ was a shoo-in for this edition and, though the vocals are weak, the spirit is strong.
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