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This book is dedicated to Oriana.




The year – 2005


Location – London


Mood – Dramatic


M y eyelids slowly part. I’m waking up on a cold, hard, unforgiving floor. As I start to get used to no longer being unconscious, I begin to scan the darkened room. I see a sink, pots, pans, a stove. I’m lying on someone’s kitchen floor, one which I certainly don’t recognise.


As I begin to coax myself up, I quickly discover that I’m surrounded by smashed wine bottles and dried claret – claret in the cockney sense: blood.


It’s at this moment a tremendously awful pain begins to rush from my left hand. On further examination I discover the hand in question is stuck in the fist position, like a boxer, the dried blood acting like superglue. By the amount of red on and around me I imagine that this clenched position most likely stopped me from bleeding to death whilst I was out for the count. Forcing open my hand in the darkened kitchen brings a jolt of laser-type pain through my whole body. I’m greeted with a nasty gash, the wound running from my middle finger all the way to the start of my wrist.


I’m now obviously wide awake. The damaged hand explains the blood, the events leading up to the wound are still a mystery, although I imagine the broken bottles are the likely culprits.


I pick myself up with no idea what happened, where I am, or where I’ve been – an all too frequent predicament.


Hold on!


Let me stop here.


Unaware of where I am.


Surrounded by glass, covered in blood. WOUNDED!


This isn’t an ideal first impression of who I am, in fact I would say, like, not at all. Taking a bird’s eye view of the situation, I can confidently say that before this point this type of behaviour wasn’t how I saw my life going in the slightest.


Let me not get ahead of myself though as I want to discuss the butter-fly effect. The particular analogical theory that a butterfly flapping its wings in Richmond Park, London could trigger a hurricane on the other side of the world. That’s not true of course, the intended sentiment is how the smallest of moves can lead to the most colossal outcomes. It’s like a set of dominos positioned side by side, the tiniest push setting them all toppling in a constant series of events caused by a single action.


This is what happened to me. I couldn’t stop my dominos from falling.


It’s what you would call fate. Why I’m here today is a mixture of hard work, coincidence, and luck or what some may call a very hard to comprehend ‘nah that couldn’t have happened’ series of events.


Although the real reason I start my story here is a literary device, something recently taught to me. It’s all about juxtaposition, salt and sweet, hot and cold, just like my favourite dessert, a delicious freshly baked apple pie with a big scoop of ice cream. And why am I telling my story in the first place? That’s simple. All good stories must be told and most importantly, I promised someone I would. You will meet them soon.




PART ONE




The years – 1980s


Subject – Wonderboy


Location – Sleepy Oak, Surrey, UK


M y name is Pop! Pop Morrison. I am the Wonderboy. I was christened Andrew Reese Morris by my parents, Verity and Clarence, but at no time in my life do I recall being called Andrew. It’s been Pop since day dot. I’d never thought much about how my snappy name came about; it’s just always been that way.


I recently asked Mum over tea and biscuits why I was called Pop, and her response was rather brilliant.


“When you were born you just popped out. It was like you couldn’t wait to get out there and make a racket.”


I changed my second name to Morrison when I was eighteen because of my favourite rock and roll singer Jim Morrison from The Doors. I thought Pop and Morrison together had a great ring to it. I also knew I needed a good name if I was going to be a famous musician, and at that age those were the stars I was aiming for.


I was born in Guy’s Hospital, London and grew up west of the big smoke in the leafy green Surrey countryside, a little nook of a village with no streetlights called Sleepy Oak. Sleepy Oak is a one road in, two roads out type of place, with a small pub, The Cricket Club, and a very old red telephone box which would eventually be converted into a tiny library homing mostly romantic literature or books about gardening.


Our family home was called The Old Rectory and was named on acc-ount of, one, its age and two, because it was located right next to the church. Mum had the place done just right; it was shabby chic before shabby chic became a thing. I loved the long weeping willow-lined gravel drive: the satisfying raspy crunch walking to or from was the most comforting sound. The whole place was wondrous, growing up there was a treat.


The name Sleepy Oak comes from the huge oak tree that grows on a steep bank that sits by the road at the main entrance to the village. This ‘sleepy oak’ leans precariously low to the ground, almost as if it’s trying to lie down – horses, motorcycles, cars, and most vans can successfully enter Sleepy Oak this way. The drive under the tree is always a thrill for those who don’t do it daily, a novelty almost. Anything bigger in size, a removal lorry for example, has to take the back entrance to the village, a slight detour, certainly the less glamorous arrival to the village but equally as effective, and hence my odd ‘one road in, two roads out’ description. Many visitors comment on the tree saying it’s dangerous as it will fall one day. It hasn’t yet, and I don’t think it ever will.


I believe its roots go deeper than any opinion.


Family life was pretty carefree, no qualms here, my parents were top notch. Mum was a history teacher until she retired and became a semi-professional yoga instructor and Dad once worked from home as a business manager, something involving looking after other people’s money. I’m an only child. Apparently after I ‘popped out’ the idea of having another one of me was rather unappealing to my folks, during the same tea and biscuits chat Mum’s exact words were, “You were a bloody handful, love!”


I never once thought that being an only child was a bad thing: to me it always meant that I just got extra brilliant Christmas presents.


Before POP was even part of my vocabulary, before I even had any vocabulary for that matter, my grandparents on my mother’s side moved to Sleepy Oak. I never met my grandparents on my Dad’s side as he was adopted, and as soon as he came of age he bounced and never looked back. Grandma and Grandpa Robins fast became my best friends. The constant buzz of excitement surrounding their lives was something I always wanted to be around. My grand-folks lived in a thatched cottage across the road opposite our house. It was a beaten-up old place when they first bought it, abused and derelict. They always laughed about when they first went to see the property and how there was a cow in the living room and frogs in the bath. Pretty quickly they put the love into the house that it needed. They even started the garden from scratch. Apparently I ‘helped out’ by planting flowers. Sadly, I was too young to remember that although I certainly loved watching the garden grow as I did.


To me it felt like a magical place.


I must add that my grandparents’ surname ‘Robin’ was not official, not from birth or marriage. They would become ‘Robin’ on account of the bird variety that lived in abundance on their Sleepy Oak grounds. Their cottage was ideal for many reasons, the main one being that there was ample space in the back garden to build an observatory, something they of course needed as they were both astronomers.


Grandpa and Grandma Robin’s journey to become husband and wife is a rather beautiful story. They first met as kids when they were both sent to the same summer camp in Edinburgh, Scotland, a land they were both born and raised in. Due to their high IQ they were both considered to be ‘the odd ones out’. It would seem their soaring intellects were a rare statistic amongst the other summer camp kids; something that would turn out to serve them well as being considered ‘odd’ would be the exact nucleus needed to draw the two together. It was simple: they became friends, best friends, sweethearts then boyfriend and girlfriend. You see the trajectory, right? Like a rocket ship into space. Well sadly this fairytale ended when they both went to different universities in different countries to study the very same subject. Astronomy. Life went on and time passed, but because of their astronomic passions as young adults they naturally ended up moving in the same professional circles, this being the spark that would eventually bring the two star-crossed lovers back together again. That, and something rather celestial.


What inspired their rekindled love was Grandma discovering a new constellation. This was a big deal made bigger when she would go on to name it Jym. Spelling the constellation Jym was of course considered a pretty big signal to my future Grandfather whose name and unique spelling was identical. As they were both now working at the Royal Observatory in Greenwich, Jym wasted no time in asking Jane out for a steak dinner, and the rest, as they say, is history.


Grandpa Jym never reached the same heights of astronomical successes as Grandma. He always said that he was much more content being Grandma’s ‘right hand man in work, and partner in crime in love.’ He became far more interested in clouds, anyway, studying them rigorously in his spare time to the point where he became a professor on the subject. Their skyward obsessions were incredibly inspiring to me, and even as a small boy I knew their passion for their professions was extra special. This unwavering commitment planted a seed in my young mind. It was duly noted that in later life I should feel the exact same way about my job as Grandma and Grandpa did about theirs. During the never-ending school summer holidays, I would camp out by the observatory for weeks at a time in a bright orange tent next to a gnarly apple tree, with a rope swing wide enough for two. I will never forget how that tree produced the biggest apples you ever saw.


During these summer holiday evenings Grandma would let me look through her elite science grade telescope and teach me all the names of the planets and constellations. Of course, I would always ask to see constellation Jym and she would always gladly oblige.


Eventually these evening telescope sessions would result in Grandma playfully quizzing me on all the galactic names.


“What’s this one called Pop?”


Sadly, I didn’t fare well with this game, unless it was Jym that is. I really didn’t mind, I just enjoyed spending time with her. I believe that’s exactly how she felt too. My skyward quizzes didn’t stop there though as spending time with Grandpa would always result with him pointing up to the heavens. As an officially knighted specialist in the great subject of clouds Grandpa went on to teach me all the variations of the fluffy sky pillows, and for reasons beyond me, this information stuck like gum on a shoe. There’s ten, you know. They all have cool names like Cirrus or Stratus. My favourite was always Nimbus and Mammatus. I just love the way they both rolled off the tongue. Grandpa adored the Cirrus variety. He called them ‘good luck clouds.’


“If you see them good things are coming,” he’d say.


Jym and Jane were not your typical grandparents by any stretch of the imagination. For one they loved everything that was going on in the sky above them far more than what was happening on the ground below. Except me, of course, who was doted upon and thoroughly indulged.


It’s highly controversial, but along with astronomy and cloud names they also taught me very early on about the immense healing abilities possessed by someone they both were very fond of called Mary Jane. Well, it didn’t take me long to work out for myself that this ‘Mary’ was not a person at all, but a plant. ‘Mary Jane’ of course being marijuana. It seems every generation has a new name for this psychoactive bush, my personal favourite being Wacky Baccy, or just the good old classic ‘grass.’


When Grandma and Grandpa moved to Sleepy Oak, they began growing the Ganja plants in their greenhouse-esque observatory to the great dismay of my parents who would eventually just have to ignore this penchant their elders had for pot.


This curious Wonderboy couldn’t help asking questions, which of course they always happily answered. Incidentally it was my Grandpa who gave me the Wonderboy nickname.


I remember the exact day. It was my tenth birthday, late morning. I was riding my brand-new red mongoose BMX bike around my grandparents’ garden when this small blackbird startled me causing a minor crash. I knew this bird well. For some reason it had been stalking me, I mean literally ever since I could remember. Every time I cared to look there had always been a small blackbird in my general vicinity, observing me. Eventually I just took it for gospel that wherever I went it would be there. I even thought this happened to everyone, but of course this wasn’t the case, and after many years I got so used to its presence I stopped acknowledging it altogether. To be totally honest I even ended up naming it. I began calling this bird Albee. Albee the small blackbird. I figured the creature needed a name, and Albee felt right.


Albee the bird never bothered me or made me feel uncomfortable. If anything, he just made an already curious boy wonder.


As Grandpa helped me and my BMX off the ground, I asked him the reason why a small blackbird followed me around everywhere I went. Grandpa told me it was like a guardian angel.


“Not all Wonderboys and girls have them, but you’re special Pop. He’s there to look out for you and you alone.’’


I asked Mum and Dad this same question later that day. Their answer was simple and far less wondrous: Coincidence!


The thing is, I had already done enough private observing of my feathered friend to know this wasn’t coincidence at all. What Grandpa told me only solidified that.


At some point in my early teens, whilst taking part in our night-time stargazing tradition, Grandma started to let me take a puff or two from her perfectly rolled joints. I never looked back. It didn’t take long, but once I learnt how to roll for myself, me and my friend Carmen would secretly sneak into the observatory to smoke a cheeky doobie: the secrecy aspect of this ending when a plate of cookies started to magically appear halfway through our doobie, ‘anonymously’ appearing on the doorstep after a selection of spritely knocks on the observatory door.


Carmen was my first girlfriend. She didn’t go to the same school as me, but lived in the next village along, a 15-minute walk on the road or a 5-minute walk through farmer Pierce’s corn field and across a babbling brook on precarious stepping-stones. She would later move away when her dad got a job in America. We stayed in touch via letters and occasional phone calls until one day they just stopped. My first heartbreak? Well, that’s how I described what I was feeling in my diary!




(Diary extract)


Why does thinking about Carmen make me sad? Is this what the films call


heartbreak? Dad told me that there’s plenty of fish in the sea. I told him


I don’t care about the other fish in the sea, I liked that one. He said


one day I will understand. I’ve been waiting a while.





This diary was one of my first, and it was Grandpa who encouraged me to keep one. I enjoyed taking a moment to reflect. I liked the idea I could be reminded of things in the future, feelings, moments, observations. I always loved this particular diary: it was covered in fake fur and had a little lock and key, both useless as I discovered a paperclip and bit of force were just as effective as a means of access.


As a kid I ran an absolute riot in the academia department. ‘I’ and ‘it’ just never clicked. Looking back at it all now, school was just simply not for me. This I appreciate is odd considering I was coming from such an academic family, but no, not the case at all, much the opposite. I was a constant nuisance in class – an incorrigible little terror whose class clown antics nearly got me expelled many times over. The ‘very nearly’ bullet dodging made possible only by my Dad working his tactical magic with Mr Atkins the head teacher.


Nice one Dad!


This was the trouble-making flight path I was on; that is, until something rather tremendous happened. I was skipping gym class, something I always did, which would inadvertently bring me face to face with my destiny. I must say out of all the school lessons, I hated sports with a particular passion. For me the only redeeming feature about it was wearing football boots. I just loved the sound of the metal studs against concrete floor – the satisfyingly percussive clippaty clappaty got me every time. It was the whole sporty part of it all that I loathed. I was an overweight kid and absolutely detested the locker room atmos. Getting changed into my gym kit was an arduous task to say the least. Mum and Dad would always say that I would ‘lean out’ when I got older, but that information didn’t help me one bit back then. I was the only fat kid in class, and you can only imagine all the comments.


Hey fatso!


Oi, look at chunky.


Boys will be boys, right?


I felt like I was the same as them, but clearly, I wasn’t. Fortunately for me, it was only ever the locker room where I got any type of grief, but grief is grief no matter where it’s applied.


The ring leaders of my locker room torment were the Christie twins who took great pleasure in causing distress to others. To this day I can still hear their squeaky pre-pubescent venom-laced voices. The tipping point for me was the time they hid my clothes after cricket practice, forcing me to leave the locker room to get help or refuge in just my underwear. When I returned with the no-messing-around Mr Peters, my clothes were back where I’d left them, the twins were gone and the rest of my classmates sheepish and silent. Mr Peters with his stupid raised eyebrow looked at me like I was seeking attention, like I made the whole thing up.


FUCK THAT, I thought. I vowed to never ever go back again.


I hated the Christies, and I hated the locker room hierarchy. I retired from physical education that day. A self-imposed honourable discharge on the grounds of emotional distress. So, while skipping sports class for the above reasons, I would find myself walking past the school’s music department and right into my destiny-defining moment. I never usually went that way to bunk off, far too much opportunity to cross paths with teachers and their subsequent instant detention hand-outs. That day for some reason I was unconcerned with such issues. There I was on my way with great intention to cause some sort of tomfoolery with the other school misfits. It’s really not hard to get labelled with that naughty schoolboy credential. You’d better believe, though, I was thoroughly committed to keeping mine fully maintained and up to date. All this disobedience melted away the moment I walked past the semi soundproof windows at the back of the music block. What I heard was a sound I instantly wanted to know more about. Scrap that, I needed to know. It was just like tasting chocolate for the first time. There was no going back from that first sugary hit, I would always need more. You see at the back of the music department there was a row of shoebox size practice rooms, just enough space for one-to-one music lessons. Every day a different instrument would be taught by a series of professional musicians who would visit the school. Monday was brass, Tuesday strings, Wednesday singing, Thursday guitar and Friday, the very day I was skipping swimming lessons to smoke cigarettes and write swear words on school property was DRUMS. La Batterie, Tympana, Trommel…


DRUMS, DRUMS, DRUMS!


For a moment I stopped dead in my tracks. After this initial stun faded, I moved closer to where the glorious noise was emanating from. It’s then when I looked through the thick glass window and saw inside the little room a youngish man – The Teacher, I presumed, just absolutely wailing away on a drum kit. He looked like a man possessed and I knew that this was the most exciting thing I had ever witnessed in my life. I was totally transfixed, completely and utterly mesmerised. Every time he hit those shiny cymbals and sparkly drums my fascination grew with further intensity. I identified with what I was seeing instantly. The whole aesthetic look of the instrument spoke to me in a language I didn’t even know I could understand.


It’s hard to describe, but what I was seeing made complete sense to me. I immediately connected in a way I had never connected to anything before. I could feel this was a big moment, the biggest moment, bigger than chocolate.


I was a 14-year-old kid who suddenly knew exactly what I wanted to do with the rest of my life.


I wanted to be a drummer.


There was no doubt about it, a drummer is what I was going to be. This overweight rebel kid balancing on his tip toes, nose pressed up to window would forever be spellbound by what he had just witnessed. From that moment on, there was no more naughty rebellious Pop. I became more of what you would call, a precocious Pop. I had no time for that school silliness anymore; it was all about the drum life for me now.


Straight away I signed up for lessons and took the money I earned from mowing peoples’ lawns in Sleepy Oak to buy myself a drum kit. I was already cutting my parents’ and grandparents’ grass which I loved doing – to me there’s something very therapeutic about it. I also get the same thing with hoovering and organising cupboards. Back then Dad said if I branched out further afield with my grass cutting skills, i.e. cutting the neighbours’ lawns and charging for the effort I could make a little pocket money for my troubles. And that’s exactly what I did. I was a young man sitting pretty on 255 quid, I remember feeling distinctly like I was a millionaire. It was also most fortunate for me that the 5-piece oyster pearl drum set I had seen sitting majestically in the local music store window was exactly £250.


That was it. My first domino piece began to fall.


This was my first truly memorable encounter with fate. I even had enough left over to buy some ear plugs and a big bar of chocolate – it was Cadbury’s fruit and nut, delicious. Unfortunately for me I wish I’d worn the ear plugs more. One word: tinnitus.


Only two years later, another fate-like epiphany would hit me with the same force.


I was sixteen years of age, just old enough to be left home alone, so when my parents departed for a summer holiday somewhere sunny and tropical, I immediately set up my drum kit in the family living room directly in front of the television. That summer, the box was permanently tuned in to one of the two music channels available, and I would happily sit there behind my drums for hours upon hours playing along to all the music videos from the popular bands of the day.


I started to notice that I didn’t look like any of my favourite drummers. I couldn’t pinpoint it at first, but it slowly dawned on me that all of my drum heroes were skinny where I was not. It was like the school locker room all over again. I felt like I was the same as them until I realised I had this one major weighty flaw.


This hit me hard. It felt like I was doomed to fail before I even got going, not because my love, desire or commitment wasn’t fiery enough, oh no. Because I was overweight.


It was a daft realisation, but in my mind, I wouldn’t stand a chance of ‘making it’ if I was the way I was: FAT.


I began to care about my size. Previously I hated being called ‘chunky,’ although this word was never enough for me to curb my eating. My MTV realisation was different though: it’s what you would call ‘defining’ as nothing else would be more important to me than reaching my goal of being a world-famous drummer. There was no sacrifice too big or small which I would allow to get in my way.




(Diary extract)


I heard in school from one of my teachers that becoming a famous drummer


is almost impossible for a troublemaker like me. They said it’s the


equivalent of winning the lottery. I told Grandma this. She told


me the very word ‘impossible’ says I’m Possible.


That’s all I needed to hear. I am now running every single day. It’s as important as my drumming practice. I’ve just knocked a 6th hole into my Marks and


Spencer belt. I now know it is not impossible to lose


weight if you put your mind to it.


I am excited and confident about my future. There’s now nothing in my way.


I’ve taken a further step to being an adult. I can feel my training wheels


are off. I am heading to a destination unknown. Happy days.


If adulthood was being compared to an uncontrollable rollercoaster ride


you could say I was strapped in, ready for take-off, good or bad!







The year – 1994


Mood – Rhythmic


Occasion – Self Discovery


I ’d been fully consumed since that fateful day behind the school music block. I was a rhythmically enthusiastic boy, turned into a drum-obsessed man. The obsession brought with it a religiously meticulous practice and exercise routine, which over time translated nicely into the early rumblings of a potentially successful drumming career which I could see clearly bubbling away on the horizon. I exemplified what it was to be a hungry ambitious musician. I was eighteen years old and officially Pop Morrison. Making way for my new all-encompassing rhythmic religion, I moved out all non-drum related furniture from my bedroom.


Bed, desk, wardrobe gone. Drums, drums, drums in.


I proudly stuck posters of all my favourite drummers on my walls: tub thumpers like Buddy Rich or my first celeb crush, the beautiful Miss Sheila E from Prince’s band. Even Animal from the Muppets had a spot on my bedroom wall. It was something about his reckless wildness which caught my impressionable attention.


Every night I slept on a fold out mattress in a sleeping bag right next to my drum set. I did this so my beloved cylindrical beacons of sound could be the first thing I saw each morning and the last thing I saw at night.


Obsession and crazy do go hand in hand.


At some point after all this practice and diligence something changed within me: something ‘just clicked’ in my mind and every time I sat behind my kit I began moving with the drums in ways I had never done before, my body almost dancing around to whatever beat my hands were playing, weaving and flowing in and around the rhythm in a way that just seemed to make complete sense to me, my movements and expressions helping me feel closer to the music and feel the sonic vibrations stronger and stronger, and I now knew I was well on my way to learning about the true meaning of PURE VIBES.


“Looks like Pop could be onto something,” I overheard Mum say to one of her friends. Mamma Pop was of course talking about my drumming! You see, besides causing a ruckus in school and never forgetting a face, cloud, or a good story, I’d never really been particularly great at anything before. With drums, I really was. I’d been practising up to ten hours a day from the moment I didn’t have school getting in the way and subsequently I was getting rather good.


It turns out I had a natural ability for hitting things.


My drum teacher even said, “You make those drums sing Pop.”


I had the holy grail of drumming assets – feel.


There was no doubt about it, the drums were bringing out the best in me and just like my grandparents, I was doing exactly what I was supposed to be doing with my life.


Every weekend I would get the train to London and head straight to Denmark Street or ‘Tin Pan Alley’ as it was known in the 50s. Even back then, this little central London street was already considered a mythical place, a real hub for musicians and songwriters. For the longest time every single store on the small road was music related, with a warren of record labels, management offices, and radio stations. Like a drumming yo-yo, I would spend the whole afternoon walking up and down, taking it all in, its past and present glories, hoping my presence would absorb some of the magic musical juju.


I went into all the shops and introduced myself to fellow musicians and sonic adventurers. My hobby for chat was in its early stages but the mutual subject of music always got the ball rolling.


One day I was talking to Tommy, the owner of what was considered the best drum shop in London. Tommy was in his mid-60s and had been selling drums on Denmark Street for 35 years. Eventually he clocked that I visited his store every Saturday. He could sense I was keen and obliged with feeding my enthusiasm and curiosity by sharing his vast knowledge of rhythm, obscure drum tuning techniques, and stories of selling drums to the world’s greatest drumming legends, from Karen Carpenter to Ginger Baker.


I was enamoured and I went back there to learn more every weekend.


It went like that for a long time until, one Saturday, Tommy announced to me and a handful of shoppers,


“Pop if you’re gonna be here every weekend you may as well be getting paid for it.”


That was it. Tommy gave me my first ever job in the music business and from then on, every weekend I went to Tommy’s to hang out with all the drums and got paid for the privilege. I made teas, coffees, unpacked new stock and sometimes helped the customers.


The best was when famous drummers stopped by. Tommy had a wall reserved for celebrity musicians’ signatures. I will never forget the day Alan White, the Oasis drummer came in to try out some vintage snare drums. I asked him to sign my arm – I didn’t wash for at least two weeks. Eventually Mum stencilled it on to a drum skin and had it framed for me.


It was a blissful time, looking back it felt like a nostalgic never-ending summer, like a perfect movie montage of MEGA.


Pretty soon I had passed my driving test, and instead of just weekends I would begin to head into London every night of the week visiting jam sessions in the back rooms of old boozers, or singer-songwriter nights anywhere across the big bustling city.


My mission? I was on the hunt for absolutely anyone who needed a drummer.


I had thousands of business cards printed up, which I would relentlessly hand out to anyone who seemed to care.


Every day I would leave home with two handfuls, and I wouldn’t return until I had given every last one of them away.


I knew something would come from these cards. I also knew I only needed one of them to connect. You see with that one moment of connective opportunity I knew that there was no way I couldn’t turn it into two opportunities, then three, then four, then who knows where? I knew with crystal-like clarity that this was how it was all going to start. To me it felt like I had the winning numbers for the lottery in my back pocket. I felt like I was truly destined to succeed, no ego, no arrogance, just pure self-belief.


To understand what my definition of success was, was easy. All I wanted was to play drums every day for anyone who wanted me, and I mean anyone. As long as I was given enough money to pay for my fuel and buy a cheese sandwich at the end of the day, I was all yours. I was the definition of a cheap date, the musical sideman of your dreams. My goals would eventually change as goals have a habit of doing, but back then that was it, pure and simple.


My business cards along with my visible excitement and obvious ability worked a treat because in a relatively short period of time I was gaining lots of attention and getting constant requests to come and play music. At a certain point I even stopped having to hand out my cards as the best business card there was began to take over. Word of mouth. Apparently, I still have boxes of the cards in my old bedroom at Sleepy Oak. They really are hilarious.


FOR ALL YOUR DRUMMING NEEDS


CALL POP MORRISON


This was before I had a mobile telephone, so the Sleepy Oak home number was given, often a caller would be greeted by Mamma or Papa Pop who would write down on a little stickie pad of paper who called, what style of music they played, and when and where they needed me.


My folks would leave these notes stuck to the fridge door for me to see when I got back home from my day of musical adventuring, and right after I ransacked the fridge for leftovers or cake, I would peruse the colourful sticky notes containing my future job opportunities.


It was always exciting to see what was waiting for me and it was a rare day that the Morrison family fridge was sticker-less with new musical possibilities.


The next morning, I enthusiastically accepted each opportunity. ‘NO’ back then was what I considered forbidden vocabulary. I somehow instinctively understood that playing with as many people as possible, in as many styles as possible, would be a big part in how I was going to become a world-famous drummer. All I had to do was play, play, play so it was always, YES, YES, YES.


One day, as I was getting ready to leave Sleepy Oak for the big smoke, I received a different type of phone call, a new type of proposition that would go on to change everything.


This wasn’t the standard call to play for a singer-songwriter or someone needing me to fill in for a drummer gone missing in action.


Nope, this was different.


This was a permanent type of call.


I was asked to join a band.


“You will be in a real band, involved in all aspects of the group’s affairs,” the American manager lady said. She went on, “The band consists of a male and female busking duo.”


The duo was spotted by the American lady whilst they were busking Jimi Hendrix cover songs in Piccadilly Circus.


The lady said, “I’ve been working with them for a month. It’s time to replace Piccadilly Circus for more traditional venues. They need to leave the streets and to do this they need a drummer. Not just any drummer, a drummer with ‘spirit and fire,’ and I believe that’s YOU Pop!”


She told me that my style had been duly noted, and there was no one else out there who suited the position more perfectly.


I said yes without thought or hesitation and, after arranging to meet up in an old crusty rehearsal room underneath a railway arch in Shepherd’s Bush, I thanked the lady and politely asked what her name was. She had of course introduced herself at the start of the call, it’s just her proposition had induced the audio equivalent of tunnel vision. What can I say? I was riddled with excitement.


“My name’s Cynthia Andrews,” she said. “I saw you playing at the Jazz Cafe in Camden. I got your business card from the venue after the show.”


I knew it! I thought smugly to myself. I knew it would all start with my hysterical business cards.


After a little small talk, I thanked her again, wished her a good day and then hung up the telephone.


Seconds later I was shouting up to my mum who was at the other end of the house.


“MUM I’M IN A BAND!”


“WHAT YOU CALLED?” she shouted back.


“THE SOHO’S. WE’RE GOING TO BE MASSIVE.”


Mamma Pop responded with her only ever request for my day-to-day London adventures.


“YOU DRIVE SAFELY NOW POP.”


“WILL DO MUM,” I shouted back, oblivious to her concern.


The Wonderboy, in under a handful of years, had created a buzz in and about town as the new young drummer to watch out for.


Every night, I was out there covering all styles of music from jazz, rock, pop and soul to Christmas pantomime and questionable cabaret. I had been on television twice and played on the radio countless times. Joining a band was a new prospect though, and when that fateful day finally came, I drove into London to meet my future band mates, the whole time feeling like something very special was about to happen.


I connected with my new colleagues instantly. Maz, the lead singer, was born in London to Brazilian diplomats, and I got the sense life had been good to her growing up in Belgravia. Maz had this glacial slow calm talking voice, compared to her dynamically volcanic singing voice which was quite something.


At some point I commented, “Maz, you could put any anxious mind at ease. You could voice audiobooks or something.”


She told me to “fuck off mate. I’m supposed to sing not speak.”


I liked that line. Maz was the most superb lead singer and oozed the number-one-most-important-front-person asset. You couldn’t take your eyes off her. I’ll never forget our first chat discussing the finer points of Minnie Ripperton. As we spoke, I noticed she had a kids dinosaur toy weaved into her hair. I loved that. I knew that this lady was going to be full of surprises, her ‘never a dull moment’ spirit would be the theme of our band’s relationship.


Vic, our third musketeer, was the guitar player and a sort of ying to Maz’s yang. They had a Lennon McCartney style thing going on, something akin to a Keith Richards and Mick Jagger or Karen O and Nick Zinner. Vic was born in Sweden to British obsessed parents who moved to London when he was one. When I first met Vic, he was topless, had a cigarette in his mouth and was reading Catcher in the Rye whilst simultaneously changing guitar strings. Clearly a multitasker I thought.
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