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			Praise for Alan Clayson


			‘His knowledge of the period is probably unparalleled and he’s always unerringly accurate’ – Q


			‘Having lived the life, Alan always manages to write about rock with a mixture of eloquence and irreverence’ – Jim McCarty (The Yardbirds)


			‘He has some damn good jokes, and a sense of style that ties in with the era he’s writing about’ – Record Collector


			‘Alan is one of that rare breed of rock writers who actually knows what he’s writing about’ – Ace Kefford (The Move)


			‘[Clayson’s biography] conveys the breathless excitement you feel when first discovering a great record, book or film – the evangelical desire to tell anyone and everyone about a new find, and seek new recruits to fight for its cause’ – Frieze


			‘Alan remains the most unique musician I have ever employed – and it was entirely through him that my recording career revived in the late 1980s’ – Dave Berry


			‘The perfect book to take with you next time you visit the local barber. Possibly the best account written about the petty tyrannies of tonsorial fashion’ – Simon Matthews, author of Before It Went Rotten
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			To everyone who fought in the same war


		




		

			

			


			‘It is a great disgrace and a shame for a man not to want to be what he is, what he has to be’ 


			– Ælfric the Homilist


		




		

			

			


			PROLOGUE:


			‘Well, he had long hair, hadn’t he?’


			It was and is a tragedy that a pony-tailed project manager, pneumatic drill operator or computer programmer born long afterwards is likely to find incredible. 


			On an autumn Saturday in 1965, it was growing dark with pavements still damp following an afternoon of rain as 15-year-old Christopher Holligan strode resolutely towards the railway station that served Lancing, a West Sussex coastal village eight miles down the line from Brighton, where nothing much was meant to happen, year in, year out. Looking not unlike a cricket pavilion, the stopping place did not employ staff at a time of the week when it wasn’t worth keeping anyone on to check the tickets of the few disembarking passengers who drifted like ghosts through undercarriage steam. 


			Chris had – sort of – resolved to kill himself by either springing in front of a non-stopping express or laying his head on the track beyond the platform and waiting with a knotted stomach. The latter would be more satisfactory in that it would flatten his disfigurement as surely as the carcasses of small animals squashed along surrounding country lanes, often narrow and twisted enough to occasion the sounding of car horns at every bend. 


			As extreme after its fashion as the behaviour of Frideswide, an Anglo-Saxon princess who, rather than be forced into an arranged marriage, chose years of contemplative chastity in a pigsty, Holligan’s decision was traceable to the death of his mother earlier in the year – but more directly to the previous week when, without so much as a by-your-leave, schoolteacher John Donald – termed in the coroner’s report as his ‘guardian’ – had switched off the television when The Rolling Stones were miming their latest single, ‘19th Nervous Breakdown’ on Top of the Pops. He then forbade Chris from watching them do the same on ITV’s Eamonn Andrews Show the following Sunday, while hissing, ‘You’ll be having it cut tomorrow!’


			

			


			For Chris, a shearing by the barber was more traumatic than submitting to the instrument of torture that was the post-war dentist drill: sitting in the queue flicking through much-fingered back copies of Tit-Bits and Reveille; being called to the mercy-seat of cracked and tarnished vinyl; listening to the banal and mechanical chit-chat which belied the ruthlessness of an executioner in a grubby white laboratory jacket, i.e. the barber whose own hair was as short-back-and-sided, as parted and as plastered with Brylcreem as he intended to make that of the next customer. He would disregard specific instructions by any personification of adolescent narcissism whose day was made if his thatch invited sarcasm and worse from schoolteachers – or if some Oscar Wilde bellowed ‘Get yer ‘air cut!’ from a passing car while his grinning mates twisted round in the back seat to ascertain the effect of this witticism on one who wasn’t insulted, but instead proud of pulling wool over Authority’s eyes long enough for it to show. 


			In defiance of John’s dictate, Chris stayed out of the house between dismissal from school and the barber’s shop closing time for nearly a week. Nevertheless, the order was enforced at last as it always had been since he’d been transfixed by the cover of The Rolling Stones’ first EP in the windows of record shops, and thus became no longer ‘biddable’ when handed money for a scissoring and clippering that would humiliate and degrade him, as it would a village elder in Czarist Russia being punished – as was common – by the removal of a flowing patriarchal beard.


			After the butchering was completed, Chris, itchy with the small strands that had gone down his collar, saw his obscene reflection somewhere in the flustered outside light. When everything turns red as hell, you don’t plan precisely what you’re going to do. 


			

			


			He shouted something with a swear-word in it. ‘What did you say?!’ screeched a headscarf-wearing neighbour who chanced to be passing, droplets of her spittle sparkling in neon. With head bursting, Chris turned and ran.


			After the tale she told of the incident, Mr Donald, crotchety from work, had made up his mind to confiscate Chris’s Dansette record player, and place him under house arrest for the rest of the weekend (except for Church) and the minute he returned from school from Monday to Friday. When The Epilogue on BBC television ended, however, John was about to embark on a manhunt when a police constable of blunt disposition knocked to tell him that someone who might have resembled the boy had been hit by a speeding train. His injuries were so numerous and so serious that you wouldn’t have known he was a human being. He had no head. 


			Several months after what coroner Francis F Haddock had judged to be ‘suicide while the balance of his mind was disturbed’, The Beatles were to be invested as Members of the British Empire. Learning of this, the writer of a letter to the Daily Express, suggested that, if the group had to be so honoured, each member ought to capitulate to a ‘respectable’ haircut prior to being presented to the Queen.


			In the wider world, the Indonesian government had already banned Beatle moptops; Singapore was to follow suit, and a leader in a British Sunday newspaper had advocated a law that made short-back-and-sides compulsory for men as a defence against what? Homosexuality? Communism? Anarchy? The abolition of National Service? Reading at the dining table? Going to the cinema on the Sabbath? Having fun? For those disenfranchised by the Swinging Sixties, did an element of suppressed envy translate into the bitterest priggishness? Perhaps it boiled down to just that. Certainly, it was understandable that many were eating their hearts out. If female, it might be because their dreary husbands were the only men they’d ever ‘known’ in a Biblical sense or because their own adolescences had been defined by world wars. If male, perhaps what could have been a period devoid of serious responsibility had been blighted by being compelled to fight further foreign foes or to endure peacetime national service after the dreaded official-looking envelope had fluttered onto the doormat, requiring the recipient to report for an induction medical that, unless he’d been carried in on a stretcher, was a mere formality. Next, his hair would be reduced to tiny stalks like a cornfield after a combine-harvesting, and he’d be kitted out with a dung-coloured uniform. During basic training, he’d be bawled at from dawn till dusk. When he slept, the square-bashing and the more sadistic NCOs would invade his dreams. 


			

			


			‘There were images ingrained in us 1960s children of young men having been given very short haircuts and sent to the trenches to be “butchered”,’ believed post-punk Renaissance man John Arthur Hewson. ‘It was partly a reaction to that – and there was the urban spread, and what`s since become green politics. It wasn’t really new – and, for some, long hair was just “with it”. For others, however, it was a symbol. I remember cutting my hair short before going off on a camping trip in the Cotswolds with a couple of friends – and certain other long hairs I knew were really angry about it – I mean really angry – because I was letting the side down.’ 


			The ‘us and them’ divide – and not always between youth and elders – was never more pronounced than over one of the loudest issues of, arguably, the century’s most turbulent decade. As an 18-year-old with hair splayed halfway down his back, Phil May, awaiting a destiny as front man of The Pretty Things, reflected decades later, ‘You can’t understand what a culture shock the look was back in 1962. I was a fucking Martian to most people, decades before androgynous glam rockers or pin-pierced punks. Nothing ever had the impact of the first man to wear really long hair in the style of a female. I know. I was that man. Even in freethinking Soho, Chelsea and Notting Hill, I was still stopping traffic and being refused service in pubs, so what chance did I have on a council estate in Erith, grass replaced by tarmac, brick sacrificed for concrete. 


			‘If I walked down the high street, people would jeer and try to pick a fight – and the nightly gauntlet of fire and beatings-up that I had to endure too was, in many ways, only to be expected. Nothing I can say here can explain the impact on a solid, working-class bloke of a real long-haired youth, living, working and taking up the space, on his home ground. I was walking that walk in Erith, and that was not to be taken lying down. Christ, I was so naïve, and, in retrospect, so lucky, to have not been maimed or even killed.’ 


			

			


			‘You’d be approached and get called “fairy” or “queer” or whatever it was,’ averred Graham Nash of the more neatly coiffed Hollies. ‘It was a threat to them.’ 


			In Fleet, the Hampshire country town where I grew up – to which the nearest big town was Aldershot, ‘home of the British Army’ – this was exemplified by a man in the dock at one of the region’s Magistrates’ Courts for attacking a complete stranger, who offered the plea, ‘Well, he had long hair, hadn’t he?’ After a Boy Scout meeting that same year, my patrol leader assured me that Mick Jagger, The Rolling Stones’ vocalist, was to undergo a sex change operation. Straight up! A mate of mine told me. The origin of this myth was the 10-16 July edition of Combo, a short-lived pop newspaper, that had ‘categorically denied’ that Jagger was to fly to Sweden to have it done. Later, hearsay was to have it that Brian Jones, another Stone, was to undergo plastic surgery to look like French chanteuse Françoise Hardy.


			While the subtext was as desperate as it could be, efforts were made sometimes to represent it as light-hearted fun. A picture of Manfred Mann showed them dragging their most hirsute mann towards the door of a barber’s shop. As chief show-off in the Manish Boys, 17-year-old David Jones – destined for world renown as ‘David Bowie’ – described himself as the president of the Society For The Prevention Of Cruelty To Long-Haired Men when the fellows were interviewed by a combed-over Cliff Michelmore on BBC television’s Tonight magazine on 11 November 1964. Among the organisation’s supporters, he said, were Screaming Lord Sutch, PJ Proby, Brian Jones – and satirist William Rushton, even if the latter’s hair wasn’t the designated nine inches long. 


			In a seeming volte-face, Jones-Bowie’s dialogue with a voice vari-speeded up to Pinky-and-Perky pitch on 1967’s ‘The Laughing Gnome’ – the subject of an embarrassing reissue when he was famous – included the line ‘Didn’t they teach you to get your hair cut at school? You look like a rolling gnome’. This can perhaps be put into belated perspective via ‘Get Your Hair Cut’, a B-side three years earlier by comedy actor and novelty song specialist Bernard Cribbins, embracing a coda in which he protests, ‘I’m gonna let it grow as long as I like!… There must be a place for long-haired lovely lads like me: single blokes, all with long hair all hanging down on the ground, with little trolleys behind so it doesn’t get caught in the tram lines as you’re walking along the street…’


			

			


			There were, indeed, places for ‘long-haired lovely lads’ – or, at least, a sense of peer-group identity, a countercultural touchstone with political as well as sexual connotations. ‘It was a kind of badge saying that we were into cool things,’ averred Jim Simpson, a figure to whom a unified music scene in the West Midlands in the 1960s and beyond owes much.


			‘If you saw someone across the street with long hair,’ confirmed Graham Nash, ‘he was a person you could nod to and have an understanding. You’d know how he thought – that he hated the government and was into good music…’ 


			Graham’s Hollies smouldered into form in Manchester, the ‘entertainment capital of the north’ from where Top of the Pops was first transmitted. Nearly a decade younger than Nash and raised in a district with a glaring military presence, where the distance to any ‘happening’ city was measurable in years as much as miles, I was of an age to have practised being Mick Jagger before the bedroom mirror to the detriment of homework. This was on the understanding that, by the following evening, I could be before that same mirror realising that no amount of backcombing, pulling, use of a hairdryer or applications of a new thickening gel called Dippity-Do could disguise a barber’s barbarity that afternoon. Thus I was obliged to make the best of a bad job, sprucing up for another small death at a dance inside some mid-Victorian hideousity with latticed windows blinded by grime, trying to pick up a girl to the amplified and gremlin-ridden sounds of the local heroes.


		




		

			

			


			CHAPTER ONE


			‘Christ the Saviour wore long hair / And many more good men I do declare’


			It’s natural for guinea pigs, penguins, tigers, peacocks, gorillas, humans and more to groom and preen themselves for hygienic and aesthetic purposes. It was also a form of tribal bonding – as instanced as late as the eighteenth century by a lady at a royal banquet, remarking, ‘Permittez-moi, monsieur’ as a prelude to picking nits from the crowning glory of an adjacent diner who, like herself, believed that not washing hair – particularly if it had a tendency to be oily – encouraged a silky and nourished texture. 


			If it became too dirty even by the standards of the day, a man of means had it cropped like a convict and donned a (peri) wig – for formal occasions anyway. Made of human, goat or horse hair, wigs attracted insects, but, as a turban does in eastern cultures, also served to disguise greying, baldness and, more insidiously, the ravages of age. Men’s faces were framed by a weaved artificiality, shoulder-length and longer, cascading onto the chest, frequently mountainous enough to resemble a lion’s mane and sometimes powdered in violet, blue, pink, yellow or, most often, off-white – a colour that lingers in the hairpieces worn as part of the legal profession’s official costumery.1 


			Such flamboyance, however, was beyond the means of the man-in-the-street, who tended to tie his hair back in what was first known commonly as a ‘queue’, but described later as a ponytail. Sometimes, it was plaited, bunched in a bag or, particularly among the navy’s lower ranks, smeared with tar to reduce the risk of it getting caught in machinery. However, around the time of the Napoleonic conflicts, the regulations of most European militia made short hair obligatory.


			

			


			Civilians, nevertheless, continued tying natural, tumbledown hair in a bow, and, though this was becoming passé when Victoria succeeded William IV, these still adorned the heads of the most conservative paterfamilias. It wasn’t regarded as effete, and nor was the mid-century craze for elaborately tended beards and moustaches that prompted the Bank of England’s executive body to forbid its clerks to join in. Indeed, the craze emphasised patriotic manliness at a time of scares that came to a head with the Crimean War.


			Besides, in parish churches throughout the land, congregations were beneath the stained-glassy gape of a blond-bearded God the Father, enthroned in bedspreads and golden crown. With honey-blond tresses down to his shoulders too, God the Son would cause the hippie-ish Byrds, during their Sweetheart Of The Rodeo period, to be heckled by the usual ‘redneck’ element in the audience at Nashville’s Grand Ole Opry, the shrine of country-and-western, with one ticket-holder bawling ‘Get back on the cross!’ 


			There’d also been limits to Victorian tolerance. Prior to the stroke that took him in 1902, Dundee tragedian William McGonagall, Britain’s most renowned ‘bad’ poet, had been mocked for jet-black hair that, beneath a wide-brimmed clerical hat, was swept back into a thick immensity vaguely like the rear end of a duck. Introducing one of his readings in 1891, the compère protested on the bard’s behalf ‘against the persecution by boys and others who, when he’s seen in the streets, advise him to get his hair cut!’ Cries of ‘Shame!’ were capped by a cry of ‘Whoever heard of a poet with his hair cut?’ ‘Never!’ replied the crowd divided between a handful of admirers (or, perhaps, curiosity seekers) and a majority who were there to patronise McGonagall. Among these was an anonymous writer of a verse published in Dundee’s Weekly News that closed with:


			

			


			‘A true rope round ye noble brow


			To drive awa’ dull care;


			We’ll decorate your learned prow


			Wi’ a saw to cut your hair’.


			It prompted a contemptuous response from McGonagall which included this penultimate stanza:


			‘And, in conclusion, I’d have him to beware


			And never again to interfere with a poet’s hair,


			Because Christ the Saviour wore long hair,


			And many more good men I do declare’. 


			That wasn’t all. The previous spring, J Graham Henderson, an affluent and admiring local tailor, had presented his idol with new tweed of loud check, and McGonagall was then addressed in an ode from some joker in Aberdeen, concluding thus:


			‘When ye get yer new suit, will ye swagger an’ strut,


			Intae some famous barber’s an’ get yer hair cut?’


			McGonagall was as much part of the British entertainment business as the ‘dames’ and busty ‘principal boys’ in pantomime. This tradition can be traced back to the time when transvestism had been the norm on the mediaeval stage and, because women were prohibited from performing in the theatre until the Restoration, men or boys played all roles, male and female. From this root too sprang music hall drag kings like Vesta Tilley and – the original ‘Burlington Bertie from Bow’ – Ella Shields as well as post-war female impersonators such as Danny La Rue and Bobbie Kimber who made a socially acceptable living in variety. On the streets, however, such appearances attracted hostility and violence from passing strangers, as the celebrated Quentin Crisp discovered in the 1930s, when boldly he flaunted bright maquillage, long hair dyed crimson – varnished fingernails, and sandals displaying toenails painted likewise.


			

			


			‘It was simple, really,’ Bunny Roger explained, ‘if your ears didn’t show, you were effeminate.’ A rouge-cheeked and tinted-haired dandy rather than a cross-dresser, the late English couturier had been banished from the University of Oxford in 1931 because of his overt homosexuality. He was, however, also a Second World War hero whose courage under fire engendered a ‘don’t-ask-don’t-tell’ hush about his inclinations among superiors, equals and subordinates. 


			As it had been for veterans of Ypres, Passchendaele and the Somme during the previous global conflict, Bunny and his fellow conscripts had had their locks planed halfway up the side of the skull, a tradition of King’s Regulations since the discovery that trench warfare was a breeding ground for flea and lice infestations. Many chose to keep it that way after returning to Civvy Street, either ‘out of respect’ or because long hair was associated with the previous century’s so-called ‘Gay Nineties’ and the Aesthetic (or Decadent) Movement with its propagation of excess and artificiality. Among the movement’s leading lights was Oscar Wilde, so disgraced by the arrest for sodomy and gross indecency that had led to his imprisonment that no child anywhere would be baptised ‘Oscar’ for decades afterwards. 


			In the Roaring Twenties there were also those who’d been called up after the Armistice was signed or missed the war altogether because of being in a ‘reserved occupation’. Worse were the conscientious objectors (both those jailed and those who’d passed muster with the Military Service Tribunals), rich blokes who’d sat it out in a funk hole, and all the other Jazz Age fops who’d escaped the risk of finishing the Great War with an empty sleeve, shell-shocked or blinded, and were now going around hatless to show off hair girlishly fluffed-up or ‘shingled’ (whereby some brand of left-in-cream declumped curls). 


			

			


			Long male hair had been contentious from auld lang syne. Before the Battle of Thermopylae in 480 BC – as resonant a historical ‘last stand’ as Hastings or Waterloo – Xerxes, suzerain of the Achaemenid Empire, had expected an easy victory in the light of the opposing Spartans’ habit of fussing incessantly with their luxuriant hair. It seemed to indicate men more pliant, pathetic and submissive than they should be – until Xerxes was informed that it was a soldierly ritual that primed them to fight and, if necessary, die bravely. 


			A millennium and a half later, the Normans also underestimated the might of Harold II Godwinson’s Saxons, partly on the strength of their look – which was regarded as unmanly, particularly as their aristocracy and the king’s elite housecarls were given to combing their flowing hair as carefully as the Spartans, although they were, nonetheless, confident in their heterosexuality and their standing as battle-hardened warriors. This was in the teeth of the view of St Wulfstan, prior of Worcester (and the last surviving pre-Conquest bishop) that it was a sign of degeneracy and military weakness. He went so far as to use his nail-cleaning knife to cut off a lock from a culprit and ordering him to remove the rest to correspond. This admonition appears to have been taken to heart by Harold and his retinue as the Bayeux Tapestry depicts them throughout with haircuts just above the collar. 


			Wulfstan’s perspective was endorsed by other factions of the mediaeval Roman Catholic Church – who directed rulers within its sphere of influence to compel Muslims, Hindus and Sikhs in their domains to keep male hair short, severely parted and devoid of ornamentations such as braids in accord with law-making attempts to quell insurrection and barbarism. As late as the nineteenth century, boarding schools, riding roughshod over inbred religious observances – such as Hasidic Jewish sidelocks – forced severe haircuts on such pupils. Elsewhere, however – particularly towards the east – long hair (and a long beard) put the illiterate peasant at one with the Eastern Orthodox clergymen with their sacred wafers, blood-wine and mouthing of holy sounds at every mass and deathbed. Yet it would have been irreverent to emulate a monk’s tonsure, which was supposedly pioneered by St Peter in deference to Christ’s circlet of thorns. In parenthesis, no such qualms deterred some GIs stationed in Germany in the mid-1960s from forming a combo called The Monks, complete with shaved-on-top crowns. Nor did it prevent the diabolical take on it by Keith Flint, singing dancer with 1990s electronica executants The Prodigy.


			

			


			What might be seen today as more outrageous than Flint, the Normans of old favoured a small, short patch of hair on top of the head to the ears with the back of the skull closely shaven. The visual division between them and their vanquished Saxons was later matched by that between the Roundheads (although they were not as pudding-basined as myth has it) and the Cavaliers with their curling-tonged ringlets. These so disgusted arch-Puritan William Prynne – who, prior to Charles I’s dethroning, had suffered his ears being sawn off in the pillory and ‘SL’ (‘seditious libeller’) branded on his cheeks for his beliefs – that he condemned them with words like ‘vainglorious’, ‘odious’, ‘ungodly’, ‘horrid’, ‘pernicious’ and ‘ridiculous’. He also regarded women who kept hair short as ‘mannish, unnatural, impudent and unchristian’. So too would those Puritans who, after the Restoration, fled to North America where long-haired Caucasian men were considered akin to the painted and feathered ‘savages’ they were diseasing and dispossessing. To digress briefly, Charles I’s grandson, the Old Pretender, exiled in Italy, tried to force a severe trim onto an unwilling Bonnie Prince Charlie to make him more presentable to certain prospective Jacobite supporters. 


			Nevertheless, from the ancient Greeks – who revered long-haired gods (including Zeus) and heroes – to all manner of cultures since, ornately styled hair frequently symbolised aristocratic power and wealth. Shaven heads were for slaves, the peasantry and for humiliating captured military enemies like the Gauls conquered by Julius Caesar and the Viking warlord Guthrum after his surrender to Alfred the Great – as well as disgraced political rivals and such as the target of a trumped-up charge of witchcraft in The Devils, a 1971 flick set in the France of Cardinal Richelieu. Moreover, members of the Roman Senate, fearful for their well-being, had kept their hair short to appease the Emperor Caligula whose own hair was receding. An equally sensitive later emperor, Commodus, white-haired from childhood, ensured that his curls were dyed monthly and sprinkled with flakes of gold. 


			

			


			Jump-cutting to Mediaeval Europe, short hair was still redolent of servitude as well as mourning – and of guilt, what with knights and those of higher rank sometimes cleaving off or yanking out their hair to show penitence for their sins. In Gaelic Ireland, you’d be liable to a heavy fine if you cut a man’s hair against his wishes, and, after the Normans’ annexation of huge swathes of land there, native Irish who wore their hair short were judged to be betraying their heritage. Conversely, colonists with hair over their collars were deemed to be ‘going native’. 


			Over centuries of direct English interference in Irish affairs, descendants of such intruders preached that God was disciplining the country by delivering it into the hands of foreigners just as the Israelites had been when subjugated by others. Perhaps they overlooked Samson, eyeless in Gaza, heaving down the temple upon the hated Philistines after regaining the God-given ultra-strength lost when Delilah’s betrayal caused the removal of the hair that was its source. 


			This was despite him telling her ‘loud and clear/Keep yer cotton-pickin’ fingers/Out ma curly hair’ – as outlined most famously on disc in ‘Hard-Headed Woman’ by a certain Mr EA Presley in 1958 when his pompadour-with-sideburns had whoever copied it typecast by tidy-minded journalists as ‘white trash’. 


			


			

				

						1. More in the context of this dialogue – though beyond its chronological scope – are the wigs vital to the visual style of The B52s, a US outfit elevated from cult luminaries to mainstream eminence in the 1980s, whose chart entries included 1986’s in-joking ‘Wig’. As a further aside, since the sixth century, turbans ‘à la turque’ had been worn by gentlemen at leisure in western Europe without any religious implication or ever becoming especially widespread. 



				


			


		




		

			

			


			CHAPTER TWO


			‘Certainly the “quiff” or lock of hair which some lads wear on their forehead, is a sure sign of silliness’


			In post-war living rooms in Britain, regardless of who was present, a parent would often switch off a radio set if it was broadcasting what was taken to be ragtime, boogie-woogie, jazz and whatever else had been lumped together derisively as ‘swing’ – because it epitomised the cacophony heard in X-certificate films with scenes set in the kind of juke joints, pool rooms and bordellos that prospered in the most disreputable districts of North America. Such noise was a distinguishing feature of the modern music that was subverting all that was good and true. Hitler had had his faults, but pouring contempt on that rubbish hadn’t been among them. 


			With geometrically patterned linoleum the only hint of frivolity in many such homes, this drab era was epitomised by a middle manager of a father relaxing over an after-dinner crossword in slippers, ‘quiet’ cardigan and cavalry twill trousers with elephant folds which obliterated any inkling of body shape round the seat. This style was reflected in his son’s school uniforms of black ‘bomber’ shoes, flannels, blazer, tie and white or grey shirt. He couldn’t understand what anyone found so loathsome about a decent life in which the only times a true gentleman’s name appeared in the local newspaper was when he got wed and when he shuffled off this mortal coil. 


			Whatever was wrong with aspiring to a weeded crazy paving leading across gardens full of daffodils to front doors with silver letter boxes, where the bell would chime and an aproned maid might answer? Inside, the sugar was in its bowl, the milk in its jug, the cups unchipped on their saucers on an embroidered tablecloth. Yet the continuity of ancient conservatism could coexist with modernism in moderation as epitomised in the world of William Brown, Richmal Crompton’s outrageous 12-year-old from a well-to-do family, whose first exploits were published in 1919. Mr Brown rarely showed any explicit emotion towards his ideally seen-but-not-heard younger son beyond an icy irritation. However, he was prepared to listen and dispense soothing, if condescending, advice to 17-year-old Robert, William’s elder brother, even when the latter and his friends formed the simplistic and polite Society of Reformed Bolshevists in ‘The Weak Spot’ – which opened 1924’s William The Fourth collection of short stories – despite one member being noticed leaning against the mantelpiece in Robert’s bedroom and inspecting his hair in the glass, willing it to grow as long and upwardly bushy as that of, say, the young Leon Trotsky.


			

			


			The upbringing of the adolescent – not ‘teenage’ – boy had been one in which the good opinion of their peers mattered more to his parents than their children’s happiness. The bottom line was that their word was law. You were expected to do what you were told with hardly a murmur and keep your emotions in check. It all came down to a form of doublethink: training yourself not to feel bitterness or anger towards mum and dad, even when those feelings might be entirely justified – when, for instance, you could be berated in harsh and penetrating tones in the most public places, and ‘answering back’ (i.e. sticking up for yourself) could be met with a thrashing or being ‘sent to bed with the light off’. Certainly, however much they earned private scorn rather than filial devotion, you would remain very concerned about parental disapproval even after you had ostensibly escaped from their clutches. 


			Shackled to homework, you’d glower and wonder if this was all there was. Perish the thought but you might be better off as the scion of some coalman or bus conductor who didn’t frown should you ask to go to the cinema on the Sabbath and wouldn’t threaten to disinherit you if you dared to come downstairs in an American tie.


			

			


			By the time the Allies had liberated mainland Europe in 1944, the United States seemed to overseas youth the very wellspring of everything glamorous from Coca-Cola and Hollywood flicks to The Ink Spots who were to enrapture the continent’s theatres during their world tour in 1947. Priscilla White, a Liverpool docker’s daughter, was typical of many an English lass who ‘lived in a world where the model of all that was good in life was in a Doris Day movie’.2


			Concern was expressed in a 1957 feature in Everybody’s Weekly, a now defunct UK journal. ‘Are We Turning Our Children Into Little Americans?’ it asked. For, as well as Barkis remarking that Mrs Peggotty ‘sure knows her cooking’ in a US cartoon-strip edition of David Copperfield, almost as remarkable were the Wild West films that British youth had come to consume. No one ever talked thataway. Neither would a pub landlady not bat an eyelid if some hombre was plugged full of daylight in the lounge bar. A god had descended on London once when Roy Rogers rode a Trigger from his hotel to Leicester Square Odeon. To many youngsters – including future Rolling Stones Mick Jagger and Keith Richards – Rogers, Gene Autry, Hopalong Cassidy and other singing cowboys with guitars were significant early influences.


			More directly, both during and after the war, GIs on passes had burst upon the fun-palaces of places like Bedford, Kettering and Cheltenham, acknowledging bemused or envious stares with waves of fat wands of cigars. The newcomers wore garb in which only blacks, London spivs and the bolder homosexuals would be seen dead – padded shoulders on double-breasted suits, ‘spearpoint’ shirt collars, two-tone shoes and those contentious hand-painted ties with Red Indians or baseball players on them – and drawled in a vocabulary freighted with words like ‘gotten’, ‘sidewalk’, and ‘elevator’. 


			‘Over-paid, oversexed and over here,’ they nurtured, however unknowingly, the resentment of parochial roughnecks. According to a hand-wringing media, foremost among these were Teddy Boys, the most conspicuously vainglorious of post-bellum youth sects. In existence in all but name for almost half a decade before rock ’n’ roll, these had cultivated a look that, other than a touch of the Mississippi riverboat card sharp, was almost entirely British. Their Edwardian three-quarter-length drape jackets with velvet collars, bootlace ties, frilly shirts and ‘drainpipe’ trousers so tight that it was as if their legs had been dipped in ink, provided youths, however undersized, homely and of depressed circumstances, with excuses to transform themselves into sartorial visions. With crepe-soled ‘brothel creepers’ (and fluorescent socks) plus glaciers of brilliantine that could render the mousiest hair heroically jet-black, they were around long before the first photograph of a saturnine Elvis Presley was published in Britain (in Record Mirror on 21 January 1956) depicting him as a hybrid of amusement arcade hoodlum and nancy boy. Incidentally, Presley had been blond until he chose to dye it when preparing for his first screen role, going along with an argument that it was more flattering to his face on film. He’s believed to have used Clairol, a hair-colouring product aimed at women, and promoted with the slogan Does she… or doesn’t she?


			

			


			When thus greased up, a Ted might tease the mess into a lavishly whorled frontal ‘quiff’, a word stemmed perhaps from the French coiffe or, because one was worn by the titular hero of The Adventures Of Tintin by Brussels-born cartoonist Hergé, the Dutch kuif – meaning ‘crest’ (with Kuifje the diminutive given to Tintin in the Netherlands editions). On the opposite side of the Channel, a Ted might intentionally rumple or tube his hair into an ‘elephant’s trunk’ that could flop down to mid-nose. Much rarer was what was demeaned by racists as the ‘curry puff’ for its semblance to a style from South East Asia involving a bob of hair waved just beyond the forehead.


			Usually, however, a Ted would settle on a lavish frontal quiff and a ducktail – known colloquially as the ‘duck’s arse’ (or, in North America, ‘duck’s ass’) and more politely as a DA – in which the sides looked like folded wings, and the tooth edge of a preferably metal comb defined a slicing from the crown to the nape of the neck. The overall result was stiffened and held in frequently precarious ‘cow-licked’ place, most often by a petroleum-based gel – Vaseline or Brylcreem3 – but also soap, lacquer4 (a newish product from the USA, sprayed on from an aerosol can), a rubbed in solution of sugar and warm water, or even lard, often daubed so thickly that hurricane force could not dislodge a single strand.


			Perfection was easier for some than others. While ‘cowlicks’ – stubborn whorls at different angles to the rest of the hair – were a constant problem for many, Ray ‘Mungo Jerry’ Dorset, a fellow of mixed race, had dark brown curly hair with an inclination to become frizzy. ‘It didn’t engage me with other youths thought to be cool,’ he sighed. ‘It was like being red-headed.’ Ray was, therefore, able to do no more than approximate a quiff and DA until his mother’s job in a hairdressing salon led to the discovery of a solution applied during the creation of a permanent wave (‘perm’). If Ray rubbed it in, kept combing until his hair was as straight as possible, and then used a ‘fixer’, he’d achieve the desired outcome. 


			Many Teds couldn’t pass a mirror without pulling a comb from a breast pocket to make a quick adjustment to what amounted to an act of passive-aggressive opposition towards strictly standardised short-back-and-sides haircuts. These were reminders of the war, their fathers and folk like Lord Robert Baden-Powell of Gilwell, founder of the Boy Scouts, who in his Scouting for Boys manual wrote, ‘Certainly the “quiff” or lock of hair which some lads wear on their forehead, is a sure sign of silliness.’ 


			Worse, it got them into trouble. A newly-conscripted Teddy Boy suffered twenty-eight days in a Hereford detention barracks for refusal to allow the regimental barber contact with a quiff he claimed had taken two years and God-knows-how-much to nurture – and, as 1954’s summer recess approached, a Canvey Island headmaster announced, both during an assembly and to the Daily Herald (beneath a HAIRCUTS HORRIFY THE HEAD! headline), that ‘these flashy American styles must stop. Have your hair cut in the ordinary English way!’ 


			

			


			Lone pedestrians would cross streets, particularly on desolate housing estates and within industrial and dockside hinterlands, to avoid lamppost clusters of young men, some wearing sunglasses unnecessary in the twilight. They may have gathered there prior to sallying forth as swaggering phalanxes, their girlfriends trailing forlornly behind them, some attached to those who, to impress them, would pick fights with and, ideally, clobber other blokes.


			Wielding bicycle chains and broken bottles – with thick brass rings (manufactured perhaps in school metalwork rooms) adorning fists like knuckledusters, and belts studded with washers stolen from work – a contingent of Cheltenham youths, desperate for things to destroy and people to beat up, took out their frustrations on the US interlopers. 


			One such expedition climaxed with the killing of a GI in Cheltenham’s bus station toilet, and the entire town declared off-limits to North American servicemen. This was just a few years after lads blocking apathway had refused to budge and sparked off the most heavily-publicised Teddy Boy murder trial that concluded with knife-wielding Michael Davies of a gang known as ‘the Plough Boys’ (after a local pub) being sentenced to death. However, he was granted a reprieve after three months in the condemned cell. 


			The bother had taken place on a London heath in 1954, but the previous January, would-be Teddy Boy (and former approved school inmate) Derek Bentley had been hanged after a younger brother-in-burglary gunned down a policeman. 


			These, plus a wealth of less reported offences enriched the demonization of Teddy Boys as post-war folk devils. Indeed, certain media found it convenient to blame it all on the ‘new’ cult, provoking episodes in television series to be lent Teddy Boy slants (in which violence was a predetermined element) and the commissioning of an ITV documentary (whose director encouraged some of the subjects to stage a pretend punch-up) – even though a principal thesis in Max Décharné’s cohesive and worthy Teddy Boys: Post-War Britain And The First Youth Revolution history is ‘the terms of reference are so wide as to include anyone of the right age who threw a brick through a window, regardless of what they were wearing’. Moreover, The Teddy Boy Mystery, a 1955 novella, contained a police sergeant who ‘expresses the view that most Teds are simply in need of guidance or something to do’. He spoke the same calm sense as a non-fictional representative of the Sevenoaks force commenting on an outbreak of local hooliganism: ‘if anything, they are less trouble than other youths’, reasoning that Teds were too concerned about their ‘elegant attire’ to thus risk tearing or dirtying it. So it was that not every fine young man went to the bad via endorsement or emulation of Teddy Boys. The celebrated Viv Stanshall, for example, was one of a Southend gang of Teds prior to emergence as ace face of the Bonzo Dog Doo-Dah Band – whereas Jimmy Savile, beginning his journey to afterlife disgrace, was the manager of a Manchester palais in the mid-1950s, who discouraged the admission of Teddy Boys for all their transformation into harmless sources of gag fodder for comedians, cartoonists and the likes of Jimmy Logan, a kilted professional Scotsman, who worked a jokey soliloquy into a piece actually entitled ‘Teddy Boy’ on his 1958 in-concert LP, Loganberry Pie, which was taped at a presentation in Glasgow that marked the passing of the music hall. 


			

			


			Many of those ripe for more than boyish mischief had no adherence to Teddy Boys or any other movement. They weren’t anything. They’d brag of getting themselves expelled from a Church youth club or somewhere else with a self-improving reek of ping-pong, slide-shows and a ‘Brains Trust’ on current affairs, and where sports jackets, ‘sensible’ shoes, cavalry twills and short-back-and-sides marked you as serviceable husband material for earnest maidens who looked as if they couldn’t wait for a game of chess followed by a chat about the transmutation of souls over an orange squash. 


			

			


			If not reinstated after scandalised parents forced an apology for maybe blatantly brandishing a cigarette or letting slip a ‘bloody’, a boy might take to the streets with other such reprobates, smoking and saying ‘bloody’ – and even ‘bugger’ – unreproached whilst denouncing the youth club as ‘kids’ stuff’. If there was no other fun going, the boldest might return en bloc to wreck the place, snarling with laughter as the grown-up in charge pleaded ineffectually – though presiding clerics were sometimes able to limit the damage because of their dog-collars and the juvenile’s superstitious terror of eternal punishment for sin, and, though there might be a few low mutterings, the invading entourage would shamble out meekly.


			The notion of smashing up the youth club might have come from Marlon Brando in 1953’s The Wild One, much banned because of its story of an unpunished raid on a US small town by the leather-clad ‘Johnny’ (Brando) and his fellow motorcycle vandals radiating an anti-everything stance. Another role model was James Dean who left this vale of misery via a spectacular car crash on 30 September 1955. In that same year’s Rebel Without A Cause, he’d demonstrated that, unlike Brando, you didn’t have to come from the wrong side of the tracks to qualify as a sullenly introspective ne’er-do-well. Even the most nicely spoken lad, even one who’d passed the British 11-plus examination and so gone to a grammar school rather than a secondary modern – where all the ‘failures’ went – could now saunter along to the corner shop with hunched shoulders, hands rammed in his pockets and chewing gum with a James Dean half-sneer. 


			He’d be obscurely thrilled when louts he’d been taught to despise barracked in cinemas; when an unruly class smashed up a teacher’s cherished collection of records it deemed ‘square’ in 1955’s Blackboard Jungle (‘Haven’t you got any bop?!’); and during the dance hall scene two years later in Hell Drivers. Identifying however obscurely with this boorish but not untypical instance of adult male social behaviour in the 1950s, he’d trail along when gangs barged without paying into the local palais, especially one from which ‘Teddy Boys – and coloureds’ – had been barred. Once inside, they’d be studied (not always surreptitiously) by ‘birds’ who’d make eyes at boys to whom they hoped to appear as elfin as Audrey Hepburn in 1953’s Roman Holiday. 


			If pursuit of romance was either fruitless or not the principal mass objective of the expedition, the fellows would seek more brutal sensual recreation. If you so much as glanced at them, the next piece of action could be you via provocation as mild as turning in the direction of a sudden squawk of laughter from one of their hard-faced birds – ‘Are you looking at my woman?’ If there wasn’t even that much righteous indignation to start something, they’d make some. So emerged hellfire sermons and scare stories, questions in Parliament and plays turned into film noirs like Bruce Walker’s Cosh Boy (US title: The Slasher) – that suggested flogging was the only answer – while the later 1950s brought movies such as These Dangerous Years, in which a teenage troublemaker was reformed by a spell in the army, and Violent Playground (with local boy Freddie Fowell5 as a gang boss), each set on Merseyside. 


			Both flicks presented rock ’n’ roll as a negative influence on the young. It was, however, unmentioned in The Teddy Boy Mystery, published in an era when the New Musical Express (NME) record and sheet music sales charts was filled mostly with the North American likes of the of ‘Glow Worm’ from the Mills Brothers, Bing Crosby’s ‘The Isle of Innisfree’, 1953’s ‘How Much Is That Doggie In The Window?’ by Patti Page (‘The Singing Rage’), Kay Starr’s waltz-time ‘Wheel of Fortune’ (a favourite of Derek Bentley), Judy Garland’s ‘The Man that Got Away’ ‘Mambo Italiano’ (a hit for both Rosemary Clooney and Dean Martin) and Clooney’s magnum opus, ‘Where Will the Dimple Be?’


			They were directed as much at grown-ups as those condemned to put up with much the same music that their elders and younger brothers and sisters liked, even after, thanks to fuller employment and increases in wages since the war, the ‘teenager’ surfaced as a separate target for advertising. As far as ‘pop’ was concerned, the British Broadcasting Corporation (BBC) continued to give the public only that decent music it ought to like – hence The Black and White Minstrel Show, strict tempo supremo Victor Sylvester’s Come Dancing, The Perry Como Show, Spot The Tune with Marion Ryan, and calypsos by Cy Grant on topical Tonight.


			

			


			Also directed at the over-thirties were programmes monopolised by such as The Beverley Sisters and Donald Peers (‘The Cavalier Of Song’) and musical interludes in shows centred on the likes of ventriloquist’s dummy Archie Andrews, ‘Mr Pastry’, and Lancastrian ‘schoolboy’ Jimmy Clitheroe. Otherwise, there was Children’s Favourites – record requests aired by ‘Uncle Mac’. Older siblings – and mighty square ones at that – made do with Quite Contrary, built round Ronnie Hilton, a former apprentice engineer from Humberside, who – for want of anyone better – was cited by the NME as 1955’s most popular British vocalist, although the area had thrown up a challenger in David Whitfield, also approaching his thirties. Their rival as BBC radio’s most omnipresent singer was Lee Lawrence, an ex-Entertainments National Service Association (ENSA) trouper with a similar neo-operatic tenor.


			The search for anything teenage was as fruitless on Independent Television (ITV) which began in 1955 with weekly spectaculars starring Patti Page and Britain’s own Dickie Valentine. While Round About Ten was a bit racy in its embrace of Humphrey Lyttelton’s Jazz Band, the inclusion of The Teenagers, a winsome boy-girl ensemble in ‘Forces Sweetheart’ Vera Lynn’s Melody Cruise, was something of a false dawn. In between ‘How Much Is That Doggie in the Window’ and Lee Lawrence’s ‘cover’ of the deeply religious ‘Crying in the Chapel’, there was no middle ground. As in the 1940s, you jumped from nursery rhymes to Vera Lynn as if the connecting years were spent in a coma. 


			Young British listeners may have supposed that the sounds they picked up on the BBC Light Programme were ‘square’ because they were listening on one of these cheap new transistors rather than a cumbersome mahogany radiogram. Yet it was the same on all of them, what with the first ripplings of rock ’n’ roll warranting no more than token spins before they were dismissed as a fad as transitory as the cha-cha-cha, Hula Hoops or Davy Crockett fake-coonskin caps. Indeed, while ‘Rock Around The Clock’ by Bill Haley and the Comets,6 led by a tubby old trouper with a kiss curl swathed across his forehead, and some of its soundalike follow-ups excited all but the most serious-minded 1950s teenager, even Haley himself would tender apologies at press conferences for his Comets’ knockabout stage routines – but, what with this ‘rock’ nonsense going so well, it’d have been bad business not to have played up to it, wouldn’t it? Anyway, hadn’t one of the Comets once served under Benny Goodman? 


			The bandleader Ted Heath, who was to ‘salute’ Goodman, North America’s proclaimed ‘King of Swing’, who’d lent a sheen of respectability to mainstream jazz over an entire 33 rpm release, hadn’t thought that rock ’n’ roll would ‘catch on in Europe at all,’ explaining, ‘you see it is primarily for the coloured population’. 


			It was also for such as pachucos, North American adolescents speaking a ‘Spanglish’ dialect of their own, and with a preference for the less slushy shades of US pop music with an erotic content no longer shrouded in stardust and roses – but usually too hard-as-nails to admit not entirely disliking ‘Where Will The Dimple Be’. They originated as a clique of Hispanic descent, born in southern regions that remained as much Mexican as North American in their place names – San Diego, Pasadena, Los Angeles, Tijuana, San Bernardino, El Monte, Rio Bravo, Sacramento – where Spanish was taught as a second language in schools, Mexican decor bedecked homes, and fajitas and jalapeño peppers featured on restaurant menus. 


			Cruising aimlessly in shark-finned cars (with windows rolled down and radio blasting), pachucos collected at street corners, puros (cigars) clenched between teeth, and armed with flick-knives and home-made coshes.


			As long ago as 1943, mutual baiting between pachucos and uniformed sailors in central Los Angeles had led to serious assault, temporarily precipitating a ‘war’ lasting the best part of a week. It prompted the prohibition by the city council of the wearing in public of pachuco livery hinged on oversized zoot-suits, with tent-like peg-trousers and half-belts at the back of jackets draped halfway to the knees, which, snarled mob-handed servicemen, wasted war-effort cloth. 


			

			


			Even before the decade turned, pachucos were often perceived by the US White Anglo-Saxon Protestant (WASP) media as having much in common with chapters of the Hells Angels as well as with the Teddy Boys, France’s blousons noirs, Japan’s bōsōzok and the bodgies of Australasia. Rather than garish excess, however, some of their favoured gear, either made to last or cut-price and disposable, centred round a fundamental structure of real or imitation black leather windcheaters, jeans, motorbike boots and T-shirts. 


			In Britain, this was an attractive option for any who weren’t in a position to afford seedy-flash finery. ‘When I was at Yardley Wood Secondary Modern – a dump, very rough,’ recalled Christopher ‘Ace’ Kefford, preordained to be bass player with The Move, ‘my school uniform was cheap black jeans sewn up as tight as I could get ‘em, black shirt, red waistcoat off my granddad, greased-back hair. We had a gang at school – real dead end kids who broke into shops and pinched cigarettes.’ He added, ‘I think that’s how a lot of pop groups formed – as an extension of that.’


			Ostensibly subject to the least costly amendment were hairstyles adopted by both delinquents and the virtuous. One of the most common was the ‘Tony Curtis’, named after the Hollywood actor’s curled-up front and DA parting at the back. This was ‘the last word in cool during the middle 1950s,’ recollected pop biographer Philip Norman, ‘frothed out at the front in homage to James Dean – but spare a thought also for the flat-top, born of a brief Italian phase’. 


			The noted English novelist and pop biographer was referring to a severely upright shape, requiring fortnightly attention by a hairdresser, in which a boxy and level wedge of waxed hair from forehead to crown is the chief feature of a cutting tapered at the back with sides often shaved to the skin. Given currency in North America and Britain by returning militia during the 1940s, one of the most prominent flat-toppers was to be President John F Kennedy. With the title ‘My Boy Flat Top’, it was celebrated on disc to mostly chartbusting effect by US entertainers Dorothy Collins, Boyd Bennett (its co-writer) and his Rockets, the Gayles and by Liverpool’s Frankie Vaughan: ‘Young and strong, his top is flat/Cool haircut, never wears a hat/I don’t mean maybe, he’s a real hep cat/My boy-flat top’. 


			Though they didn’t extol in song the qualities of the style after which they named themselves, the Crewcuts, a quartet derived from a church choir in Toronto (and remembered chiefly for 1954’s million-selling ‘Sh-Boom’) were, arguably, the first to make a connection between pop and haircuts. In their case, this was via a term coined by university boat race crews in reference to a cut designed to curb an oarsman’s need to brush hair from his face. It became associated more readily, however, with the all-offs inflicted on military draftees during both World Wars with buzzing electric clippers. Crew cuts of a kind had been around since they were hidden beneath eighteenth-century wigs. They were known already in France as coupe à la brosse (brush cut) and in Germany – where it looked more like a hedgehog – as the Bürstenschnitt. More than the ‘Tony Curtis’, crew cuts identified bearers as, ideally, as tough as Hollywood thespian Steve McQueen, supersonic aviator John Glenn or any Major League baseball pitcher.7 


			Before import back to Europe through transatlantic seamen, popularly known as ‘Cunard Yanks’8 crew cuts had caught on in North America during the 1920s among collegians for their refreshing coolness throughout the summer, after which they might be allowed to lengthen against winter into what was known as an ‘ivy league’ or ‘college contour’. Other variations – lent names like ‘the butch’, ‘the front-combed boogie’, ‘the Hollywood’ and, with two waves converging at a point high on the brow, ‘the rack’, depended upon customer directives. Within those parameters the barber’s assessment of face and skull shape was important, as were factors peculiar to the wavy, curly or straight individual such as widow’s peaks or cue ball-like bald patches that, even aided by recommended brands of wax, couldn’t be readily or lastingly arched vertically into either a Californian ‘breaker’9 – top hair grown long enough to be scraped into a wavelike sleekness – or a half-inch version of what hadn’t yet been termed a ‘pompadour’, named after Madame de Pompadour, mistress-in-chief to Louis XV of France, despite her hair having but cursory similarity to a style centred on either being swept upwards from the face high over the forehead or drooped in a ‘jellyroll’ (a US take on the so-called ‘elephant’s trunk’). This was embraced, in modified fashion anyway, by such as Frank Sinatra, the male personnel of the Ink Spots-indebted Platters and the Crosby Boys, a vocal combo consisting of the four sons of Bing Crosby.


			Its official name was conferred after it had been seen in longer form on the heads of James Dean, Robert Horton (most renowned as ‘Flint McCullough’, the scout in television’s Wagon Train) and other young TV and movie stars before pompadours, modified and otherwise, adorned heroes of classic rock like Chuck Berry, Little Richard, the Everly Brothers and, particularly, Elvis Presley – with ‘geek chic’ exhibited by the horn-rimmed likes of Buddy Holly, Roy Orbison and jazzmen like Benny Goodman – and Dave Brubeck who transported the form to the borders of blues and pop. At its most extreme was the piled up and stick-like pompadour, further enlarged with a wig and photographic enhancement, of singing pianist Esquerita – an appearance not mirrored particularly in his musical style, despite Charlie Gillett’s description of it in his 1970s study of rock ’n’ roll, The Sound of the City, as ‘a chaotic symphony as a succession of chords chased each other desperately up the keyboard’.10


			The pompadour was already prototypical of young Spanish-Americans, among them Ritchie Valens with his chartbusting ‘La Bamba’/‘Donna’ double A-side, Chan ‘Hippy Hippy Shake’ Romero from the pachuco storm centre of East Los Angeles, as well as boys born of Italian-speaking households such as the leather-jacketed high school dropout, ‘Arthur Fonzarelli’, alias ‘The Fonz’, prominent character in the globally networked Happy Days US television sitcom, set in suburban Wisconsin somewhere between ١٩٥٨ and ١٩٦٢. 


			In the 2000 anthology Prison Writing: A Collection of Fact, Fiction and Verse, the Fonz was cited as the ‘epitome of the 50s bad-boy cool’, but the other Happy Days males, young and old, were normal and wholesome, with conservatively combed, side-parted and, as a rule, lubricated hair, referred to as ‘the English cut’ or ‘the Prince Charles’ after the then juvenile heir apparent. 


			That was when North American funnymen like Sid Caesar, Stan Freberg, Shelley Berman, Jack Benny, Bob Hope and Milton Berle were more likely to be esteemed than pop stars. More germane to this discussion, nonetheless, is Yul Brynner, a former singing guitarist, who shaved his head completely for the title role in the 1951 stage musical The King and I (later the subject of his second movie), keeping it that way for the years left to him. Enough of his male fans copied him for the style to be dubbed the ‘Yul Brynner look’. 


			In sober Britain – where framed photographs on the walls of barber shops displayed black-and-white photographs of film actors who’d won the Second World War over and over again – efforts were also made to turn comedians such as Max Bygraves, Dave King, Dickie Henderson and Bob Monkhouse into more likely objects of adoration than singers like Messrs. Hilton, Lawrence, Valentine and Whitfield. Even Ted Lune, idiotic ‘Private Bone’ in The Army Game, an ITV sitcom, passed through cheering streets when he returned in on-screen uniform to his home town of Blackburn.


			Parrot-like in profile, bug-eyed, skinny and Jodrell Bank-eared, Lune was a celebrity you didn’t mind your girlfriend liking. More of a threat were the ‘sensible’ likes of natural history programme presenter David Attenborough; sports commentator Peter West; magician David Nixon (owner, he asserted, of ‘the best-loved bald head in show business’); newsreader Huw Wheldon; disc jockey Pete Murray (who didn’t disguise his detestation for Elvis Presley); Peter Elliott, (who had competed for Britain as a diver in the 1948 Olympics),11 Eamonn Andrews, chat-show interlocutor and host of What’s My Line, This Is Your Life, and the children’s variety show, Crackerjack;12 former heavyweight boxing champion Freddie Mills;13 and others omnipresent on British television as a boy named Michael Philip Jagger graduated from Wentworth Juniors to Dartford Grammar School in 1954. 


			If not of gangling Ted Lune physique, Mike didn’t look like he’d match up either to the clean-cut handsomeness of Eamonn Andrews et al. Moreover, reasoned parents like his, if you had to like pop singers, let them be heavily masculine like Uncle Sam’s Tennessee Ernie Ford, Vaughn ‘Ghost Riders In The Sky’ Monroe, Frankie Laine and the prematurely grey Jeff Chandler, a singing actor whose screen popularity didn’t translate into hit records. All these were preferable to Johnnie Ray, an exquisite from Oregon, who, with his hearing-aid discernible from the gallery, made girls want to mother him, especially when he burst into tears during some agonised lied. The mood changed, however, as he threw himself into an excess of pelvis-thrusting during a 1954 lewdness entitled ‘Such a Night’, his interpretation of the largely indecipherable lyrics implying that the conclusion of an evening out with a woman – if it was a woman – had gone further than a wistful embrace beneath the stars. The disc was also a smash hit. 


			

			


			While Johnnie’s exhibitionism anticipated that which would pervade rock ’n’ roll, it was expected that he’d ‘grow old with his audience’ just like everyone else. With pop regarded as a lower-class novitiate for a life as an ‘all-round entertainer’, as long as you didn’t do anything the music establishment didn’t like, after amassing a handful of hits, you’d ‘mature’. A sure sign you’d ‘Made It’ might be a mid-evening duet on black-and-white television of some simpering evergreen with, perhaps, Bing Crosby, prefaced by a scripted chit-chat between cheeky young shaver and jovial voice-of-experience. From a subsequent comedy sketch on the same programme, there would unfold a flow chart of soft-shoe shuffling, charity sports events, ‘blink-and-you’ll-miss-him’ roles in B-movies and life as a third-rate Sinatra in faraway supper clubs. Such was the expected fate for the luckier idol that toed a line of acceptable pseudo-rebellious behaviour. Well, we were all a bit crazy once upon a time, weren’t we?


			The industry would look after you, keep you in respectable work in variety, cabaret and even periodic advertising slots on TV when your time in the main spotlight was up, and the circle would remain unbroken. There was no reason why business couldn’t carry on as usual with pop performers who were exactly that: purveyors of harmless ephemera to be hummed, whistled and sung imperfectly by the milkman while another ditty was prepared by reworking the same precept with either the same act or a new one developed from a similar formula.


			Though the wildest act going then, Johnnie Ray’s hair was no big deal in the years following the Second World War: far from excessively long at a time when nearly every boy bowed to stipulations outlined in places possessive of institutional power about it not covering eyebrows, ears, or collars. At home too, you’d go to the barber’s with hardly a murmur when mum gave you the money, feeling no more trepidation than when it was your turn as class monitor to distribute the third-pint bottles of lukewarm milk provided at first playtime, courtesy of the Welfare State. 


			

			


			‘I had no “self-image” then,’ recalled photographer and author Tim Fagan of his primary school years in south-east Kent, ‘and was oblivious to my appearance, doing stuff that boys did at the time: in the summer, climbing trees, making campfires… in the winter, making model aircraft and drawing…’ 


			True enough, ‘Dennis The Menace’ in The Beano was a messily spiked Struwwelpeter (who, in one memorable strip, suffered explicitly when obliged by his mum to go for a trim at Slasher Brown’s barber shop) and, in the more solemn pages of Wizard, Eagle and Hotspur, there were very occasional superheroes whose combed neatness strayed slightly over tunic necklines. The same was true in horror publications such as Creepy Worlds and Tales from the Crypt, syndicated from the United States. 


			Chiefly picture stories, they were frequently the principal reading matter of pachucos, Teddy Boys and the like in localities where the weedier A-stream pupils, being primed for higher education, earned little more than bullying contempt. Just coming into existence in the 1950s, schools like Britain’s comprehensives, combining elements of both grammar and secondary modern, enabled children theoretically to follow what best suited their abilities and inclinations as they developed. However, they could be as demoralising as any other educational regime in their use of academic streaming. Moreover, a child’s attendance at grammar school remained a desirable social coup for ambitious parents. When the ITV soap opera Coronation Street was young, Ken Barlow – then a teacher – was once depicted refusing a bribe to rig results so that a town councillor’s son could attend the local grammar.


			With sound reason, boys known to try hard academically were almost as afraid of their oppressors as Quentin Crisp and ‘his sort’ had been of ‘queer bashers’. Yet, if not looking the part, there’d been nothing to stop any such not-so-Little Lord Fauntleroy making his fascinated way over to the tables in the local café where the trouble always sat. He’d feel torn between the bravado of being where he didn’t think he belonged and a yearning to head for the door, never to go there again. The only alternative was to stay at home and vegetate so he strove for acceptance by avoiding highbrow topics that a Ted, pachuco or bodgie would find incomprehensible. Drawing on a cigarette (that he wasn’t enjoying much), he would nod in guffawing appreciation while absorbing a dual code of morality that condoned male unfaithfulness but not that of any damsel gripping his arm proprietarily.


			

			


			Sometimes he’d fight to control his features when they belched and swore, but, though it happened gradually, inhibitions flowed out of him. Determined that nothing was going to show him up for the sexually innocent boy he was (as probably most of them were too), his speech became as laced as theirs with incessant cursing. There is a similarity to a key scene in Blackboard Jungle where heavily accented ‘Pete Morales’ tells a story to a tape recorder and is obliged by censorship to change his implied and repeated use of ‘fuckin’’ to ‘stinkin’’.


			At first, Fauntleroy had been an interloper, glowered at with gormless menace, but, eventually, he became a recognised satellite of the firmament, forever trying not to blow his cool with some inanity – or anything that suggested he was less than totally heterosexual. 


			


			

				

						2. As ‘Cilla Black’, she’d be the only female representative of Merseybeat to enjoy lasting fame. 



						
3

. A surprisingly minute amount of the stuff was required to make hair shiny and fixed (and battle dandruff), hence its advertising tag line: Brylcreem – a little dab’ll do ya/Brylcreem – you’ll look so debonair/Brylcreem – the gals’ll all pursue ya/they’ll love to run their fingers through your hair! 




						4. Often purloined from sisters, mothers and girlfriends and although (cont.) inflammable and toxic, it could hold unshampooed hair in place for up to a week until washed with lotion that, from the 1950s, could contain conditioning ingredients.



						
5

. A future star of British comedy after he assumed the stage name ‘Freddie Starr’.




						
6

. Heard over the opening credits of Blackboard Jungle.




						
7

. Players of American Football, however, had had longish hair since 1889 when the Princeton team grew it as protection against head injury (and were thus caricatured in the popular press) until the introduction of helmets during the following decade.




						8. Instanced by Red Bentley, a ship’s engineer known to and admired by thirteen-year-old George Harrison – on whose bonce bristled a crew-cut until he adopted swiftly a more closer-to-home look. 



						
9

. Among those who favoured this style in the 1950s was the great Belgian chansonnier Jacques Brel, both a figurehead and éminence grise of twentieth century songwriting.




						
10

. Gillett is one of the few pop historians to write at length about Esquerita who, incidentally, was among black rockers like Berry and Richard who used pomade – meaning ‘ointment’ in French – that checked the tendency of Afro-textured locks, natural or straightened, to dry inflexibly. 




						
11

. Elliott’s athletic frame and blazered air of head prefect-like rectitude as much as a wan croon provided leverage for a recording contract.




						12. Eamonn’s ‘The Shifting Whispering Sands’ monologue reached the domestic Top Twenty and Number Two in the Irish Republic in 1956. Nevertheless, he wasn’t so fortunate with follow-ups, ‘The Legend of Wyatt Earp’ and 1957’s ‘The Ship That Never Sailed’. 



						13. In 1957, Parlophone released ‘One for the Road’, a one-shot 45 by Freddie (cont.) Mills – a medley of ‘Down At The Old Bull And Bush’, ‘I Belong To Glasgow’, ‘Knees Up Mother Brown’ and further aged standards that poured from ale-choked mouths in pubs nationwide. 
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