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			Do what thy manhood bids thee do,


			From none but self expect applause.


			He noblest lives and noblest dies


			Who makes and keeps his self-made laws.


			Richard Burton, 1821–1890
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			PRELUDE


			The Death of Rock and Roll Show


			I’d think of ways to break the conventional boundaries of the rock show, constantly striving to make it more interesting, theatrical and original. Our most elaborate concert was ‘The Death of Rock and Roll’ show, performed in 1984 in a student hall near the Post Office Tower in London.


			The place was packed, we were headlining, and the show begins with me coming on with a guitar and singing a couple of songs. Then I greet the crowd.


			‘Hang on, this would be much better if we had a proper band, wouldn’t it?’ I say. 


			‘Yes!’ they agree.


			‘I know, let’s form a band! Can anyone play the drums?’


			This question always elicits volunteers but Sarah was in the audience, planted and primed, and the first to make it onto the stage.


			‘But you’re a girl!’ I say, ‘girls can’t play drums!’ 


			Sarah punches me indignantly and realistically to the floor using the stage-fight movements we’d rehearsed. I get up, concede her point and she gets the job as drummer.


			‘As we’ve got a girl drummer, let’s form an ALL GIRL GROUP!’ I now say to the audience. ‘Is there a girl bassist and guitarist and sax player in the house?’


			As hoped for and expected, no one volunteers, so I say,


			‘We’ve got some girls in our dressing room. Let’s get them on stage and we’ll ask them if they can play anything.’


			Enter Matt Fisher, Sean Poe and Mick O’Donnell stage left, dressed up as women with wigs, make-up, false eyelashes and padded white blouses. The costumes affect them differently: Matt looks very pretty, Sean looks like the girl-next-door while Mick looks like an old charlady. Briefly interviewing them in turn, I ask about their hobbies and interests, and discovering they were all musicians I invite them to join the band for a few Chuck Berry rockers. After which I spot a copy of Melody Maker on one of the amps and pick it up. 


			


			‘Let’s see if we’ve got a review,’ I say to the audience, bending time, as I leaf through the pages. Suddenly I see something that makes me freeze. Eyes wide in shock I look out to the crowd, appalled.


			‘Oi! It says here that rock and roll is dead! Why didn’t anybody tell me?!’ I demand. There’s an awkward silence. I am not amused.


			My anger building, I pull out a Stanley knife and approach the girls. I grab Sean from behind with my arm around his neck waving the blade in his face.


			‘Oi Sharon, why didn’t you tell me rock and roll was dead?’


			‘I’m sorry!’ sobs Sean, whereupon I start stabbing the red paint-filled condom strapped to his chest beneath his white blouse, until it bursts, flooding it blood-red, and Sean falls dying to the floor. 


			I then kill Matt in similar fashion and more blood pours. By now pre-prepared and spooky music is playing over the PA.


			As I cross the stage to do Mick I suddenly turn upon the audience and gave a quick thrust of the dripping blade in their direction. 


			I was astonished by how quickly these rough-looking men down the front recoiled sharply backwards, creating a space between us as if they were in real danger. Surely they didn’t believe my homicidal maniac act was genuine? I was acting! We’re performing on a stage; don’t they realise? Evidently not…


			After I did Mick, only Sarah was left. I mowed her down with an invisible audible machine-gun and she kicked over the drums in her death spasms.


			


			Then the music changed to Mozart’s Requiem as I faced the audience, now horrified at what I had done.


			Lit by a single spotlight in a sea of black I plunged the knife into my own blood pack, strapped on to a biscuit tin lid that I wore around my neck under the shirt like a bib. I have a scar that marks the night I learned the wisdom of wearing body armour when trying that stunt (it can be surprisingly tricky to pierce the rubber). 


			I freely admit that all these theatrics are borrowed wholesale from Lindsay Kemp’s Flowers, a show that blew my mind in 1975. I took the lads to see it in the eighties and it blew theirs too, but the Tenpole Tudor audience was never going to go to Sadler’s Wells in a million years to see Lindsay Kemp, so let’s bring the best bits to them.


			I bit down on a blood capsule, and imitating Munch’s The Scream, blood dripped out of my mouth in the shrinking spotlight, until only my face was lit. The music climaxed and the light faded to blackout…and a stunned silence.


			This show took much preparation in creating the intro and outro tapes, the costumes, and getting the make-up, wigs, and false eyelashes etc. My regret is that we only performed it once.
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			1 


			Crossfire Hurricane


			I was forged on the anvil of a mother’s rage. It wasn’t a happy beginning and there’s no getting round it. And I am immediately faced with a problem: which is how to describe my early life without making both you and me quite miserable. 


			Inner dialogue 


			Me: I really don’t want to relate all the ghastly details of my childhood: it’s too much of a downer.


			Ed: Well, you can’t avoid talking about your mother altogether, man: she had a formative influence. 


			Me: But it’s a trap! The more vividly I evoke it the more depressing it will be. My aim is to amuse and entertain the reader, not to bring them down. 


			Ed: Well, simply give a bare-bones account and move swiftly on.


			Me: But what about…


			Ed: For goodness’ sake man, get on with it!


			The fact is, dear reader, being raised by my mother was a terrifying experience about which I shall be as succinct as possible.


			Emerging at 8.30 on Monday morning, on 6 December, 1954 in the maternity hospital in York Way by Waterloo Station, my life began like one of those action films that open with maximum white-knuckle tension and trepidation. My mother was a very beautiful woman consumed by an anger she was compelled to unleash upon me daily. 


			


			My introduction to the world was to find myself being punished on a daily basis by rage for an unspecified offence of which I knew I couldn’t be guilty, having only recently been born. All I could do was protest my innocence.


			The earliest years were spent in trying to understand my mother’s illogical behaviour, with very little success. It’s extremely alarming for a toddler to conclude he’s got more sense than his guardian, whilst also realising he’s too young to seize the reins of control to do anything about it.


			The worst thing about being under daily attack is it leaves precious little time for anything else. Fear predominates causing learning ability and mental development to be severely hampered. It’s why I am a slow learner.


			Every day, after her rage had abated, she would apologise for the unfairness of the attack and give me a quick consolatory hug before putting me down again. It was clear she didn’t like holding me: you can always tell. The repetition of this ritual eventually rendered it meaningless. 


			Reprimanded for breaking rules of behaviour I hadn’t been taught in the first place, yet given none to follow to keep out of trouble, I had no safe corridor of travel. I was trapped in a lawless world.


			By the time I was four, after a life of study and experiment, it became impossible not to infer that Mum was either a moron or insane. It was daily torture in a loveless tyranny, a laughter-free zone, with no place to flee except my mind.


			In her defence my mother’s behaviour was impersonal thus without conscious malice: she couldn’t help it. And you could argue her parenting technique shaped my character and career and gave me an edge. You could suggest, dear reader, that any aspects of personality which make me interesting, if I am at all, are a direct result of her influence. For instance, without such an early diet of psychic violence there’s no way a chap of my background could possibly have got into the Sex Pistols – not in a million years, old chap. And look where that led. 


			


			How persuasive this argument is and how much of a bargain it turned out to be will be up to the reader to decide. 


			Although my mother wasn’t horrid round the clock, I learned early on never to drop my guard. In between the daily rages she could act normally and sometimes bought me a plastic knight to add to my collection from Lottie’s sweet shop by Shepherd’s Bush roundabout, near where we lived at 14, Addison Crescent, Kensington – in the late 1950s when everything was still in black and white.


			I remember sitting on Mum’s lap being taught to read; a warm and cosy spot, in the lee of which I could play my part, decipher words correctly and meet with approval. The mistake was in learning to read, for thereafter such closeness ceased.


			Mum was always most insistent on speaking properly and instructed me as a drama teacher would. I was drilled in good manners and how to behave when having tea with the Queen, for instance. All easily learned, like a part in a play. It’s all about appearances with the middle classes. When we went out, my mother could put on a superb show and act like a princess, and with her natural beauty, gracious manner and hundred-watt-smile, could charm the birds off the trees. 


			One example: years later whilst driving, when she was pulled over by the police for having a filthy rear-windscreen, she managed to talk the policeman into cleaning it for her, handing him the stuff to do it from the glove box.


			My mother had a few love affairs, not many, and all with rather grand people, (with the splendid exception of Dave Jones the greengrocer) the most significant of whom was the First Sea Lord of the Navy, Sir Caspar John, son of the painter Augustus John. In Caspar’s defence, his wife had turned sapphic during all the years he was at sea and had a girlfriend of her own by then. 


			It was a brief and passionate love affair that produced my brother Tom, when I was three. Despite being unmarried to the father, still something of a stigma in those days, the overriding reason, she told me, for deciding to have the baby was to give me a brother. This was her greatest move, for Tom is not only a boon to the world, he would go on to save my life. 


			


			Shortly after Tom was born, on our daily walk to Holland Park, I would approach other babies in prams, and making sure their mothers or nannies weren’t looking, would prod the baby until it started crying. I didn’t want to hurt them, just to make them cry – a couple of prods was generally all it took. Looking like a three-year-old I knew I had the perfect cover. Children are no fools.


			My toys were wooden bricks and knights. As with music, there are infinite variations of games playable using basic ingredients. I had a Ladybird book about King Alfred the Great which taught me that I loved England. I also loved the Queen. She was young and beautiful like Mum – but seemed a lot kinder. 


			There was also an Italian ambassador who dated my mother. He gave me a clockwork train that went round its circle, and Tom received a large teddy. He took us into St James’s Palace for tea in one of the staterooms. We watched the guards in their Busbies out of the window as they paraded below. He was nice and so was the next, also an Italian diplomat.


			I sorely lacked male company and an ally, and was delighted to see these men when they came to our Kensington flat to take Mum out. But they never stayed for long, or came round more than twice. Mum was too adversarial. Dad had shot off like a bullet from a gun by the time I was one or two. No man could tolerate mater’s raging storms, nor did. 


			In her defence, my mother suffered more than anyone from her madness which led to a life spent mostly alone without love or companionship, and thus I say she demands compassion. She couldn’t help being how she was.


			Dear reader, to be fair and to seek the truth as ever, let us attempt to find out what made her like this, for to understand is to forgive.


			In childhood lie the clues.


			My mum’s mother, Cecilia Streeten, was born in 1911 into a wealthy Kent family.


			Her father, Francis Streeten, was the Squire of Tonbridge and a decent and well-liked man by all accounts. He had made a fortune importing rubber. He was Kent gentry; or ‘County’ as my mother put it.


			


			As children Granny and her brothers were brought up to the highest standards of upper-middle class wealth and privilege in a grand house with liveried servants: there were four of them waiting at table even for afternoon tea. Granny talked a bit like Celia Johnson in Brief Encounter: she rhymed ‘cross’ with ‘horse’. 


			(Class note 1: the difference between the upper-middle class and the middle-class is that the former does a more convincing imitation of the upper class than does the latter; making it none the less fake for all that. 


			(Class note 2: Phil Daniels once said to me: ‘It’s really weird, Ed: whenever I’m with middle-class people they all start talking cockney at me!’


			‘My dear fellow, how infernally patronising that must be for you,’ I said.


			‘Yes, it is a bit annoying,’ he said.


			Disaster struck with the Wall Street Crash of 1929, wiping billions off the value of global stocks and shares and making thousands bankrupt overnight – including my great-grandfather. Francis Streeten was now broke, and so were his children. The family lost everything they had, and Granny had just turned eighteen. She was now entering society as an elegant beauty with all the manners of a princess but not a penny to her name. 


			Meanwhile a man from Boston, New England, called Lincoln Brown (allegedly descended from John Brown the anti-slavery campaigner whose body ‘lies a mouldering in the grave’), who spoke English with an accent more English than most Englishmen, came to Britain to seek his fortune.


			


			Brown, with little to his name bar a modest allowance, had the plausible air of an affluent gentleman along with a measure of charm. As soon as he saw Granny he was bedazzled. She was gorgeous, charming and oozed opulence; and he pursued her.


			As well as personifying wealth, privilege, beauty and charm, my grandmother had an irresistible sex-appeal which never left her. She could get any man to do exactly what she wanted, whilst at the same time making him feel that he was the masterful hero of the situation. She married many times, each husband richer than the previous. I adored her.


			With no money of her own, Granny knew she needed to marry somebody solvent and Lincoln Brown seemed to fit the bill – and she wasn’t about to confess to this apparently suitable suitor that a few months earlier she had become a pauper.


			Dear reader, not about to admit they had none themselves they married for the wealth they mistakenly supposed the other to possess.


			Soon apprised of their dismal folly and being quite unsuited in temperament, the marriage was a disaster. They produced a boy and two girls, my mother being the youngest, and stayed together ‘for the sake of the children’. To Granny, unused to anything but affluence, now finding herself having to raise three children in the countryside to escape the Blitz, in a loveless marriage, with a ration book, no money and World War Two raging, it was a rude shock to find herself a member of the nouveau poor. It was an unhappy home. The parents had affairs and the children were left largely to their own devices.


			Chloe, the elder sister, was the clever funny one. Mum, being dim and gullible and perfect ‘victim material’, was mercilessly bullied and teased by her brother and sister throughout her childhood. She never ceased to rise to the bait and was arguably their main entertainment. So when she became a mother herself, thus ‘top dog’, aged twenty two, it was natural for her to dish out the same torture to me as she had endured when she was little, because she knew no other way to behave, or climate in which to exist. This is my supposition: my father would call it psychobabble. But the fact is when someone is being bullied it takes over their consciousness, and normal development is impeded. Which explains her ability to be with a clearly miserable toddler and not feel compelled to try and cheer him up.


			


			The prosecution will say, ‘Who but a moron would inflict the same torture on their own children that they remember hating when it was being done to them when they were children?’ The defence will say, it goes on all the time: the perpetrator can’t help it. The prosecution will say the perpetrator must be insane. The defence will agree and rest their case. 


			My unaffectionate mother caused me no end of sorrow but let us dwell no further on’t, dear reader. I’ve met many fans with far worse beginnings than I had: Tenpole Tudor was something of a magnet to people from dysfunctional backgrounds.


			What is true to say is, if you raise a child with violence instead of affection, you are likely to breed a hooligan.


			When I was two or three, Dad came round for the first time since leaving home, and seeing him framed in the doorway my heart leapt with joy. I ran to him and embraced his leg – I thought he was going to rescue me. We had a great day out in Kensington Gardens and then he dropped me back home. 


			But I was to be rescued, to an extent. Dad was living in 8 Woodlands Road, Barnes, with his lover Jacqueline, a beautiful French brunette single mum whom he would soon marry, and Anabelle, her daughter, who was a year younger than me.


			Jacqueline’s mother Rolande, who spoke little English, also lived with them and did the cooking and housework. Jacqueline was a secretary in the motor trade at Allan Taylor’s, Wandsworth. Dad was unemployed; a background presence who didn’t say much.


			It was a normal enough family household. The telly was on when Jacqueline was there, and it was a peaceful atmosphere in comparison to my mother’s. I lived with Dad and Jacqueline for the term times, and with my mother during the holidays until I was eight. 


			


			For one term I had to go to Anabelle’s all-girl school as the grown-ups had omitted to enrol me anywhere, but I didn’t care. Though detached and withdrawn, my sensors were aware I was in a safe zone at Dad and Jacqueline’s. It was like being a guest in a friendly foster home. I loved its normality. The weeks of respite from the insanity at home were a blessed relief. Anabelle was a playmate and The Beano was delivered every Thursday; what luxury.


			It was a French household: Jacqueline and Anabelle spoke in French to Rolande who couldn’t speak English, as did Dad. So I heard the language a lot. I tried to speak French to Rolande, and she tried to speak English to me. She called me ‘Edood’. We were the linguistic dunces of the family. 


			Rolande was kind and we got on all right. Her food was delicious but although I appreciated the good intention, I found it hard to eat the two bowls of porridge she served for breakfast ‘to build me up’ because I was so thin.


			She made a different soup every day, proper ‘pain-au-chocolat’ and her French-fries were superb. 


			I knew my father’s father, Wellesley Tudor Pole, was special in some way. But oddly, my grandfather seemed to be a banned topic and whenever I asked about him Dad would be evasive. Wellesley died when I was fourteen and I’d only met him twice. ‘If you want to know about your grandfather, you’ll find out about him yourself,’ said Dad. Which actually lessened rather than piqued my interest: if he’s too weird to talk about, I thought, then bollocks to him, I’ve got other things to worry about.


			Jacqueline told me she was concerned because I never smiled. She said I didn’t smile until I was eight. That, dear reader, was when the Beatles came along.
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			Beatles and Stones


			In 1961, when I was six, my mother moved us to Tonbridge, Kent, land of our forebears. My mother’s sister Chloe lived there. She was married with three children roughly the same ages as Tom and I, who would become our playmates. Mum now got on well enough with her sister so we had the beginnings of a social life and a semblance of normality.


			Like Richmal Crompton’s William Brown and the Outlaws, my cousins and I were independent. We were free to roam the surrounding countryside, climb trees, play in streams, steal apples and other traditional juvenile rural pursuits. With our pal Pogle, a friend from the town, it was easy to amuse ourselves. 


			We customised our bicycles with cow horn handlebars and distance was no limit – there was less fear of perverts in those days. We’d have sword fights with fence stakes in Elm Lane.


			Always needing money for sweets we invented ways of getting it, some more inventive than others: we soon discovered knocking on people’s doors collecting for ‘The poor children’ was too obviously fraudulent to work.


			More successful was when I would accost elderly ladies walking along Elm Lane, a pedestrian route through fields fringed by elm trees. I’d emerge from behind a tree with a gun-shaped twig in my hand:


			‘Your money or your life!’ 


			


			Being nine years old I knew I couldn’t get into any serious trouble. I also worked out the best way to get the ladies to hand over their cash was to be unthreatening, somewhat inept, and cheerful. It was entirely calculated to the finest degree and the ruse often worked.


			One hot summer’s afternoon we divided into two groups for a ‘thuggery’ contest. I was paired with cousin Matt. 


			We both had black plastic Sekiden guns that fired dried peas, so for starters we shot peas into every open window we passed. On wasteland we smashed a window in a semi-collapsed derelict overgrown shed with its other windows already smashed, we stole some apples from trees, knocked on forty two doors and ran away; and other such low level ‘crimes’. It was lighthearted entertainment but the reason me and Matt won the contest was because we kidnapped a baby. The others couldn’t match that.


			Along Elm Lane we passed a house with a sleeping baby in its pram by the front door. We crept up the drive and took the pram for a walk. Our hearts were hammering at the enormity of our crime as we pushed the baby in the pram ever further away from its home. But after about two minutes our nerve snapped and we wheeled it back sharpish. We weren’t discovered and the baby slept throughout. 


			There were two prep schools near where we lived in Tonbridge: Hilden Grange and Yardley Court, the latter being superior and more expensive. We were living in class-conscious times and there was no question of us going to a state school even though Mum had almost no money. She constantly complained to me about the bills.


			I enjoyed Hilden Grange, which was a fifteen-minute walk from home. They clad us in boiler suits and we were allowed to play by the stream and get muddy. It was a happy school and though I recall two older boys trying to bully me once I simply laughed, delighted by the attention. Mere schoolboys couldn’t alarm me. Despite being stick-thin and no good at fighting I was never bullied at any school for some reason. 


			I got into trouble one day in the dining hall when the pea I’d flicked at a boy named Hill hit the headmaster’s wife instead: Mrs Gracie.


			


			Claiming a bad aim cut no ice with the authorities and I was duly sentenced to be caned by Colonel Easton the following day at 2 pm.


			Filled with fear, I sweated anxiously through the night and the next morning, until the appointed time arrived and I had made my way to Colonel Easton’s study door. I recalled the ‘William’ story where he is sent to the dentist and knocks so softly he is not heard. He later tells his mum there was ‘no one in.’


			That wouldn’t work now.


			‘Come in!’ said the door.


			I entered the study, acting fearful and egging it a bit. The acting, being a distraction, fractionally took the edge off the actual fear I felt. Once again I explained I’d been aiming the pea at Hill and not at Mrs Gracie, and said I was sorry. Colonel Easton looked grim and told me to bend over. I did so, tensing myself for the first of the two strokes I’d been awarded…


			Dear reader: he very lightly and quickly tapped my arse a couple of times with the cane, not hurting me at all. It was a moment of unbridled joy. 


			He smiled at me and told me not to do it again; I thanked him with all my heart, and walked out, my sense of justice entirely satisfied. I understood it had been a virtual caning and a symbolic chastisement – the punishment was in the waiting. It was a useful lesson in bravery: how to cope with fear and muster courage, and how things are seldom as bad as you fear they are going to be. 


			In 1963 Mum finally joined the modern world and bought a secondhand television set. Tom and I were now allowed to watch children’s TV, Deputy Dawg being the initial favourite.


			I saw the first Doctor Who episode, so naturally consider the real Doctor to be William Hartnell and his descendants a series of weedy popinjays, some weedier than others.


			In the winter term of 1963, our class was to perform a version of Dickens’ A Christmas Carol and I was cast as the ghost of Christmas past. A boy called Thompson was playing Scrooge. 


			


			I remember him asking me which Beatle I preferred, adding that he liked John the best. I said that I did too, without having the faintest idea what he was talking about. He told me about a forthcoming show on TV called Top of the Pops.


			I was only days away from finding out about The Beatles and being swept away on the tidal wave of Beatlemania along with everybody else in the land. Suddenly, the nationwide talk was all about the BEATLES and their phenomenal success. 


			Beatlemania was totally exhilarating and I loved the band’s catchy tunes and vocal harmonies. Thanks to their clean-cut image, Mum made no objection and she bought me their first EP ‘Please Please Me’, for Christmas when I had just turned nine. I was a dedicated Beatles fan and bought Beatles bubblegum which came with black-and-white ‘Fab Four’ photo cards to collect.


			In those days I did like John Lennon the best. The onset of Beatlemania galvanised the nation, cheered everybody up and marked the end of post-war austerity. Thanks to Thompson’s tip, Top of the Pops became the highlight of the week. I was fascinated by this type of game where groups or solo singers came on in turn to play their catchy songs, and how it was up to us, the viewers, to decide how successful the song would become by how many of us went and bought the record. I got it. The beautiful melodies made me happy. The pop song is a controlled environment where you’re safe on the three-minute ride


			‘She Loves You (Yeah Yeah Yeah)’, when it came out in 1963, caused a huge stir. I recall overhearing grown ups making much of the fact that the band  weren’t singing the word ‘yes’ correctly. The number one hit, when it came on at the end of TOTP, was always imbued with a magic, simply because it was number one, whether you liked it or not. I could tell why most of the songs were hits even if they weren’t my cup of tea. I could see what it was about the tune that many found pleasing. To reach number one seemed no less a feat than making it to the top of Everest. 


			I loved hearing the pop records, and the joy of falling in love with a great one. I also found out the magic of a tune doesn’t last forever. You can wear it out. It was the Beatles and the thrill of the pop tunes which shook me out of a semi-stupor and brought me to life.


			


			Jacqueline, who was a good sport, and still only around thirty, shared our enthusiasm for pop music and the exploding swinging sixties scene. She took Anabelle and I to see the Beatles film, A Hard Day’s Night, at Hammersmith Odeon in July 1964. I knew all the songs and immersed myself in the film to such an extent that when I walked out of the cinema into the blinding glare of the sunlight over Hammersmith flyover, I was a Beatle. Well, imagining I was a Beatle to such a degree there was no difference, in those few intense moments, from actually being one. 


			At the same time I was keenly aware that it was impossible for me to look like anything other than the nine-year-old boy I was. I told myself to be patient. Being old enough to look like a Beatle seemed a remote and distant future at the time but I remember reassuring myself that it would happen one day. 


			But back to Hilden Grange and the school play. Come the eve of the single performance of A Christmas Carol Thompson fell ill, and I stepped into the breach to play Scrooge. I knew most of the words already and in true showbiz tradition I saved the day and ‘a star was born’.


			All children have the capacity to immerse themselves in pretend characters and the deeper the immersion, the more effective the escape. Imagination was the fertile land upon which my playhouse sat and my head my only house unless it rained.


			My performance as Scrooge caused a dramatic reaction and there was enthusiastic applause at the end. 


			As if by magic I had become a terrific fellow. Everyone – including Mum – was showering me with extravagant praise. Their eyes were shining and their smiles were genuine as I was lavished with hyperbole. I was shocked and thrilled by the extraordinary alteration in how people were now treating me.


			On the spot I was offered the part of Chief Weasel in the forthcoming Tonbridge Amateur Dramatic Society’s Christmas production of Wind in the Willows (featuring the brilliant David Goodale, aged fourteen, as Toad of Toad Hall).


			


			That was when the idea of becoming an actor started to form. As I was acting an invented version of myself in the first place, it was just as easy to act anybody else. I would be an actor and people’s eyes would shine when they met me. Thrilled with this unexpected success as Scrooge I even dared to hope, in vain, that Mum’s new attitude towards me would become permanent. 


			The Pivotal Moment of My Life


			A few months later the Rolling Stones emerged and I was changed forever. It was when I was at Jacqueline’s that I first saw them on TV in 1964, playing ‘It’s All Over Now’. I was spellbound.


			This was an epiphany, a revelation, like being struck by a lightning bolt, and any other cliché you care to mention. I was thrilled and seduced. Totally. For ever and ever. Straightaway I understood the band, and their rebellious stance. The sound of the song swept me away on the riptide of its rhythm to a kind of heaven. To this day it’s one of my favourite records: the production and intermeshing guitar parts are astonishingly accomplished for ones so young and it’s arguably the most definitively Stones-sounding record of all, despite it being written by Bobby Womack. 


			As for Mick Jagger, his style and his act thrilled me to the core. He was the most wonderful thing I’d ever seen. With their disdainful air their music gave me comfort. The Rolling Stones were perfectly realised and I knew they were on my side – which I somehow never felt about the Beatles. The Rolling Stones were the rebellious figureheads of a thrilling new and powerful movement. My undying loyalty pledged, they became my new family whether they liked it or not. I jumped onto the back of their wagon, like a stowaway, no less eagerly than a man in a fast-flowing river grabs an overhanging branch just before the waterfall sweeps him to his doom.


			


			And that’s when I became a bit of a bore for the rest of my life, like some people are about Tottenham Hotspur or Arsenal. From then on I could think and talk of nothing else but the Rolling Stones. They were the cavalry, come to rescue me. They were more dangerous than the Beatles, their hair was longer, they didn’t wear suits and their winklepickers were winklier. 


			The Beatles had jolted me out of a semi trance-like state of disengagement, but the Rolling Stones electrified me, recharging my life. Unrequited love for my mother was the heartache on which my foundations were built, but now I could ‘blot it out of the sky’ of my mind with Rolling Stones music. By thinking about nothing but the band, all other thoughts were necessarily banished to the nethermost regions of subconscious. The Rolling Stones were my gateway drug to things that made you feel better than you did before. They could be slow and gentle, fast and rough and everything in between. 


			The band gave my heart a home and something to belong to that I could love: ‘Rolling Stones’ was running through me like ‘Blackpool’ runs through rock, and for all time. A man takes his salvation where he finds it. 


			I yearned for Mick and Keith to turn up at the front door to take me away. I would imagine it. 


			Mick: (estuary vowels) ‘Hello Mrs Tudor Pole, can Edward come out to play?’


			At Jacqueline’s, the TV was always on and the Stones were always on it, whether it was on Ready Steady Go or Top of the Pops. They were in the charts, on the radio and all over the news. There was plenty of fuel to fan the flames of fanatical ardour.


			Their manager Andrew Loog Oldham’s ploy, later to be copied by Malcolm McLaren, of making the Stones the bad boy antidote to the Beatles, was paying off handsomely. Columns of outrage at their perceived depravity filled the newspapers. Such as being arrested for urinating against a garage wall (their request to use the WC having been refused). All the outrage made me stick up for them, and love them even more, of course. And it was always perfectly obvious to me that they weren’t really baddies.


			


			In return for my loyalty the group has worked its bollocks off to keep me entertained all my life. What blows my mind is that here I am, sixty years later, still listening to the latest Rolling Stones single on the radio! How is this possible?! That’s what I call good service. Thank you very much, man, if any Rolling Stones are reading this book.


			Fashion Note


			When bell-bottoms came in I longed for a pair but not only did they not sell them in Tonbridge, Mum could not have afforded them even if she would have let me wear them – which she wouldn’t.


			However, one afternoon I worked out that if I cut a slit up the inside lower half of each trouser leg of my jeans, and sewed a slim triangle into the gaps I could make my own bell-bottoms. I found a needle and thread and scissors in the sewing basket and despite never having sewn before I didn’t see how it could be that difficult and nor was it. In a couple of hours, the job was done and I was amazed by how well it worked. I felt sure my mother would be so impressed by the tailoring feat she would let me wear them. 


			She was impressed by my tailoring feat, and quite surprised, and she did let me wear them; but only for one day, before declaring ‘You’re not going out wearing bell bottoms!’


			As for winklepickers, while we’re on the subject of fashion: when I was thirteen, and on a week’s holiday in a Bridport hotel with Dad, Jacqueline and Anabelle, I saw an actual pair of shiny, black, Cuban-heeled winklepickers in a shoe-shop window, in my size! It was the first time I’d ever seen a pair in real life. I begged my father to buy me them, a plea to which he was amenable, having none of the bourgeois sensibilities that made my mother hate them. 


			


			They were perfect in every way, with a seam down the front from the shin to the very shiny pointed toe. When it was time to go back to my Mum’s at the end of the holiday, I vainly hoped that as the shoes were a gift from my father she would let me wear them. 


			When I became an adult, I bought myself a pair of winklepickers but I fear their value is more as a fetish item than tolerable footwear, except when worn by others. Many times have I put them on in the morning only for them to become too annoying to wear in real life for more than about ten minutes.


			I became ten in December 1964, and in January 1965, on the day it came out, Jacqueline took me and Anabelle to a record shop in Putney to buy the second Stones album: Rolling Stones No. 2. Mick Jagger had told us about it in an interview with Cathy McGowan on Ready Steady Go.


			I first listened to this heavy vinyl disc, with its red Decca label, sitting out of sight behind the sofa gazing at the cover, and reading Loog Oldham’s notes on the back (which recommended mugging blind people to raise the money to buy the LP) while my father worked at his desk. He professed no objection to it. 


			This music was about a lot more than pop melody. It seemed more serious and meant for people older than me, which of course only added to its fascination. No Stones album has ever given away all its treasure on first listen, and I would play No.2 many times, letting it wash over me as it introduced me to the rhythm and the blues. It is a terrific LP to this day.
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			Crime and Punishment


			In 1964, in Tonbridge, a Top of the Pops seared into my memory was on the week when the DJ, almost incoherent with excitement, announced: ‘Last week number twenty two, this week straight to number one! The Animals with “House of the Rising Sun!”’


			I was blown away by the record and it was immediately clear to me why it was a hit. When the notes go a certain way something in me chimes with recognition and releases a feeling of pleasure. That’s how I can tell if a song’s any good or not.


			I went up to my room, very excited, with a clear feeling that I too could write a pop song. This was before I had a guitar so I devised a derivative bit of doggerel to a basic tune, which I can still remember. (Sixty years later watching The Shadows’ Farewell tour on TV I realised it was a ripoff of one of rhythm guitarist Chris Welch’s songs).


			We played at being in a group in my cousins’ garden, with Steve on a tea chest drum kit, Pogle on his violin held like a guitar (in imitation of Paul McCartney) and me on lead vocals with the blue cardboard tube around which string is wound as a microphone. It was the sort of group Richmal Crompton’s William and the Outlaws might have formed. 


			In the early sixties my brother and I would often see the rockers on motor bikes riding past the end of our road, followed half an hour later by Mods on scooters, on their way to the coast for a punch-up. I always preferred the look of the rockers. We called ourselves ‘The Rockers’.


			


			None of us could play an instrument, not even Pogle on his violin, and we only had one song. This game was only played a couple of times, the others being less in love with the rock and roll fantasy than I was.


			I have spent my life trying to come up with three-minute records as effective as the ones I grew up with. A good pop record is a timeless piece of magic.


			For Christmas Granny sent me a beginner’s acoustic guitar, which came in a beige plastic soft case, with a set of pitch-pipes and a copy of Bert Weedon’s Play in a Day book, a guitar manual I find impenetrable to this day. With beating heart I took it out of the case and gasped to be holding an actual guitar. I strummed the open strings which I thought sounded like the final chord of a song. So I pretended I had just played a song then twanged the open strings again to end it. It was a start. 


			Mum said she would pay for a teacher, and a matronly woman in a suit, a bit like Hattie Jacques, came round once a week to give me lessons. She showed me with pride a press cutting of a local group, the guitarist of whom she’d taught. 


			I would assiduously practise the exercises she gave me, and there was reward in seeing her pleasure as I progressed. Soon, I had learnt the chords C, G7 and Dm7, and how to play ‘Bobby Shaftoe’ and single-note tunes.


			After five lessons my mother said she couldn’t afford them any more and the teacher was dismissed. Because my learning abilities were underdeveloped, for the next few years I was stuck on what I’d been shown in those five weeks; and didn’t progress at all.


			Three years later inspiration came via a great family friend of my mother’s since her childhood: Tony Snell. A dashing fellow, Tony was a Spitfire pilot in World War Two, had been shot down twice, and escaped from a firing squad. He wrote and sang amusing 1940s cabaret-type songs like ‘The Elephant’s Bottom’ accompanying himself on electric piano or guitar which he played very well, in a pre-rock rock and roll dance-band style. 


			


			Tony came round one day, picked up my guitar and played a couple of songs for our amusement with verve and alacrity. Wow! Play fast! Why didn’t I think of that? When he’d gone I played Bobby Shaftoe at lightning speed for a change, instead of its hitherto plodding rhythm.


			I still played the guitar every day, the perfect prop in my perma-fantasy daydream of performing in a group to a large crowd. I discovered things about the notes slowly but I could now strum the chords of A, B7, C, D, E, F and G and change them very quickly.


			For reasons that were never made clear, I was taken out of Hilden Grange and sent away to a boarding-school at Penthorpe in Horsham, Surrey.


			Dear reader, so dreadful was the school I can’t bring myself to describe it. If I’d led a duller life we could make more of a meal of it; but we’ve had quite enough misery in Chapter One as it is, and I’m aiming to entertain. If you want unending horror, read about Fred West. 


			For two terms I prayed to God daily at chapel to be released from that hell. The desperate man leaves no stone unturned: the worse his life, the more fervently he turns to God, in case he’s there. He was there. At the next school, full of happy boys, when a teacher asked our class to write out the Lord’s Prayer from memory, I was the only one who knew it perfectly.


			My mother had got a job as a junior teacher at Yardley Court, a family-run school led by Eric Bickmore, a kind and gentle man. My mother expressed her concerns to Bickmore about Penthorpe and his enquiries about the place chimed with my description of it. Mum, on £14 per week, could not afford the fees for Yardley Court so good old Bickmore solved all our problems by giving me a place at his school anyway, with a hefty discount. He was a true saviour, like Mr Brownlow in Oliver Twist.


			Just as a good landlord makes for a good pub, a good headmaster makes for a good school. Yardley Court’s atmosphere was essentially kind and gentle and the boys were treated with respect. Which didn’t mean that we were spoiled or that the rod was spared, but being a civilised place, the punishments were entirely proportionate and not suddenly unleashed out of the blue for no reason at all, as at home. A child craves rational behaviour, and to find myself in an ordered universe was a godsend.


			


			‘Mr Eric’ (Bickmore) ran the school with his two sons: ‘Mr John’ who had black hair and a fiery temper, and ‘Mr Michael’ a county cricket bowler and chief disciplinarian/flagellist.


			The teachers were good: especially Mr Tutton, who in History would bring in the battle-plans he’d drawn on lining wallpaper for whichever battle he was teaching us about, and drape it over the blackboard. He then proceeded to re-enact it singlehandedly in front of us, giving a running commentary whilst charging across the room as if on horseback, being first one army, then the other, and vividly describing the actions and tactics of each. To watch this lanky fellow, usually the model of reticence and dignity, galloping around the room made me very happy, this was first-rate stuff. On summer afternoons we could smell the fresh mown grass through the open windows and I experienced happiness.


			Mr Tutton also taught us English, and I liked writing essays. He would pin a choice of three topics for us on the classroom notice board. Once a boy complained that the titles were boring: e.g. ‘A Walk in the Country’, ‘A Flight by Night’. Somewhat exasperated, Tutton added a further choice: ‘Write about Nothing’. This was a challenge I enjoyed, never being deterred by deliberately difficult topics, conceived as punishments – like being told to write a five hundred-word essay on ‘The Inside of a Ping-Pong Ball’.


			Another extraordinary teacher was Mr Fisher, a florid-faced ex-army man, with a splendidly rumbustious method of teaching. He would hold a boy by the back of his collar and kick his arse, going round in a circle, whilst repeating what the boy had forgotten. He would barely hurt the transgressor, and we howled with laughter at this Punch and Judy-style buffoonery.


			Fisher would hurl the blackboard rubber at you if you weren’t concentrating. For talking in class, he would make you put a piece of chalk in your mouth, which rapidly dried up saliva and rendered you dumb. In Maths, if the question was ‘What is minus three, minus two?’ and any boy dared say: ‘One’, Fisher would pull three single hairs from the boy’s head and ask him how many hairs he was minus.


			


			‘Minus three, sir.’


			‘Correct.’ He then plucked out two more hairs. 


			‘Ow! Ow!’ 


			‘Now how many hairs are you minus in total?’ 


			‘Minus five, sir,’ the boy would say, with the chastened clarity of understanding. Nobody in that classroom would ever again confuse: ‘-3 -2’ with ‘3 – 2’.


			I loved Mr Fisher’s roustabout, rollicking style, both grateful and surprised that this sort of thing was even allowed. I could tell he was sailing close to the wind with his outrageous antics but he was hilarious, it was art, and there was no malice in him. At mealtimes he piled his plate as high as they do in comics. At the beginning of the following term when I was told that Mr Fisher had ‘left the school’, I intuited immediately that he had been sacked and was most aggrieved. Some weedy day boy must have complained to his parents. OK, Mr Fisher’s way was somewhat anarchic but he was most entertaining, a brilliant teacher, and you never forgot his lessons for the rest of your life. What more do you want? The one thing that kills teaching stone dead is a mediocre teacher with zero charisma who never makes the classroom laugh.


			Another good lesson was from Mr Michael. I was surprised one day when the evening’s prep (the boarder’s term for homework) was simply to copy out a fairly short paragraph from a book. 


			‘That’s easy!’ I said, whereupon Mr Michael raised an eyebrow and told me I was almost certain to make mistakes. I didn’t see how I could!? I duly copied out the passage and wondered what he meant.


			Later I was amazed to find I had scored a low mark. Every time I had put a full stop directly under an inverted comma, instead of in its own invisible column, as a typewriter forces you to do, or if a capital letter was not twice the height of a lower-case letter, or if the dot wasn’t exactly over the eye, then I was penalised. The rigorous attention to these tiny details greatly impressed me; a lesson in the difference between first and second-rate.


			


			Teaching Latin at Yardley Court was a fourth Bickmore, Mr Maurice, Eric’s elderly brother, who in his prime in the 1930s had been a formidable and fearsome teacher, but by now was so ancient he could no longer control a classroom, so boys mucked about in his lessons. Schoolchildren will always exploit the weak teacher.


			On one occasion the misbehaviour was overdone, and about ten of us were down for punishment. We were sentenced to be slippered after lessons by Mr Michael who, unlike Colonel Easton at Hilden Grange, seemed to relish corporal punishment, and not illogically, applied it as painfully as possible.


			We all sat anxiously in the classroom at 5 pm to receive our chastisement. The first boy went forward and was ordered to stand about two thirds of the way across the room’s width and bend over. 


			Mr Michael, armed with a black, size-12 gym-shoe, walked as far away from the boy as the room’s spacious dimensions allowed, then turned round and began his run-up, like the county cricket standard fast bowler he was. Accelerating towards the bent boy, arm high, his sheer velocity greatly added to the force of the plimsoll which whacked the boy’s arse with a noise like a pistol shot before Mr Michael crashed into the wall beyond the boy, the only brake to his momentum. Two whacks each was our sentence. When he had finished with the first boy he said, ‘Who’s next?’


			My hand shot up like a distress flare: far better to get it over with now, I thought, than to become ever more scared and anxious by watching others being punished, and prolonging the wait.


			I remember it being surprisingly painful, in a stinging way, but there was no better option than to take it bravely. After all, we had been out of order and the punishment was not unjust. Injustice is what really hurts.


			


			I returned to my desk mightily relieved and watched the rest of the boys being slippered, now feeling perfectly relaxed, and even in quite a good mood. After a couple of minutes my arse simply felt very hot, as though I were sitting on a stove, not a particularly unpleasant sensation.


			Later we wandered about as momentary objects of fascination to other boys, with the fleeting glamour of having undergone ‘the whacks’. It was another lesson in bravery, the most useful asset in life.


			I was always attracted to naughty types at school and sometimes hung out with a boy called Raggett. There was a Garden of Remembrance at the school to honour old boys killed in the two world wars, and a place we could go for a little reflective peace and quiet should we wish. One day in that garden Raggett and I, with our penknives, carved something onto one of the wooden benches, I can’t remember what; presumably not our initials.


			A couple of days later at morning assembly, Mr Eric announced that a bench in the Garden had been vandalised and that whoever was responsible must report to him and own up.


			I felt bad about what we’d done and suggested to Raggett that we confess. He thought I was mad and said we should simply keep quiet. My conscience wouldn’t allow it so I said to Raggett that I was going to own up anyway, but wouldn’t mention him.


			I mustered the courage to tell Mr Eric. His reaction was completely unpredictable. Instead of being angry he was clearly delighted that I had owned up and heartily congratulated me for so doing. He told me off for the carving crime, but far more did he praise me for honesty, and having the courage to admit it. I walked out of his study absolutely elated and empowered. Dear reader, this is teaching at its highest level. 


			After a term or two as a day boy Mr Eric suggested to my mother it would be a good idea if I were to become a boarder. This I was very happy to do, and so it was that term times became peaceful for me, unsullied by domestic violence.


			


			In a school production of 1066 and All That, I played the ‘Common man’ as I was the only boy in the school who could do a cockney accent. Mr Reiss the music teacher had previously had me singing the old cockney standard, ‘My Old Dutch’, at another concert (‘We’ve been together now for forty years and it don’t seem a day too much’). Actually Reiss later told me that Mr Eric had taken him aside and expressed disapproval at this vulgar choice of song, and of my ‘mockney’ performance.


			Eric was an old-fashioned character, from a time when class differences in society were far more delineated. He was in the business of turning boys into gentlemen, and preparing them for public school. He didn’t want us exposed to coarse entertainment. Even comics such as The Beano or The Dandy were forbidden, as they were considered oikish. Naturally I ignored this rule, as I do all rules that make no sense, as comics were top of my list of pleasures along with sweets.


			The traditions at Yardley Court had hardly changed since the nineteenth century. The new cultural phenomenon of pop music now led by the Beatles and the Stones that would revolutionise society and make class differences massively less relevant had only just begun.


			The majority of the boys were sports fans, especially of cricket: The Daily Telegraph and Daily Express were provided and you could ring an article with a pen adding your initials – then in the evening you could cut out the article to keep.


			I ignored the sports pages, but anything about the Rolling Stones I would reserve. I had no competition for the prevalent Stones stories of drug-taking, police busts, and assorted outrages in 1967. It was common knowledge that I was a massive fan and I would sporadically jump about the classroom singing ‘Paint it Black’ – these impromptu performances were tolerated amiably enough by my classmates.


			The only other boy in class who loved the Stones was Eddy Kirwan, a policeman’s son and a day boy. He was my best friend and would bring in forbidden stuff like a Beano or a pack of Rolling Stones bubblegum cards, which, unlike the Beatles ones, were in colour.


			


			Mr Eric had noticed, with some dismay, my reserving articles on the Rolling Stones and took me aside one evening to have a word. I told him I was a great fan of their music to which he replied that surely I could like the music without having to like them? I knew there was no way this traditional old chap from another era was ever going to get the Rolling Stones: their image at that time was calculated to be an affront to traditional values, just as the Sex Pistols’ was in the seventies. 


			I understood and respected Eric Bickmore’s ethos. His life had been spent educating boys to be decent and to play the game of life with a straight bat. I couldn’t see anything wrong with any of that. 


			Later, I was panicked by Mr John telling me that I was to compete in the boxing tournament. I was stick-thin, unsporting, and had no experience of fighting. ‘Please sir, I don’t want to do it.’ I said. 


			He swept my protests aside: ‘Nonsense, it will be good for you! You are to fight MacGregor.’


			‘B-b-but…’


			‘Silence !’


			MacGregor was not a particularly sporting type either: our fight was to be the opener, bottom of the bill. I had never donned a pair of boxing gloves before and had only fought with my younger brother Tom – which with my three-year advantage counted for nothing. Needless to say, I was nervous and scared before the match as the gym master tied up the laces of my gloves. Round one: ‘ding ding!’


			We faced each other, bobbing about as boxers do. He landed the first blow on my nose and it started bleeding. At that moment I discovered a vast wellspring of aggression within me. How dare he hit me!


			And then I knew there was no way this boy was going to defeat me. My capacity for aggression felt limitless: a volcano’s worth on tap. I went for him fearlessly, punching as hard as I possibly could: which wasn’t very hard, handicapped as I was by lack of stamina and training. But I advanced and he retreated, and even though my nose was bleeding I knew I was winning. Afterwards I was much praised and congratulated by the masters and the schoolboys, a hero for an hour. I was proud of myself: it was an invaluable lesson of self-discovery.


			


			I mention these lessons learned because not being taught anything useful at home they made a great impression on me. It is sad that today all or most of these examples of great teaching I’ve given would be banned. 


			Beware of seriousness, dear reader, it is a symptom of stupidity.


			Aged thirteen I went to King Edward’s School, Witley, in Surrey; a co-educational boarding school and a charitable foundation run by the City of London’s Bridewell Institute, originally for orphans but now extended to people from broken homes or for those whose parents lived abroad. The fees were an affordable two hundred pounds per term.


			Olympic Studios. Jimi Hendrix, Ringo Starr. Philip Pullman


			By this time my mother had moved us from Tonbridge to 9 Byfeld Gardens in Barnes, South West London just around the corner from Olympic Studios where the Rolling Stones recorded a number of their albums, including Beggars Banquet. Alas, dear reader, they always recorded them in term time when I was at boarding school. Aagh. So near and yet so far. It was 1967.


			Mum’s friend Caradoc King and his friend Nick Pullman had both graduated from Oxford and she employed them to decorate the new house. Nick became the lodger. He had an acoustic guitar, quite long hair and seemed very cool to me. He was a serious man who never made jokes but was not unfriendly. 


			He played me Cream’s first single, ‘I Feel Free’, telling me they were going to become huge. He also introduced me to The Incredible String Band’s first LP and I became a big fan of them for a while. I was thirteen and fascinated by the hippy movement and its imagery: psychedelic Hendrix posters, beads, joss sticks, flowery shirts, long hair becoming ever longer: (I longed for long hair). Peace and Love seemed like a very good idea to me.


			


			Nick was a writer, and wrote every day, with coloured inks, in very neat runic-looking handwriting, in large notebooks. When I came back from Kensington Market one evening in 1968 with a secondhand copy of the Rolling Stones’ first album which for some reason I hadn’t yet acquired, we listened to it together. Nick remarked on how rough and raw the band sounded but to me I didn’t see how the songs could have been played any better. It did perhaps sound a bit old-fashioned in that hippy era of drugs, long hair and rambling guitar solos. But this was always a history record where the Stones showcased the black artists they loved. But now people were singing about LSD and wearing flowers in their hair. The Beatles’ ‘Hey Jude’ was played a lot in the house. (Nick’s girlfriend was called Jude.)
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