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About This Book





Faber Forty-Fives is a series of six short ebooks that between them tell the story of British pop music from the birth of psychedelia in the late sixties, through electric folk, glam, seventies rock and punk, to the eclecticism of post-punk in the late seventies and early eighties. Each book is drawn from a larger work on Faber’s acclaimed music list.




  





Syd Barrett and British Psychedelia is an intimate snapshot of the years 1966–7, when the underground’s house band, Pink Floyd, were cast blinking into the light of mainstream success. Nurtured in the progressive Cambridge scene and the bohemian hangouts of the Notting Hill Free School and UFO club, Pink Floyd pioneered a distinctly British mix of Victoriana, LSD-inflected mysticism, the avant-garde and pop. And at their heart was the gifted and complex songwriter, singer and guitarist Syd Barrett, who personified the psychedelic revolution in both its exoticism and its tragic impermanence.


Faber Forty-Fives: 




Rob Chapman, Syd Barrett and British Psychedelia from Syd Barrett: A Very Irregular Head 





Click here to buy


 



Rob Young, Fairport Convention and Electric Folk from Electric Eden: Unearthing Britain’s Visionary Music 





Click here to buy


 



Michael Bracewell, Roxy Music and Art-Rock Glamour from Roxy: The Band That Invented an Era 





Click here to buy


 



Nick Kent, The New Music Journalism from Apathy for the Devil 





Click here to buy




Jon Savage, Sex Pistols and Punk from England’s Dreaming: Sex Pistols and Punk Rock 





Click here to buy




Simon Reynolds, UK Post-Punk from Rip It Up and Start Again: Post-Punk 1978–1984 





Click here to buy



















One


Flicker Flicker Flicker Blam Pow!







As if in a dream he found himself, somehow, seated in the driver’s seat: as if in a dream, he pulled the lever and swung the car round the yard and out through the archway, and as if in a dream, all sense of right and wrong, all fear of obvious consequences, seemed temporarily suspended … He chanted as he flew, and the car responded with sonorous drone, the miles were eaten up under him as he sped he knew not whither, fulfilling his instincts, living his hour, reckless of what might come to him.


THE WIND IN THE WILLOWS KENNETH GRAHAME





At the beginning of 1966 the English underground was still an amorphous collection of creative tendencies and unrealised possibilities. Ideologically, the counter-culture continued to be informed, on the one hand by various flavourings of old and new left politics that had grown out of the CND movement, and on the other by a distinctly apolitical or anti-political strand of radicalism based on an increasing disenchantment with parliamentary democracy and its attendant institutions. Musically the underground was still marching to the tune of CND. Jazz (in both its trad and modernist guises) and folk (revered for its ‘authenticity’ and the militancy of its protest wing) remained the music of choice for those who had walked to Aldermaston.


Pop music came late to the party – and in 1966 it was still referred to as pop music; the demarcation between pop groups and rock bands had not yet emerged. The Beatles were referred to as a pop group, and pop singles were the dominant currency. It is important to remember this when analysing the evolution of the English counter-culture. The underground was not spawned by the rock culture of the late 1960s – if anything the opposite is true. The term ‘underground’ was not even associated with music until 1967. Before then the term, in Britain at least, was chiefly applied to the film-makers who were influenced by the New York underground cinema of the early 1960s, and to the New Departure and Liverpool poets who had shed their beat influences or met them head on at the Wholly Communion poetry festival.


Much of this activity was going on completely outside the mainstream of British cultural life. What little attention it received tended to be either dismissive on the part of the arts establishment – what Michael Horovitz called ‘the stock-in-trade clichés and categories of literary urban sniping’ – or sensationalist on the part of the tabloid press. More often than not the counter-culture was simply mocked, covered merely for its novelty value. This patronising tone pervaded even the most quasi-liberal arts coverage in the quality press. In the face of such universal dismissal or indifference the underground thrived, as undergrounds usually do.


Meanwhile the UK music industry went obliviously about its business, and its drinking, in London’s Soho. The old money and the trust-fund libertarianism that had floated Mary Quant’s first boutique and Britain’s first offshore pirate radio station, Radio Caroline, were in Chelsea, but by 1966 the counter-culture was gravitating towards W11, that geographic sprawl, rich in socio-political resonance that encompassed Notting Hill Gate, Ladbroke Grove and Westbourne Park.


In her book Borderlands/La Frontera, the feminist poet and fiction writer Gloria E. Anzaldúa memorably depicted the US–Mexico border as a place ‘where the Third World grates against the First and bleeds’. The same could be said of London’s W11 in the 1950s and early 1960s. W11, then as now, masked great diversities in circumstance, aspiration and wealth. The fragmented urban geography of the area reflected its social history. An inharmonious mix of grand Victorian mansion blocks and half-completed stucco terraces, the result of successive generations of speculation and bankruptcy, sat side by side with rat-infested tenements and dereliction. Inequality was always highly visible in the urban landscape of W11, and became more pronounced the further north you ventured. This remained the case even when London began to swing in the 1960s. At the Notting Hill end of Portobello Road tourists flocked to the antique stalls and shops. At the Goldhawk Road end the poor sifted through second-hand clothes on old wooden barrows and rag-and-bone merchants still plied their trade on horse and cart. It was at this end, the Ladbroke Grove end, where the cultural action would be in the latter half of the decade. This is where the English underground took root, and this, owing to a mixture of happenstance and cultural convergence, is where Pink Floyd would find themselves by the autumn of 1966.


At the beginning of the year they were mainly performing their repertoire of R&B and blues covers at private functions and parties. According to Nick Mason the group had no more than five or six original compositions in its set at this time; these presumably would have been ‘Let’s Roll Another One’, ‘Lucy Leave’, ‘Butterfly’, ‘Remember Me’ and ‘Walk With Me Sydney’. By the end of 1966 Pink Floyd would be the underground’s house band. At the beginning of the year they were occasionally billed as ‘The Pink Floyd Sound’. By the end of the year they would have one.


W11 was as far removed from the ambience and architecture of Cambridge as it was possible to get, a perfect example of what the Chicago School of Urban Sociologists called ‘a zone of transition’. Dickens had called the area ‘a plague spot, scarcely equalled for insalubrity by any other in London’. The Times had called the area ‘a social dustbin’ and ‘a square mile of squalor’. The Kensington Post dubbed it ‘Rotting Hill’. The black underground paper Hustler called it ‘a transit area for vagrants, gypsies, and casual workers’.


This was where many of the Empire Windrush migrants headed from 1948 onwards, in many cases exchanging one shanty-town for another. This was where the mass murderer John Reginald Christie lived and carried out his crimes during the same period, promising back-street abortions to the desperate and dispossessed, knowing that most of them would not be traceable or even missed in this square mile of flotsam and flux. This was where Peter Rachman did most of his business, a slum landlord so notorious for his ruthless and exploitative methods that he gave his name to an -ism. Rachmanism continued to thrive long after the man himself died in 1962. This was where the Fascist leader Oswald Mosley enjoyed his last hurrah, exploiting the racial tensions that existed in the area and which spilled over into full-scale racially motivated riots during the summer of 1958.


W11 has always been characterised by division, dislocation and displacement. Its grid-lines and boundaries have been shaped historically by the transport routes that have been carved through it. In 1801 the Paddington branch of the Grand Union (at that time the Grand Junction) Canal was opened. In 1864 the western extension of the Metropolitan Railway opened, cutting another swathe through Ladbroke Grove and Westbourne Park. Exactly one hundred years later work began on the Westway, the controversial extension of the M40 route out of London, which displaced residents and turned the area into a huge building site for much of the decade.


In Borderlands/La Frontera Gloria Anzaldúa describes the particular hybrid psychology that develops among those who inhabit territories that are subdivided by such arbitrarily imposed intersections. She defines the borderland as ‘a vague and undetermined place created by the emotional residue of an unnatural boundary. It is in a constant state of transition. The prohibited and forbidden are its inhabitants.’ Anzaldúa traces the cultural diversity specific to the Tex/Mex region she was familiar with. But in her evocation of annexation, alienation and unrest she could just as easily have been talking about the economic refugees and cultural renegades who gravitated towards W11.


Even the most liberal of inhabitants or cultural commentators admits that there was not much racial integration in the area during the early 1960s. What little interaction there was appeared to be confined to dope-scoring and visits to the numerous shebeens (illicit bars) that thrived after dark. It was here that Stephen Ward and Christine Keeler used to come to score, and where Keeler’s fractious relationship with dealer Lucky Gordon would bring unwelcome police attention to the area. In his autobiography, Give the Anarchist a Cigarette, Mick Farren writes of the subtle behavioural codes that had to be learned in order for the visitor to be adopted, or at least tolerated, in cafes like the Rio where dope could be scored. Even here things were demarcated along racial lines: white dealers sold hash, black dealers dealt in grass. The terminology people used to define the area also denoted their ethnic background. The white population tended to refer to ‘The Gate’. Afro-Caribbeans spoke of ‘The Grove’.


It was partly as a way of counteracting this divide and galvanising the disparate strands of social activism and cultural energy in the area that the Notting Hill Free School was set up. The Free School is crucial to any account of the Pink Floyd story. This brief and uneasy liaison between pragmatically politicised housing activists and hippie utopians was a key convergence point for counter-cultural energy in the mid-1960s, and some of the movement’s most important and influential initiatives were spawned in its wake. The underground’s first newspaper, International Times, the appropriation of the Chalk Farm Roundhouse as a venue, the UFO club and the Notting Hill carnival all owe their existence to Free School thinking.


W11 had a history of philanthropic activity, motivated by slum housing and government indifference stretching back to the nineteenth century. This mixture of noblesse oblige and autonomous community action was part of the political fabric of the area long before the Free School was talked of. The most recent antecedents for the Free School were to be found in Alexander Trocchi’s The Invisible Insurrection of a Million Minds and Sigma, a Tactical Blueprint which called for a rejection of conventional politics and, according to Jeff Nuttall in his book Bomb Culture, ‘a kind of cultural jam session: out of which will evolve the prototype of our spontaneous university’. The roots (and routes) of the Free School could also be traced to the free university movement in the USA, and the initiatives of Joseph Berke and the radical psychiatry movement that was centred on Kingsley Hall in London. Indeed, one of the early participants in the activities of the Free School was pioneering psychoanalyst R. D. Laing. Jeff Nuttall was also an early participant, as were black activist and former Rachman henchman Michael De Freitas (later Michael X), Beatles manager Brian Epstein and poet Michael Horovitz.


The inaugural public meeting of the Free School on 8 March 1966 was attended by Warhol actress and Wholly Communion participant Kate Heliczer, who had also brought to England the first demo tapes of the Velvet Underground, jazz writer Ron Atkins, Alan Beckett of The New Left Review, and ufologist and ley-line expert John Michell. Also in attendance were four people who would play an integral part in the Pink Floyd story: John Hopkins, Peter Jenner, Andrew King and Joe Boyd.


John ‘Hoppy’ Hopkins had left Cambridge University with a third-class degree in 1958. In order to avoid national service he took a job with the atomic energy authority at Harwell, near Oxford. ‘There I was with a questionable science degree, dodging the draft, and enjoying all the benefits of student life without having to be a student.’ Poet Mike Horovitz put him in touch with what he calls ‘grassroots avant-garde culture, the new left review people, people into film, poets and musicians’.


Hoppy’s ‘anti-career’ simultaneously mirrored and informed the wider development of the English underground. He was the counter-culture’s enabler, the man who talked schemes into existence and got things done. ‘He was the catalyst and the energiser. He was unbelievably active,’ says Barry Miles, who would also play no small part in the future scheme of things. ‘It was ridiculous the things he had a hand in, in getting going. I was absolutely in awe of Hoppy.’


Hopkins had moved to London at the end of 1960 to become a photographer, ‘working both for the straight press, like the Sunday Times, the Observer and Melody Maker, and with one foot in the alternative camp, including a lot of work for Peace News. By 1964 I was organising photo-coverage of the Aldermaston march for CND.’ He also worked for the Labour Party in the run-up to their 1964 election victory, and describes Harold Wilson’s subsequent u-turn from anti-nuclear weapons to pro-nuclear deterrent as a seminal moment. ‘The biggest political lesson I’ve ever learned. It left me with a disillusion with conventional politics which has lasted to this day.’


Hoppy’s Westbourne Grove flat soon became a drop-in centre and crash-pad for kindred spirits. Everyone who would eventually play a part in the English counter-culture seemed to pass within Hoppy’s orbit. Barry Miles was one of those who used to stay at Hoppy’s when in London, eventually moving up to the city from Cirencester in 1962. Miles initially worked at Better Books, which was in effect a drop-in centre itself for writers, poets, artists and other like-minded souls.





Peter Jenner was the son of a vicar. His grandfather was a Labour MP. ‘Very left-wing family,’ he says, describing his background and social milieu as ‘that middle-class group of people, as it were children of the Bloomsbury Set, children of the Spanish Civil War, the Popular Front and the ISP. We’d all gone to posh universities with grants, for free. I was anti-hanging, pro-CND, went on all the early Aldermaston marches, and the anti-Suez demo where Nye Bevan spoke. Big jazz fan. Got into smoking dope at Cambridge.’


Hoppy describes W11 at that time as being littered with bomb sites, boarded-up shop-fronts that were just facades for waste ground that children played on, ‘and land clearance for building future motorways including the Westway. Whether you were politicised or not, sooner or later you came into contact with the problems that bad housing caused. Does the name Rachman mean anything to you?’


Peter Jenner remembers the area as being characterised by ‘big old dilapidated houses with ten rooms and maybe ten families and two bathrooms. Mainly immigrants who didn’t know how to protect themselves. A lot of the more decent accommodation was for whites only. The gap was being filled by Rachman and people like that, these horrible landlords were buying up old houses for three, four, five thousand pounds and letting rooms for six pounds a week when people were only earning ten pounds a week and if you didn’t pay they sent round people who broke your legs or threw you out on the streets. We had an awareness of all that. We’d all been bought up in post-war austerity and we were questioning what was going on. In a way what was carried over into the Fifties was a good version of the Thirties, i.e. no unemployment, but it was still a bit drab and dreary. By the Sixties we were saying, come on, there’s more to life than this.’


Joe Boyd had grown up in New Jersey, immersed in music. As a young, Princeton-educated promoter he had organised gigs for Sleepy John Estes, Jesse Fuller, Sonny Terry and Brownie McGhee, Skip James, Muddy Waters and the Reverend Gary Davis. He’d seen the American folk and jug band scene evolve and go electric and the folk record labels, Elektra and Vanguard, follow likewise. He had also been involved with the Newport folk and jazz festivals, where he had witnessed that watershed moment on the night of 25 July 1965 when Bob Dylan outraged the folk movement by inserting a jack plug into an electric guitar and kick-starting the second half of the Sixties.


Boyd had previously visited England in 1964 and 1965, managing the Blues and Gospel Caravan, and touring Europe with Coleman Hawkins and Roland Kirk. It was on the former tour that he first met John Hopkins when Hoppy was still a freelance photographer. By September 1965 Boyd was running the London office for Jac Holzman’s Elektra label and ideally positioned to witness the gathering momentum of the English counter-culture.


The first meeting of the Free School was held in the basement of a house in Powis Terrace. ‘The house belonged to John Michell. He had some sort of partnership with Michael De Freitas,’ says Hoppy. ‘Michael and John made the basement of this run-down terraced house available. Most of the activity of the Free School was not actually at the basement, but in informal classes elsewhere. There were lots of different groups of people doing different things. Some of it was to do with the political side of being a housing activist. Other stuff was to do with arts and crafts and photography. That was the crucible out of which the carnival was re-invented. The carnival had existed in some form before the free school, but it had gone dormant.’


‘The Free School was to do with the fact that the education system was very old-fashioned and teaching us in a locked-door way,’ says Peter Jenner. ‘I was a sociologist and economist and at the LSE I was getting involved in social work and psychology. The more I, and a lot of others, got involved, the links between the subjects were becoming more interesting than the subjects. In social terms there were a lot more West Indians around and there was an interesting cultural mix for me to live in, and a lot more interesting music around. In that sense the Free School was like a Workers’ Education [al] Association idea but in a more progressive way.’


In Courtney Tulloch’s The Grove newsletter of 23 May 1966 Hoppy defined the Free School’s ongoing mission as ‘a way in which people could get together to discuss questions which were vital to their everyday life. For instance how can one find out more about the school system, facilities for young children, legal matters, housing groups, consumer associations, sports groups, nursery groups, etc. How can people make their own entertainment? How can one try one’s hand at dramatics, or music, or painting?’


‘The only way it would have differed from any other kind of community project was that it was supposed to be a two-way thing,’ says Barry Miles. ‘Everybody who had a skill that they could teach was encouraged to go to the Free School and make themselves available. The idea was you would learn from the people who were coming to you. This is why Michael X was interested. He taught basic English. He knew a lot of people in the area who were basically illiterate but were too proud to ever have gone to an evening class. He thought this would be a good two-way movement, a situation where people were passing on their life skills to the person who was teaching them in a way they wouldn’t have done if it was being run by the council.’


One early convert to the Free School was Emily Young, the free-spirited daughter of the distinguished writer and politician Wayland Young (Lord Kennet). Young hung out at the Free School with her school friend Anjelica Huston (daughter of the film-maker John Huston) and was destined to play a pivotal role in the Pink Floyd story as the inspiration for Syd Barrett’s wayward muse in his song ‘See Emily Play’. ‘I was quite a serious girl, quite grumpy really. I was very bright but quite frustrated intellectually at school, so I didn’t go to school. I used to hang out with all these mad people and bohos at the Free School instead, and loved it. I was so hungry for interesting things. My resources were very good in my family life. There were a lot of books and amazing people coming through the house, upperclass, faintly bohemian, academic intellectual people, so I was well informed about the possibilities in life. Then John Hopkins, this ex-physicist, came to the morning assembly in school and said, “We’ve got this thing going. Everyone’s welcome to come. It’s a local resource. We’re here for the community. We do all these classes in music and dancing, and what’s going on in science and what’s going on in the arts. Come along. Join in.” So I went. I was that hungry and curious. I was a kid. I was fourteen–fifteen years old during that eighteen months, however long it was. Every one else was much older. I don’t know what they thought of me. I used to pretend I’d gone to bed and then creep out of the house and go off and have this much more interesting life. Most nights I was down there. Then in the morning I’d creep in and say I’d been staying with a school friend over night, then pretend I was going to school and then go back to the Free School and sleep.’


‘A lot of people were turned off by the basement in Powis Terrace because all the walls were covered with psychedelic paintings,’ remembers Barry Miles. ‘And you’d have Michael De Freitas lurking around with his silver-top cane. Most people still regarded him as a pretty shifty character. Up until a few weeks before the Free School that room had still been a gambling club and he’d run a brothel in another part of the same building.’


‘It was pretty grungy. It wasn’t a nice place,’ admits Emily Young. ‘Earth floors, filthy stairs. You’d go down there and have interesting conversations and interesting drugs. I’d be sitting there, ears flapping, eyes wide, you know, with that adolescent self-consciousness. I didn’t say much, but I loved it. There were conversations about what was going on in cosmology. Plate tectonics, that was really new. Geologists were very resistant to it but it was making sense. And the age of the universe, they were just starting to tie those things in, nuclear decay times and half-lifes, and dating the age of the earth. Nowadays people think the Sixties was very modern and progressive. In fact there were all kinds of assumptions about the state of the universe that were wrong. And all this was taking place in a Dickensian slum. It was cold so we’d go and find old railway sleepers. There were lots of demolitions and we’d find lots of wood there. There was a coldwater tap at the back. And that’s how you’d make tea. Put the kettle over the fire. But on these huge swathes of demolition where everything was being ripped out for the motorway we’d go and have happenings. People playing saxophones and huge bonfires and drinking and dancing and poets doing their mad stuff. There were paupers, street people with absolutely no money. God knows how they lived. Really quite extreme some of them. Then there were these Americans coming over with their acid. They were wonderful, visionary, clean, healthy people talking about the way forward and the golden future and all the dreams of the hippy world and global consciousness.’


The Free School, for all its subsequent failings, can be seen as a microcosm of the wider questioning of society that was going on at the time, just one of many crucial convergence points for the radical ideas, philosophies and initiatives that were being articulated in the 1960s. It is important to place the early blossoming of Pink Floyd in this context. In the early autumn of 1966 their presence at the Free School was no more significant than many other factors. Emily Young acknowledges this when recalling the benefit gigs they played. ‘The Free School was going to do a fund-raising dance on a Saturday night at the old Church hall in All Saints Road. That’s where the Pink Floyd Sound was brought in to be a soundtrack. From my point of view that wasn’t the reason I was there. I was there because of all this other stuff that was going on which was much more to do with sociology and life philosophy. You know? How do you find a way through life?’


‘My impression was that many people were open to lots of different influences,’ says Hoppy. ‘There was a great deal of crossover. Musicians of one sort listening to what musicians of another sort were doing; black soul music, white rock and pop music, classical and serious avant-garde stuff, the Cornelius Cardew end of things. There were American jazz musicians visiting like Ornette Coleman and Steve Lacy. There was also the British jazz of course and there was AMM. Their music was so far out it was on the border between music and noise and street sound. Of all the music and groups and ideas from that era, the ones that have stayed closest to the original concept are AMM, who are still around today. They have a very strong ideological basis for what they do. Try talking to Eddie Prévost or Keith Rowe about what they do. They’ll whack you over the head with their critical understanding. They’re tough people.’


He’s not wrong. AMM are a crucial component in the evolution of the English underground. The rigour and longevity of their intellectual quest remains unparalleled, and the nature of their artistic development offers a revealing counterpoint to that of Pink Floyd, indicating how the avant-garde wing of the English rock scene might have evolved in a parallel universe if it hadn’t been co-opted and commercialised so swiftly.


AMM’s musical performances placed great emphasis on spontaneity, improvisation, collectivity and the strategic importance of silence. ‘For me, AMM wasn’t really about playing music,’ says founder member Lawrence Sheaff. ‘It was an examination of, a revelling in, a fathoming of, the nature of sound and silence itself and the relationship between the two. AMM, its performances and its discussions, helped bring the “where does it all come from” into sharper focus for me.’


Resisting commodification and complacency at every turn AMM adopted a strenuously analytical approach to their music, involving regular discussion sessions and performances that critiqued the very nature of music itself. Keith Rowe’s deconstructionist approach to the guitar in particular would have considerable impact on Syd Barrett. Rowe liberated the guitar from functionality and conventional tuning, often laying it flat, in ‘table top position’ as he called it, and manipulating the sound in the same way that John Cage had done with the prepared piano.


‘Steel rulers and ball bearings were the first thing I used, and coins, very English coins from the period with the serrated edge,’ says the AMM guitarist. ‘Knives over the pickup was quite a breakthrough for me too, because it perfectly matched this kind of “Duchampian” thing, and cubism too, which had already interested me in the sense that an object could have lots of different utilisations.’


As Rowe’s nod to Duchamp and cubism indicates, AMM’s theorising about practice and process was predominantly informed by painting. The members of AMM had all been to art school and it was the intellectual rigour of that environment which initially guided the group’s strategy.


‘The American painters had centre stage: Pollock, Rothko, Rauschenberg, Kline, Newman, Kelly, Stella, Oldenburg, Warhol, Lichtenstein, Johns. They covered everything,’ remembers Lawrence Sheaff. ‘But it didn’t tell us where it all comes from. On this the world of art was mute. Still is. I guess I wanted to know where it all comes from. All the surface possibilities had been laid out. In painting, in music, what was left? Only subdivisions of the subdivisions. If you got that picture, where to go from there? “In” was where to go. “In” not “out”. For me AMM was a way to go “in”: to cut beneath the surface of things. For me, a great, silent whisper of a question was hanging behind every performance, “Where does it all come from?”’


Keith Rowe’s own search, although equally philosophical, was more informed by pragmatic responses to material problems. ‘It was a straightforward contradiction between my day life and my night life,’ he explains. ‘When I was studying at art school during the day, the artistic agenda was, who are you, what do you have to say, and was about developing your language. In the evenings we’d play jazz where I was just imitating Americans. Well, that’s just a basic contradiction – what I was doing on the canvas was contrary to what I was doing on the guitar. On the guitar I was not finding my own language. I was basically hijacking someone else’s language like Jim Hall or Wes Montgomery and emulating what they did. In the world of painting you don’t have permission to paint other people’s painting. You only have permission to do your own work, whereas in the world of jazz you could do someone else’s work. You could just rip off Coltrane, and play just like Coltrane – and that was fine. There was nothing wrong in doing that. I just didn’t like that relationship. I wanted to develop my own language. So I took this instrument and looked at it more like an art project of what can I do with this, rather than coming with a whole load of baggage about what it is you do with it. And I think I very simply just applied the agenda of painting to the guitar. But what does that actually mean in practice? For the Americans to develop an American school of painting, they somehow had to ditch or lose European easel painting techniques. They had to make a break with the past. What did that possibly mean if you were a jazz guitar player? For me, symbolically, it was Pollock laying the canvas on the floor, which immediately abandons European easel technique. I could see that by laying the canvas down, it became inappropriate to apply easel techniques. I thought if I did that with a guitar, then I would just lose all those techniques, because they would be physically impossible to do. So if it meant laying it on the table, I would lay it on the table.’
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