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         Team Jim Bob Costa Panorama, Jim pretending to sleep in the car, Shepherd’s Bush sold out, Jim Bob onstage at Glasgow Stereo – All taken by Christopher Thorpe-Tracey.
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         USM’s Clinton and Carter at the Brixton Academy after party – Photo taken by Grace Creedy.
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         Jim Bob, Makis and Marc in Athens, Jim teaching air guitar to Fruitbat, Ben Lambert and Chris T-T – Photos taken by Neil Witherow.

         
             

         

         A bashed-up WTDN – Photo taken by Crissi Cromer.

         
             

         

         School orchestra on stairs, Team Jim Bob on holiday with guns – Photos taken by Marc Ollington.

         
             

         

         Gutted picture of Jim as Buddy Stardust, with Helen George and Colin Hoult – Photo taken by Isabelle Adam.

         
             

         

         Jim Bob court sketch and Jim Bob’s brain illustration by Mark Reynolds.
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            CHANGING LANES

         

         So, this happened on Twitter:

         
            Jim Bob @mrjimbob . 5m Apologies for my recent Twitter silence but I have been incredibly busy. The great news is that I am now absolutely delighted to be able to announce that I have just discovered the cure for cancer.

            Dennis @Snafflebold_Den69 . 3m Lol. Love Carter USM. Never forget you beating Schofield up at the Brit Awards! #YouFatBastard

         

         I’m joking of course. I haven’t even been working on a cure for cancer. I’ve not put in the necessary laboratory hours or had sufficient training if I’m honest. Quite frankly my fake tweet is a massive insult to all the hardworking oncologists and scientists who have. Besides, @ Snafflebold_Den69 doesn’t exist, and last year when I made him up, my announcement contained too many characters for a tweet. It is however, an exaggerated version of something that happens to me almost every time I announce a solo record or a new novel. If I were to cure cancer or win the London Marathon or be the first man to walk on Mars @Snafflebold_ Den69’s reaction would probably be the same. I must admit it could be a little frustrating at first. I felt like @Snafflebold_Den69 wouldn’t allow me to move on. He was constantly telling me hey girlfriend, stay in your lane. But now it’s a reaction that’s so expected, that I’m disappointed when it doesn’t happen.

         In the twenty-one years since Carter The Unstoppable Sex Machine first broke up, I’ve released eleven solo albums, I’ve performed on my own, in a disco-pop-punk band and with an orchestra. I’ve written songs for Ian Dury and for a West End pantomime and I’ve had four novels published. I’ve even appeared in a musical. But if at any time, I was ever to forget I was Jim Bob from Carter, Dennis, or someone like him, was always there to remind me. Look at this poster:
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         Okay, it says Jim Bob of Carter rather than from, and in my memory of the poster, the Carter logo was a lot bigger. Proportionately though, as in, compared to the Jim Bob logo, it is bigger. Still, at least they’ve included my name. In 1999, my disco-pop-punk band Jim’s Super Stereoworld turned up at a gig in York to find the entirety of the publicity for the gig consisted of a blackboard on the pavement outside the venue with just the words written in chalk: ‘Tonight: Carter The Unstoppable Sex Machine’.

         I hope this doesn’t make me sound bitter or ungrateful. I promise you I’m not. I’m guilty of the same poster clickbait myself. Surely the title of this book is intended to make more people buy it. Incidentally,1 I recently watched a television news item about Paul McCartney’s new solo album and the presenter referred to him as Paul McCartney from The Beatles, just in case Paul or anyone else had forgotten.

         At least me and Paul from The Beatles can be proud of our heritage. We aren’t Insert band member here from Insert band name here. Imagine that indignity. Every time I’m reminded by @Snafflebold_Den69 or on a gig poster that I’ve strayed out of my lane, even when I pull over to sit on the hard shoulder and do nothing for a while, at least – to paraphrase Oasis, who in turn were misquoting French philosopher Bernard De Chartres – at least I’m sitting on the hard shoulder of giants. Boom-tish. That right there is the quality of the jokes you can expect if you continue to read this book. Shit puns, ladies and gentlemen. Jim Bob from Carter, doing exactly what I say on my tin.

         Before I started writing this book I dug out my old pocket diaries and compiled a list of gig dates and places I’d been to in the years following the break-up of Carter. It was the same way I began work on my first book Goodnight Jim Bob - On the Road With Carter The Unstoppable Sex Machine. There were no insights in the diaries. No clues as to how I was feeling at the time, no thoughts or opinions, just the name of the town and maybe the venue or the recording studio where I needed to be on that particular day. The diaries didn’t even tell me what it was I was doing in the studio or how that day’s gig had gone. So I’m afraid I’ve had to rely a lot on my memory. I say ‘afraid’ because my memory is not what it used to be. This memory lapse may lead to errors in the story but with a bit of luck, your memory will be as unreliable as mine and so you’ll have no choice but to take my word for whatever it is I’m suggesting happened at any given point – like that time, about halfway through the book, when Fruitbat is abducted by aliens.

         I did do a bit of research. I looked under the bed and emailed Les twice for a start and I found some reviews and news stories to help jog my memory when I was really stuck. The period immediately following the break-up of Carter, for instance, was a time I particularly struggled to recall for some reason. And then I found ten fat folders under the bed. They contained pages and pages of faxes from my manager and from various record companies, sent in the years I was having particular trouble remembering. I opened the folders, expecting the Dead Sea Scrolls to spill out before me, but instead I found sheet after sheet of near blank thermal fax paper. Oh well, you know me. I’m not one to let the fax get in the way of a good story. 

         I played fewer gigs in the years following Carter and consequently there are more blank pages in my old diaries. 1998’s is so blank that it looks like I couldn’t find a pen. And in 2003 I lost my diary when I was mugged. I had to ask my friends what they remembered from that year. They remembered so little that I started to wonder if being mugged might be the most exciting thing to have happened to me in 2003. I began to rethink this whole project. Was it possible that I’d used up all my good show business anecdotes in my first book? What if I didn’t have enough material to justify a sequel? I’d already written about what it was like to be in a band on tour: all the stuff about riders and service stations, hotel rooms and tour bus toilet etiquette. And even if in the unlikelihood that while I was writing this I was invited on to a music awards show on live television, I was far too nice to wrestle the presenter to the floor.

         I shared my doubts and concerns about the book with my manager Marc. He reassured me that the book would be like Bouncing Back, Alan Partridge’s autobiographical account of how he bounced back after losing his job at the BBC, leading him to a breakdown and an addiction to Toblerone. I too, Marc said, could write about my attempts to revive my flagging career with various records and bands, books, film scripts and other projects. The difference would be that Alan Partridge doesn’t actually bounce back and the many unsold copies of his book are pulped. I on the other hand would bounce back – as an award-winning author, prolific solo artist and eventually with the (spoiler alert) successful reformation of Carter. Needless to say, I really would have had the last laugh.

         DISCLAIMERS, DENIALS AND GET OUT CLAUSES

         Any mistakes you find are deliberate. If I say something happened in December when it actually happened in January, or if I use the number five when it should be four, any such errors have been placed there on purpose, to give the pedants something to do, keeping them busy and stopping them from revolting. That was a pun. There will be puns. If like me you don’t like puns, now is probably a good time to put the book down and walk away. I really do hate puns by the way. At one point in this story I’ll go as far as to say that I feel the same way about puns now as Albert Einstein came to feel about his part in the invention of the atom bomb. I had at first said that it was J. Robert Oppenheimer not Einstein who lived to regret the bomb. But I looked it up and found out that was a popular misconception and Oppenheimer’s regret was a bit more complex and nuanced than that. There will be other moments in this book where I’ll either not bother checking if other such facts are correct or not. I might even leave them in after I’ve found out they’re wrong, because it’s better for the story or for the joke. Don’t take anything for granted. Think of this as a very long Wikipedia page in need of a hell of lot of citation.

         Expect contradictions. For example, when I started writing I was certain that I didn’t like the Carter album I Blame the Government. A few months later I had to listen to it because it was being included in a box set of Carter records. I realised that it wasn’t half as bad as I’d remembered it. I thought about going back and rewriting my earlier opinion but decided not to. Even if it’s not how I feel right now, it’s how I felt at the time. It makes this whole experience more of a journey. Yes, I one hundred and ten percent just said journey.

         RECURRING CHARACTERS

         There are a few people who will appear in this story almost as much as me. These include: Fruitbat from Carter obviously. Sometimes I’ll refer to him as Les. Marc Ollington is mentioned far too much for my liking. Especially as I know he’s really going to love that. Even though he will suggest that I remove some of his mentions, his modesty will be bullshit. Marc Ollington is my manager. He became Carter’s manager in 2007. Mister Spoons (real name Neil Witherow) is my sort of roadie. I’ll explain a bit more about Neil in a footnote later on. Chris T-T (Christopher Thorpe-Tracey) is/was a wonderful singer and songwriter. He also plays on most of my recent records and we’ve toured together loads. Marc, Neil and Chris have been collectively known as Team Jim Bob for a number of years now. I can’t imagine my life without any of them, and not just because I can’t drive while they all can. Right. I think that’s it. In the words of Ian Dury on the Live Stiffs Live album version of ‘Sex & Drugs & Rock & Roll’: “better start the fucking thing”.

         
            1 The first of many incidentallys. And the first footnote as well. I thought we would have at least made it past the prologue.

         

      

   


   
      
         

            JIMTY McJIMFACE

         

         Goodnight Jim Bob - On the Road With Carter The Unstoppable Sex Machine ends on a sunny August 4 in 1997 at the Rookery café on Streatham Common, where I meet with Fruitbat and we agree to break up the band. We sit at a wooden bench table outside the cafe and have a coffee and a Kit Kat and then we walk through the Rookery, looking at the flowers and the trees, passing under leaf-covered arches and through sun-dappled walkways and around the ornamental pond and the massive goldfish in the murky water. We stroll past the sundial that I mistook for a drinking fountain when I was six-years old, jumping up to get a drink and cutting my lip open on the thick brass shadow caster at the sundial’s centre. We carry on through the rookery to the adjacent gardens and walk past the tennis courts and head up the hill to the woods where I let off bangers and genies when I was fourteen. By the time we return to the café for a Cornetto, Fruitbat is called Les, I’m just Jim and Carter The Unstoppable Sex Machine are no more.

         I don’t know exactly when I’d decided I didn’t want to be in the band anymore, maybe at one of the low points on the final UK tour, in Kidderminster for instance, when we had to argue with the promoter because we didn’t want to play inside a cage on the stage like in the Blues Brothers. Or maybe it was as we walked offstage at the London Astoria (currently a building site for the Crossrail development) because somebody threw a full can of beer at my head. Or it could have been at any of the nights on that same tour when I hid in my tour bus bunk between soundcheck and stage time, pretending to be asleep to avoid conversation with my fellow band members. Or perhaps I’d given up on Carter on that final tour of America when I frequently wished I’d been in the support band Thin Lizard Dawn because I thought they were better than us. I became so desperate on that American tour to tell everyone how I was feeling but was such a coward that I’d drop hints about it on stage instead, singing the opening lines of ‘My Way’ at the end of ‘Sheriff Fatman’ and introducing songs with ‘this is the last time you’ll ever hear this’ and so on.

         Bands don’t bother splitting up these days, do they? They have long breaks and indefinite hiatuses instead. They go on sabbaticals and take time out for side projects or to spend more time with their families like disgraced MPs. They leave things open-ended. The chickens.

         I was dreading telling everyone else what we’d decided on Streatham Common. I felt like I had to inform relatives of a death in the family or sack a loyal employee who’d been at the company for forty years. It isn’t as easy as Alan Sugar would have you believe. We had to tell the rest of the band first and our manager Adrian. We had to inform our still quite new record label Cooking Vinyl. They must have lost any hope of recouping the advance they’d just given us. And then we had to break the news to our live agent and our publisher and our accountant and our lawyer. And of course we had to tell @Snafflebold_Den69 and all the other Carter fans. At least there were fewer of those than there would have been in previous years. Every cloud.

         In spite of the dreaded prospect of having to tell everyone Carter were no more, I left Streatham Common feeling liberated, thinking about what lay ahead and what I was going to do next and how exciting it was that it could literally be anything at all. The world was an oyster. I was already making mental lists of what my new name was going to be. Thinking about what would look good on all the gold and platinum discs and Grammy Awards I was going to be presented with. I wasn’t going to be Jim Bob anymore, I was sure of that, let alone Jim Bob from Carter. I was going to shake the Carter Etch-a-Sketch and start again.

         I’ve always enjoyed thinking of names for bands. The first one I remember was Prairie Dog. I was fourteen. We sounded a bit like Bad Company. I was the lead singer. I had a leather Stetson. All the other band members were imaginary and I got on with all of them. Our logo was great. It was hand-drawn, coloured-in with felt tip pens and surrounded by desert and cactuses. I think a snake was involved. A few years later, my band was called The Ballpoints. We would eventually rehearse and play gigs and make demo tapes but at first The Ballpoints was just me and my stepbrother Derek and only existed inside our heads. We gatecrashed sixth-form discos and told girls we were in a band. “We’re called The Ballpoints,” we’d say. “We sound like The Monkees.” I was the singer and Derek played bass. He always wore sunglasses and called himself Mister X. He carried a toy gun. I had pink shoes and a small brown suitcase. Poly Styrene from X-Ray Spex once cycled past me and said “cool shoes”. It’s still one of the greatest moments of my life. The Ballpoints had a neat logo of course. This time created with Letraset I stole from my job at an advertising firm. We had badges as well. Not hundreds of them. Just two. One for me and one for Derek. I don’t think the real Ballpoints ever lived up to their mythological potential. To be honest, once a band is named it’s pretty much downhill from there. In an ideal world I’d like to come up with a name, design the logo and split up.

         I feel a bit sorry for bands formed on television talent shows. The closest they get to take part in choosing their name is to select their least hated option from a very short list of three: the year they were born, the postcode where they pretend to share a house or the number of members in the band. Even then, the name is still not their final decision. It has to first be put to a focus group and then signed off by Gary Barlow and David Walliams. The solo artists are all called Martin, Susan or Alison.

         When I got home from my meeting with Les on Streatham Common, I turned my mental list of potential band names into a physical one. Unfortunately I haven’t kept the physical list. Or if I have I must have faxed it to myself. I do remember starting by writing down variations on my birth name that I hadn’t already used. I’d been Jim and Jamie and Jim Bob so far and I wasn’t keen on Jimmy. I didn’t want to be James because I associated it with being bullied at school. And that was just by the teachers. They loved reciting A.A. Milne’s ‘Disobedience’ poem to me when I did anything the slightest bit wrong – James James Morrison Morrison, Weatherby George Dupree. Also, James Morrison was my indoors name. It was the name I used in music shops and banks to avoid having to constantly explain that yes, my name was actually Jim Morrison and no, I didn’t used to be in The Doors. Nine years later of course, just as bank clerks and music shopkeepers were starting to be too young to have heard of The Doors, along came UK pop-soul sensation James Morrison. I suppose I should have been flattered when I was well into my forties and an HSBC cashier genuinely believed I could be my twenty-nine year old namesake. A mistake once repeated – and keep this to yourself – by the Performing Rights Society, when they paid me £24 in royalties for writing his worldwide smash hit single ‘You Give Me Something’2.

         There was another pop James I was once mistaken for. It was in 2008 at an all day charity gig in the back room of a London pub. I’d just come off stage after playing half an hour of solo acoustic Carter and Jim Bob songs and I got into a conversation with a bloke who told me at great length how much he loved my band. He was particularly fond of our appearance at Reading Festival in 1991 and his favourite moment was when we got the whole audience to sit down.

         Other famous people I’ve been mistaken for include Jake Shillingford from My Life Story. It was in the bar after one of their reunion shows in 2006. Five different people spoke to me that night thinking I was Jake, including My Life Story’s keyboard player, who’d just spent almost two hours onstage with him. Another time, I was upstairs at the Kentish Town Forum and a woman started talking to me, really bigging me up and telling me how much she admired my words. After about ten minutes I realised she thought I was the poet Murray Lachlan Young. It wasn’t a massive problem until she asked me for my autograph. I hope I spelled it right.

         My new stage name would come to me eventually one night – not in a dream, I’m not Sting. It was when I was watching a video of Boogie Nights. In the film, Don Cheadle, who plays porn star and stereo salesman Buck Swope, was talking about his dream of opening a hi-fi shop called Buck’s Super Stereo World. Immediately everything fell into place. Not just my band’s name but the style of music we were going to make, the disco beats and the light show and how it would be a band rather than a solo act, the entire concept. The clothes, the haircuts, the prosthetic penis…

         
            2 Twenty-four pounds.

         

      

   


   
      
         

            WELCOME TO JIM’S SUPER STEREOWORLD

         

         Carter briefly reformed in the latter part of 1997 and then again at the beginning of 1998, first to finish recording and then to promote our posthumous final album I Blame the Government. If telling people about the break-up of the band was informing them of a death, then mixing and mastering the record was like selecting the coffin and the flowers. The reviews when it was released were the autopsy. The interviews were the inquest. And so on.

         We started recording the album in December 1996 at the House in the Woods, the same residential studio where we’d recorded the previous album A World Without Dave. What I remember most about the House in the Woods was playing bar billiards in the evenings and somebody rescuing an injured bat. I also remember watching the cook open the oven one morning and being engulfed in a ball of backdraft flames. I remember sitting silently in the dark every night, waiting for the badgers to appear on the grass outside and I remember when we left, that Fruitbat forgot his favourite hat. I remember very little about what we were actually supposed to be in the studio for.

         I mention the hat because, as we were leaving the House in the Woods at the end of our recording session, we passed the next band arriving at the start of theirs. We didn’t know The Bluetones and we exchanged moody British indie band nods as we passed each other on the threshold. More than twenty years later, when I finally got to meet Mark Morriss from The Bluetones, he told me how he’d found Fruitbat’s hat in one of the bedrooms at the House in the Woods and had worn it for the next four years.

         After a few gigs and a long Christmas break we went into Simon Painter’s new studio to finish the album. There was no cook, no kitchen, no bar billiards and no bats or badgers. There wasn’t even running water at Simon’s studio. To get to the toilet we had to sneak past some terrifying dogs at the house next door and then cross a muddy road to the neighbouring farm, where there was a portable toilet in a field. I always tried to make sure I went in the morning before leaving home.

         We were in and out of Simon’s studio for a while, interrupting the album’s recording to play the live shows where it would all start to go tits up for Carter. In between tour bus fights and airport arguments we returned to Simon’s studio to try and finish the record. And then we had to go to America and by the time we came back Carter had split up. We still needed to finish mixing I Blame the Government though. I imagine we didn’t care too much about the album by that point and just wanted to get it over and done with.

         All things considered, it’s perhaps not surprising I Blame the Government is my least favourite Carter record. I think it would have worked better as a collection of unreleased rarities rather than as a proper Carter album, especially as it was the last one. No band wants a Greatest Hits collection to come out one day with all the songs placed in chronological order, knowing that nobody would ever quite make it to the end of the CD.

         Apart from ‘Girls Can Keep a Secret’ I couldn’t really tell you what any of the songs on I Blame the Government are about. Some of the lyrics are actually a bit embarrassing. They read like they’ve been written for a biopic about Carter but the filmmakers couldn’t get permission to use any of our actual songs and had to employ someone to write some in a similar style. For example, ‘The Man Who Bought the World’ is supposed to be about Rupert Murdoch but there’s none of the lyrical attention to detail of say, ‘Sheriff Fatman’ or ‘The Only Living Boy in New Cross’.

         Whenever Carter played at The Loft club in Berlin, we’d always walk around the corner to the Irish Bar afterwards. We’d drink Paddy Irish whiskey and eat cheese toasties served in little baskets (great band) into the wee small hours (another great band). We went to the Irish Bar after signing our record deal with Chrysalis Records. One time I met this bloke there who told me about a long essay he’d written, annotating and deconstructing the lyrics to ‘The Only Living Boy in New Cross’ for a German audience. I really wish I’d asked him for a copy of his essay so that I could reproduce it here. I remember it being a more detailed version of this sort of thing:

         
            THE ONLY LIVING BOY IN NEW CROSS

            The title is a pun on the Simon & Garfunkel song, ‘The Only Living Boy in New York’

            
                

            

            Hello, good evening and welcome to nothing much

            Hello, good evening and welcome was the catchphrase of British television host David Frost. It was how he opened his shows in the 1960s and ‘70s.

            A no holds barred half nelson and the loving touch

            These are wrestling terms. No holds barred means that all wrestling moves are allowed. The half nelson is one of those wrestling moves

            The comfort and the joy of feeling lost with the only living boy in New Cross 

            Fill another suitcase with another haul

            ‘Another Suitcase in Another Hall’ is a song from the Tim Rice and Andrew Lloyd Webber musical ‘Evita’

            Of hotel towels and toothpaste and the bathroom wall Then wipe the lipstuck heart and flowers from the glass and chrome

            To write on a mirror with lipstick. Lipstuck – past tense of lipstick application. A Jim Bob made up word

            Take five or six hot baths and showers and come on home To the comfort and the joy of feeling lost with the only living boy in New Cross

            
                

            

            I’ve teamed up with the hippies now I’ve got my fringe unfurled

            Like the hippies letting their hair down, the singer is allowing his famous, award winning spaghetti fringe to flow free. Unfurling it like a flag

            I want to give peace, love and kisses out to this whole stinking world

            The gypsies, the travellers and the thieves

            From the song ‘Gypsies, Tramps & Thieves’ by Cher

            The good, the bad, the average and unique

            A nod to the Sergio Leone Spaghetti western ‘The Good, the Bad and the Ugly’

            The grebos, the crusties, the goths and the only living boy in New Cross

            Grebos were the fans of a late 1980s, early 1990s subgenre of alternative rock. Influenced by punk rock, electronic dance music, hip hop and psychedelia, played by grebo bands such as Pop Will Eat Itself and Gaye Bykers on Acid. Crusty was a term used in the UK to refer to members of another subculture in the early 1990s. Related to the New Age travellers movement. Goths are the darkly-dressed followers of goth music. Beginning in the UK in the 1980s, goth is a punk influenced style of music, often with dark or mystical overtones.

            
                

            

            Eyes down and I’ll keep you up to date. Two fat ladies in 1988

            Bingo caller references. Eyes-down is said by the bingo caller at the start of a game (Eyes down for a full house). Two fat ladies is the bingo nickname for the number 88, because it looks like two fat ladies standing next to each other

            The safe sixteen lovers who lied

            A reference to a debate at the time the song was written, about whether the age of consent for same sex relationships should be lowered to sixteen. Under age lovers would lie about their age to avoid prosecution 

            Purley’s queen and mother makes five

            Pearly queens are part of a cockney tradition, wearing clothes decorated with mother-of-pearl buttons. Purley is a southern part of Croydon. ‘And Mother Makes Five’ was a British ITV sitcom starring Wendy Craig

            Butchered bakers and deaf and dumb waiters

            From the nursery rhyme ‘Rub-A-Dub-Dub’ (Three men in a tub. And who do you think they be? The butcher, the baker, the candlestick maker…) A dumb waiter is a small lift, usually used to transport food from the kitchen up to the restaurant

            Marble Arch criminals and clause 28’ers

            Play on words. An arch criminal is a particularly skilled criminal. Marble Arch is an area of London at the West end of Oxford Street. Clause 28, AKA Section 28 was a 1988 amendment to a local government act, stating that local authorities “shall not intentionally promote homosexuality or publish material with the intention of promoting homosexuality” or “promote the teaching in any maintained school of the acceptability of homosexuality as a pretended family relationship”.

            Authors, authors, plastered outcasts

            Theatre audiences would shout Author! Author! at the end of a play, in praise of the writer and to encourage them to come onstage, take a bow and receive the applause and plaudits and shit. ‘Author! Author!’ is also the title of a film starring Al Pacino. Plastered outcasts is a play on ‘plaster cast’. Plastered is slang for drunk.

            Locked up daughters, rock ‘n’ roll stars

            More wordplay. ‘Lock up your Daughters’ was the name of an old musical and also something twats would say when arriving in a town, implying that they would be so irresistible to all the young females who lived there that the girls’ parents should probably lock them up until the twats had left.

            Goodbye Rudy, David and Rosie

            A cheeky reference to Carter being sued by the publishers of The Rolling Stones for using the words ‘Goodbye Ruby Tuesday’ in the chorus of the single ‘After the Watershed’, the single released not long before ‘The Only Living Boy in New Cross’

            Abraham and Julianne and anyone that knows me

            The gypsies, the travellers and the thieves

            The good, the bad, the average and unique

            The grebos, the crusties and you and I

            Hello, good evening, welcome and goodbye

            David Frost would close his shows by saying ‘Hello, good evening and farewell’.

         

         Nowadays there are hundreds of lyric websites that do a similar job with just a few clicks of a mouse but back in the dark ages before Britpop and Deliveroo, you had to travel to an Irish bar in Berlin. It was flattering that someone should take the time and effort to do such a thing and I wonder how well it would have worked for some of the other Carter songs. I’m not suggesting I’d like to sit in a German bar drinking Irish whiskey listening to a line-by-line exposition of every Carter song ever written3. But if such a thing was to happen, I imagine the experience would peter out towards the end. Just like that chronological Greatest Hits album.

         Another fun thing to do with my puns would be to correct them all. This happened with the title of the Japanese collection of Carter cover versions This is the Sound of an Eclectic Guitar, which was corrected and released as This is the Sound of an Electric Guitar. And I remember when the first edited proof of Goodnight Jim Bob came back from the editor, the chapter The Loneliness of the Long Distance Punner had been changed to The Loneliness of the Long Distance Runner. In a way puns could be viewed as mistakes or typos I suppose. Somebody really should correct all the Carter puns. But who in their right mind, would take on such a pointless and soulless task?

         
            Dennis @Snafflebold_Den69 . 2m. It should be Twenty Four *Hours* From *Tulsa*, and it’s The Taking of *Pelham* 123. And it isn’t Billy’s Smart Circus, it’s Billy *Smart’s. Plus, Surfin’ U.S.A. not USM. #Youfatbastard

         

         
            3 I would

         

      

   


   
      
         

            ENOUGH OF THE POLITICS

         

         After the release of I Blame the Government, I had the first of many meetings with the record label Cooking Vinyl to discuss my potential solo career. I had a new band name – Jim’s Super Stereoworld – and the meetings usually began with me playing the label my latest demo version of what would one day be the first Jim’s Super Stereoworld single ‘Bonkers in the Nut’. Every time I returned to Cooking Vinyl with a new version of the song, the arrangement would have become slightly more ridiculous than before. By the time I’d finished and released the song as a single with Fierce Panda (Cooking Vinyl must have had enough of me) it featured whistling, military snares and timpani drums, ‘Leader of the Pack’ style call-and-response backing vocals, scratchy vinyl record sounds, a bicycle bell, a harp, explosions, more whistling, an opera singer, at least one key change and a chorus of ‘When the Saints Go Marching in’.

         There are no guitars on the record though. Apart from some light acoustic strumming on the slow songs, there’d be no guitars on the first Jim’s Super Stereoworld album either. I presume I was trying to distance myself from my old band. A shaking of the Carter Etch-a-Sketch that was also evident in the Jim’s Super Stereoworld lyrics. Apart from ditching the puns I also clearly wasn’t in the mood for politics and social commentary anymore. This new direction led somebody in the audience at our first ever Glasgow show, to shout out halfway though the gig, with pinpoint sarcasm, after yet another upbeat disco pop song: ‘Enough of the politics. Play some more pop!’

         ‘Bonkers in the Nut’ was the first music I’d recorded without Fruitbat since 1979. I wished I’d paid just a little more attention during those eighteen years in the studio. For the first few weeks after the break-up of Carter I had to keep phoning Les to ask him how to plug things in and make sounds come out of them. To the best of my knowledge he didn’t feel the need, either then, or at any time since, to phone me for any of my technical advice.

         Les gave me a small mixing desk and the two Carter live Adat tape machines (I’m sorry if this is getting a bit technical) and the same Atari computer that we’d previously used for the Club Carter mailing list database. I bought the Korg M1 synth keyboard from Carter’s producer Simon Painter. It was the keyboard we’d used on the first three albums. Even when we’d stopped using the sounds inside the keyboard we still used it as the master keyboard, which if I understand it correctly is something to do with Doctor Who. I’ve still got the Korg M1. It weighs a ton and doesn’t work anymore and I’m always stubbing my toe on it. I would get rid of it but it’s too full of history. The bass line on ‘Sheriff Fatman’ came out of that big old keyboard. It’s like John Lennon’s white piano that he wrote ‘Imagine’ on, or that two-string guitar made out of beer cans and a mop that Seasick Steve pretends to have written all those Seasick Steve songs on.

         By the time ‘Bonkers in the Nut’ was finally released, my bedroom studio had fully evolved into ‘Stereoworld’. It was now a vast space, way too big to realistically fit in my house. Luckily my imagination had room to spare and Stereoworld quickly became a hub of activity and creativity, always full of interesting people doing interesting things. Leon Knight opened a Stereoworld record shop called Leon Knight’s Record Shack and invested huge sums of imaginary money into me and my band. DJ Feltpen and Bubblegum were Stereoworld’s resident DJs and graffiti artists, and star-crossed lovers Evelyn and John let me write a song about them for the first album: ‘My Name is John (And I Want You Back)’. I also wrote songs about Stereoworld’s most loveable guy Ray of Light, The George Dong Singers and a man called Kenny who worked in the Stereoworld office. The George Dong Singers were a back-up vocal group who’d all met when they were working in the porn movie industry. They sing the backing vocals on ‘Bonkers in the Nut’ and also on the first album. Any suggestion that George Dong, Lucky Maguire, Suki Iksander and Bam Bam were in fact my girlfriend, Fruitbat, Fruitbat’s girlfriend and Fruitbat’s brother Brian is bullshit.

         When I wasn’t writing songs about my new imaginary friends I wrote about some of the crazy shit that went on at Stereoworld, such as the ‘Miss Stereoworld’ beauty pageant and the time the Queen and Prince Charles came to visit the studio. A bit of the old Carter politics managed to find its way into the last line.

         
            THE QUEEN VISITS STEREOWORLD

            There’s a black limo outside the studio

            And I’ve had to change my shirt

            For the Queen has come and she’s brought her son

            And they want to see us work

            So we scrubbed and cleaned

            For our lovely Queen

            And we put some fish in the pond

            We had to get the desk fixed so she could help us mix

            Our new song then the Queen sang along

            Sha la la la la

            Then she bid farewell 

            To the familiar smell

            Of the freshly painted paint

            I would have bent my knee to her majesty

            But I cannot be what I ain’t

         

         I also wrote a song about the Stereoworld sports day. An annual event when pop stars would take part in three-legged races, egg and spoon races and so on. I recorded a song about the ‘Rock ‘n’ Roll Relay Race’, for the CD version of ‘Bonkers in the Nut’.

         
            ROCK ‘N’ ROLL RELAY RACE

            Bowie takes the baton and he hands it to the King

            Who passes it to Beck who hands it on to Fatboy Slim

            Fatboy takes the corner with athletic grace and poise

            And passes on the baton to a waiting Beastie Boys

            The Beasties take a flyer and the finish is in sight

            Via Nicky Wire, Elton John and Barry White

            Barry sees a young Louise and passes it to her

            Then David Essex, Björk and Blur

            Jacko takes the baton and he passes it to me

            And I run straight on through the tape

            And home to victory.

         

         A rock and pop sports day is on my list of Dragons’ Den pitches, along with Indie Aqua Aerobics and Jim Bob’s Annual Hootenanny, a New Year’s Eve TV show hosted by me and featuring guest vocalists and musicians. Instead of the usual Tom Joneses and Beverley Knights the singers will be Niall from the Sultans of Ping, Paul from The Frank & Walters and James from EMF. They’ll be accompanied by me on a boogie-woogie piano, which I have no idea how to play. We’ll film it in July. I’m looking for a £500,000 investment for a twenty per cent stake in the company

         It was pointed out to me recently how many of the competitors in the ‘Rock ‘n’ Roll Relay Race’ have died since I wrote the song. I certainly hadn’t planned on it being quite so prophetic. I’d hate to be thought of as some sort of musical Nostradamus. At the end of 2016, a year that so many beloved and famous people died – David Bowie and my mum went on the same day – I was on tour and every night I would talk onstage about all the deaths. It’s nice to have a theme. At a gig in Darwen I suggested having a live Twitter feed projected behind me, so that we could keep up to date with whoever went during the gig. I then ‘joked’ about which popular celebrity or national treasure that might be. When I came offstage, I looked at my phone and saw that Andrew Sachs from Fawlty Towers had died. I felt terrible.

         I often say things on stage that I regret. Back in 1990, I famously called the manager of a polytechnic in a city that shall remain nameless, the biggest cunt in Leicester. He sued us for slander and defamation of character. More recent examples have been more embarrassing than slanderous. Like in 2003 when I was onstage in Wigan and couldn’t think of anything to say and resorted to taking the piss out of popular or famous locals. The only people I knew of who came from Wigan were The Verve and Starsailor. The groans from the audience were louder than I would have expected and there was a definite sharp intake of collective breath when I was rude about the singer from Starsailor. It turned out I was the only person in the venue who didn’t know that Carolyn from The Atomic Hound Dog, the band who’d been on just before me, was James from Starsailor’s sister.

         I will say pretty much anything on stage for comic effect or entertainment value. It doesn’t even need to be entertaining for the audience. I’m not just my own worst critic, I’m also my own best audience. I’ve got all my records. Even I Blame the Government. And putting my foot in my mouth isn’t something I’ve grown (up) out of. I toured Australia with Pop Will Eat Itself in 2018. In Sydney, the venue was very close to the airport and before the show I was having an outdoors drink and planes kept flying very low and loud overhead. I remarked on this during my set. Saying how awful it would be if a plane crashed into the venue during the gig. The audience’s uncomfortable groans only encouraged me. I said that if a plane did hit the building, I hoped it was during the last chorus of ‘Sheriff Fatman’, because that would look spectacular and would be a great way to end my set. Early the next morning as our latest domestic flight across Australia taxied down the runway, I remembered what I’d said on stage the night before.

         There’s one other thing I always regret saying onstage but still repeat over and over again. It’s practically my catchphrase. When I’m in the middle of a gig and someone shouts out “Where’s Fruitbat?” I often say that he’s ill, or more often, that he’s dead. This happened in Perth on the same 2018 Australian tour. After I’d said it, I felt terrible and guilty as usual and I told everyone that obviously I was only joking. I should have left it at that but instead I said: “Unless he’s passed away since I’ve been on stage of course. In which case, this evening is dedicated to the memory of Fruitbat.”

         By writing this down in a book I realise I’m taking a huge risk. Allowing for the time it takes for editing and proofreading and for the puns to be corrected and then changed back again and for printing and delivery to the shops, by the time you read this, there’s a danger I could come across as the world’s most sick idiot. So if in the meantime, God forbid, the unthinkable has happened, I’ve dedicated this book to Les.

      

   


   
      
         

            MIKA AYUKAWA FROM TEFLON MOHAIR

         

         The final Stereoworld sports day took place in 2002. Sophie Ellis Bextor won pretty much every event that year. The final letter on the Leon Knight neon light popped not long after and Leon Knight’s Record Shack closed down, just missing out on the resurgence in vinyl and cassette sales that might have saved it. Evelyn and John had split up again, this time perhaps for good, Ray of Light found God and moved to Los Angeles and I believe that DJ Feltpen and Bubblegum are now Banksy. Inevitably, The George Dong Singers returned to porn.

         Two years after the final JSSW record, I’d start calling myself Jim Bob again and Stereoworld would revert to being just the spare bedroom in my house. I’m writing this there now. But I still worked with a few imaginary people from time to time. Kenny who used to deal with the Stereoworld admin sometimes writes my press releases and replies to enquiries from fans when I want to pretend that I’m too famous to do it myself. And the drumming on the 2005 Jim Bob Angelstrike! album is credited to somebody called Mika Ayukawa. Mika appears ‘courtesy of Teflon Mohair’. Giving my drum machine a human name was enough to fool one Angelstrike! reviewer into commenting on what an improvement a real drummer had made to the sound of my solo records.

         Mika Ayukawa didn’t exist and neither did his band Teflon Mohair. They were both Marc Ollington fabrications. Marc became my ‘manager’ (his inverted commas) around 2003. Since then he’s entertained and horrified me in equal measures, with his pseudonyms and prank calls to venues that I was just about to play, asking them whether I still had the long fringe and would I be playing ‘Sheriff Fatman’. Some of Marc’s other sock puppets may crop up later. Doug Hedges for example, who once persistently rang a free but sold out ticket-only gig in Portsmouth, to ask if there was any way he could get a ticket. The venue said unfortunately it was impossible as it was only a small room. Doug Hedges persisted, ringing quite a few times, pleading for a ticket. He eventually offered to pay the venue a thousand pounds if they could get him in. The venue agreed but promised to give the money to charity. On the night of the gig the promoter and the bar staff told us about a peculiar man who kept ringing up, declaring himself to be my biggest fan. They wondered if he would turn up and what he’d look like. Would he turn out to be dangerous? They seemed quite excited by Doug’s imminent arrival. We didn’t tell them Doug Hedges was already there and they were talking to him right now.

         On the first night of my 2016 ‘Jim Bob Sings Again’ tour I was in the dressing room in Leeds. Chris T-T was playing piano with me and also opening with his own set. He was getting ready to go on when I received an email from Miles Hunt from The Wonder Stuff. Miles put forward the idea that he could play a surprise set at my upcoming Birmingham show and then join me for an encore. He’d already spoken to the promoter, who was up for it, as long as cutting the length of Chris T-T’s set wasn’t an issue. I made the mistake of telling Chris about the email. It was the first night of the tour and he was about to go onstage and I’d made him feel belittled, convinced that he was going to be bumped down the Birmingham running order. I assured him that I wasn’t even considering Miles’s offer. As I consoled Chris and desperately tried to think of a tactful and diplomatic way of replying to Miles, Mister Spoons couldn’t bear it any longer. He told us that Marc Ollington, bored and alone out on the merch stall at the front of the venue, had set up a fake Miles Hunt Hotmail address and the email was from him.

         Two days later in Manchester Chris got an email from the promoter of the following night’s show in Devizes. The promoter, who was a friend of Chris’s, told him he’d added an opening local support act to the show. Chris was furious. The tour was mostly sold out and it was all working so well and running smoothly, with just me and Chris T-T on the bill. Chris wrote a reply to the promoter, saying that under no circumstances was it okay and that he should cancel the local band immediately. It was only later in the evening, when Chris was telling a friend about Marc’s hilarious Miles Hunt prank and then also about the Devizes email he’d received, that Chris’s friend suggested he check the authenticity of the Devizes email. That was also from Marc, bored again on the merch stall.

         Marc was the only real member of Teflon Mohair. Like all truly great bands, once they had a name and a logo, they chose not to ruin everything by making any music. The original name of the band was Mohair. The word Teflon had to be added later after Marc heard of another band with the same name. He first contacted them to request they change their name. The manager of the other Mohair pointed out that as his Mohair had been around for a long time and had records out and had been played on the radio, if anyone should change their name it shouldn’t be them. At the time Marc wrote reviews for Teletext (television faxes) and wrote a five-star rave live review of his version of Mohair’s sold out show at Brixton Academy. Marc took a photo of the review on his TV and sent it to the manager of the other Mohair, to prove how famous his version of the band were. At this point the manager of the other Mohair suggested the two bands’ respective lawyers should deal with the matter. Short of inventing a fake lawyer, Marc decided to give in and change his band’s name to Teflon Mohair. I’m sure that if he had invented an imaginary lawyer, he would have won the case.

         Fake people in pop is a tradition that dates back to the nineteen fifties. There was a time when half the people in the music business were fictitious. Colonel Tom Parker, Phil Spector, ABBA, U2’s manager. They’re all fake. Brian Epstein was just Ringo Starr in a different wig. For those of us without big record labels and fat marketing budgets, fakery can be a necessity. Radio stations are less likely to play your records if you have to deliver them yourself or if it’s your name at the bottom of the accompanying letter. Press releases written in the first person go straight in the bin. You’ll stand less chance of getting your record reviewed if you admit that it’s on your own label. Better to improve your chances by making a record label up and pretending it’s staffed by a team of fifty people. The music industry likes go-betweens. If they have to be fake ones then so be it.

         And fakery may be the only way left to retain a bit of mystery. Everyone knows the mechanics of pop these days. It’s no secret that no one makes any money from record sales and the charts are a farce and Lady Gaga was paid £108 for one million Spotify streams of ‘Poker Face’. No one is fooled by miming anymore. You can’t get away with singing into thin air on Top of the Pops and not just because there’s no Top of the Pops. Which in itself is another nail in pop’s mystery coffin. Half the pop stars now look exactly like their parents. They might as well work in a bank. With David Bowie and Prince both gone, everything is a bit ready-salted crisps. All these pop stars using their real names and going to the toilet and dressing like the rest of us. It’s not that there’s anything wrong with Martin, Susan and Alison being approachable and down-to-earth but it’s nice to think there’s still a patch of middle ground left between Liberace and Ed Sheeran. I want to be told to fuck off for asking for a selfie every once in a while. More insincerity and fakery I say. A bit of pretense can even lead to romance. Cue Simon Bates Our Tune music.

         Chris T-T used to have a live booking agent named Toby Jarvis. Once, during the course of his business, Toby got into an email conversation with Jake Shillingford from My Life Story’s representative Helen. Helen and Toby got on well and through their emails they started to flirt a little with each other. All the time Toby didn’t know that Helen was in fact Jake and Jake had no idea that he was chatting up Chris T-T.

         Incidentally, Toby Jarvis also wrote for Drowned in Sound magazine. He wrote the first ever UK review of Decemberists and he reviewed my Goodnight Jim Bob book. I’ve just found the book review online. It’s a really nice complimentary review but Toby only gave the book eight out of ten. FFS. I can only presume he docked those two points from the perfect score to maintain the secret of his true identity as one of the author’s friends.

         In spite of everything I’ve just said, at the beginning of 1999, with the recording of the debut Jim’s Super Stereoworld album almost complete and the first single about to be released, I decided to get some real people involved in the line-up. On one of the rare occasions I left my house, I thought I’d found them.

         I was at a West End theatre watching Slava’s Snow Show. I don’t know if you’ve ever seen it. Google it, buy a ticket, it’s amazing. I was spellbound by the troupe of clowns and the strange and funny, poignant otherworld they created on stage. They performed mimes with giant telephones, danced with hat stands, turned beds into boats and filled the theatre with a billion bubbles and with dry ice and enormous balloons. At one point a vast cobweb passed over the heads of the audience like a Mexican wave. And in the middle of the show’s dramatic climax — a full on blizzard, accompanied by Carl Orff’s ‘O Fortuna’ at deafening volume – I had an epiphany. It was similar to the one I’d had when I was watching Boogie Nights. This was what the Jim’s Super Stereoworld live show was going to be like. The sad-faced clowns with their red noses, huge floppy-eared hats and big coats were exactly the people who I wanted to be in my band.
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