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Introduction by Tom Sheehan


The first thing I noticed about The Charlatans was their name. I knew The Charlatans as the band who were, to all intents and purposes, the first psychedelic group in San Francisco in the 1960s. But here was an editorial piece in the Melody Maker, a little half page showing a solo picture of Tim on some non-league-looking football terrace. And I thought, interesting name, but that band needs some decent pictures taken.


A few months went by and, lo and behold, I get asked to go down to Bristol to shoot them, before and during a gig at the Bierkeller there. As was often the case with new, young bands like that, there was a bit of bravado. They were from the North, I was a cockney, I’m from the gutter press, they were throwing the gauntlet down to me a little bit, so I needed to find my way in. I wanted to bring out the lead singer in some way, but I got pushback from them, “no, no, we’re a group, we only do group shots”.


On the train down I’d spotted a scrapyard, so I took the band there and gave the guy on the gate £10 for a beer, went in and took some pictures. Then we went back to my hotel room, cleared all of the furniture out of the way and did some shots there. There was one shot of the group with their eyes closed, which I explained was in homage to The Band’s fourth album, Cahoots, which had Richard Avedon’s portrait of the five of them with their eyes closed on the back cover. I asked Tim to “open his minces” to complete the shot, which he just about understood after the twelfth explanation. (“Minces, mince pies, eyes.”)


I think it was that homage that set the scene for us working together. A love of music, it’s a shorthand that helps to create an understanding. Tim and I would talk about the records we loved, he would lay stuff on me and I’d lay stuff on him and it cemented a kind of mutual respect.


I watched the band live at the gig at the Bierkeller that night and it was absolutely astonishing, sweat dripping off the ceiling, the lot.


One of our other early encounters was a trip to LA in 1991. It’s always important when shooting a band to highlight the lead singer somehow, but I was still struggling to get a shot of Tim on his own, and the only way I could do it was to ambush him. We were in a taxi driving down Sunset. I knew the Sunset Grill was coming up, so I said to Tim, “Have you ever heard the Eagles’ song, ‘Sunset Grill’?” Mentioning the Eagles at that time was probably a hanging offence – though I maintain they made some great songs – but thankfully it got Tim’s interest, and he was happy to stop the car and jump out for a few shots.


One of those shots made the Melody Maker cover and I remember when I showed it to the rest of the band a month or so later, they thought it was great, Martin said he couldn’t believe how good Tim looked. And that was it, after that they were happy to leave the photoshoots to Tim and it was the devil’s own job to get them together again. So much for “we only do group shots”. I think it helped that the rest of the band wanted to avoid the early starts often required for a shoot.


We started working together quite a bit after that and I think the band began to realize that I wasn’t the enemy, that I was honest in what I wanted to do, I was never going to stitch them up. I was spending lots of my time with them at Monnow Valley Studio, staying for three or four days at a time while they were recording. For The Charlatans album we had an idea to create a montage of images for the inside, so I’d go down and shoot lots of different moments and environments to build up a portfolio of different images we could use. I used to do small prints and Polaroids, and we had a “Wall of Shame” in the studio where we’d stick dodgy Polaroids and news cuttings and all sorts of nonsense. My days there weren’t structured in the way that the band’s days were – at least loosely, they were there to record an album, so they had to focus. But my time was spent looking for opportunities, to pull someone aside here or go in and take some pictures there, just keep it relaxed and spontaneous.


I’ve been lucky enough to have long working relationships with some incredible bands and artists, including The Cure, Radiohead, Manic Street Preachers and Paul Weller. But it’s with The Charlatans that I probably have the biggest body of work, partly because of that freedom, that lack of formal structure and the variety of the shots it gave us.


I look back at these photographs with a lot of fondness and a lot of happiness. We achieved a lot together, and a friendship grew with the band and particularly Tim. I love Tim’s enthusiasm for music, he has a thirst for it that’s insatiable, and I find that really endearing. I can’t take music that way, I can’t process it and turn it into something new, but Tim really can, he’ll lift something, play with it and make it his own. His double solo album, Typical Music, is four sides of brilliant music, and I can see where he’s taken different influences and used them to make something of his own. And he brings that creativity back to The Charlatans and enriches what they do.


Tim and I certainly spent a lot of time on the blower down the years, talking absolute tosh about records. We still do, and long may it continue.


Tom Sheehan
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Introduction by Tim Burgess


They say a picture is worth a thousand words, yet here is me writing thousands of words in a book of pictures.


Best that we begin at the beginning.


As a band, The Charlatans felt untouchable live. A mixture of the hubris of youth and the fact that we simply were.


We were playing, writing and recording as much as we could in the early months of 1990. We’d do any gigs that would have us; jumping in the van, playing a show, then heading back in the early hours for a bleary day’s work in the jobs we wanted to leave.


Recording was a nocturnal affair, to make the most of lower rates at local studios. Writing was an as-and-when occurrence. Breaks at work, over the phone – after 6pm due to parental demands for off-peak pricing, Wednesday evenings and Sunday afternoons in Wednesbury, in the Midlands.


It felt like we were part of the zeitgeist. There was a groundswell of like-minded haircuts and attitudes, and the northwest was the epicentre of a cultural earthquake. To us, the visuals were as important as the sound, both onstage while we played and off. Lava lamps and oil wheels heightened the feeling into a holistic experience for audience and band alike.


It was the beginning of it all, and, with the exception of being photographed by our roadie Derek Phillip, we were very new to the art of having our pictures taken.


When we released our first single, “Indian Rope”, most of the pictures I remember seeing were either Derek’s or photographs that fans brought along with them to the next gig. Then, for a spell post “The Only One I Know”, our second single, I barely remember a photograph being taken by anyone else but Tom Sheehan.


I first encountered Tom in a hotel foyer in Bristol and we became fast friends. On that day, the rest of The Charlatans and I jumped into a van and headed down to a local scrapyard for a feature in the Melody Maker and our first full band shoot for a national publication. We loved the photos and we took Tom’s details.


Tom’s knowledge of mid- to late-60s psychedelic bands played a big part in our friendship. The Byrds, Jefferson Airplane, Love and Buffalo Springfield we all agreed on, but Tom’s suggested listening of Boz Scaggs and Grateful Dead gave us something new to explore.
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