

[image: Illustration]




A Fast Ride
Out of Here


Confessions of Rock’s Most
Dangerous Man


Pete Way


With Paul Rees


Constable • London




 


CONSTABLE


First published in Great Britain in 2017 by Constable


Copyright © Pete Way with Paul Rees, 2017


The moral right of the author has been asserted.


All rights reserved.
No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.


A CIP catalogue record for this book
is available from the British Library.


ISBN 978-1-47212-433-3


Constable
An imprint of
Little, Brown Book Group
Carmelite House
50 Victoria Embankment
London EC4Y 0DZ


An Hachette UK Company
www.hachette.co.uk


www.littlebrown.co.uk




 


This book is dedicated to the memory of Bethina and Joanna.
They will always live on in my heart.
P.W.


This one’s to the memory of Nick Rogers,
who went with me to see UFO at
Birmingham Odeon in 1982.
P.R.




 


‘I remember seeing UFO in 1979 and one of the most memorable things about the concert was Pete Way’s performance. He was one of the most charismatic bass players I had ever seen, and he has remained a uniquely individual player and performer to me from then on.’


Slash, Guns N’ Roses – Los Angeles, May 2016




FOREWORD


As a teenager I was a huge UFO fan, so had obviously heard of Pete Way a good while before actually getting to meet him. I used to go and see them playing in and around London all the time. The first occasion was at the old Marquee Club on Wardour Street. I’m guessing that it would have been in 1974, because Michael Schenker was playing guitar with the band by then. I remember walking into the club that night and seeing Pete and UFO’s singer, Phil Mogg, stood together at the bar. This was right before the gig. I didn’t have the bottle to go up and talk to either of them, but just the fact of them being there seemed to me to be so cool.


Personally speaking, Pete’s right up there at the top of the list of people who’ve inspired me. The most important thing for any band is the songs and his and UFO’s were fantastic. Pete’s a bloody good player and also underrated. If you try to play along to any of those songs that he’s written, they’ve all got great bass lines and are really well structured. But I also loved Pete for his persona on stage. He was brilliant to watch and, for sure, some of that rubbed off on me and on all of us in Maiden. Pete had a style and stage presence like no one else and his influence is still there with me to this day.


It was a few years after that Marquee show that the photographer Ross Halfin introduced me to Pete. I had gone up to the Midlands to see UFO play at the Birmingham Odeon. Pete was brilliant to me. He took care of me, paid for my hotel room and made me feel really comfortable. He’s such a nice guy and I’ve never forgotten that. Down the years I’ve done my best to try and look out for Pete whenever I can. I felt like I wanted to pay back a debt to him.


Maiden did a couple of gigs with UFO in California in the 1980s. They were the archetypal rock-and-roll rebels and pretty much excess all areas. Pete did a couple of shots of something or other before going on stage for the first show at Long Beach Arena. He told me that it steadied his nerves. Bloody hell, I’d have been all over the place with what he put away, but he went out and played perfectly well. What worked for Pete might not be a good idea for others. Certainly, I couldn’t have got away with anything like what he did.


There isn’t one particular favourite memory of being with Pete that I could pick out, because there are just so many of them. I remember hanging out with him at the Sunset Marquis hotel in Los Angeles and it just being mind-boggling to see him in action. Really, I still can’t quite believe what Pete would get up to. But it was what everyone would expect a true rock and roller to do, so totally over the top. Everyone who has got to know Pete over the years will appreciate exactly what I’m talking about.


In reality, Pete’s a bit of a Jekyll and Hyde character. You meet him and he’s very quiet and a gentleman, and yet at the same time he would do and take any substance. It’s almost as if there’s two or even three people in there, but the one I know best is very easy-going and genuinely sweet-natured. Underneath it all I think Pete’s quite shy, which I can relate to because I am too. Funnily enough, it was being around Pete that taught me to go in the opposite direction. Whereas he would do all kinds of everything to cover his shyness up, I didn’t really go down that road. I tried a couple of times with booze, but I would be ill for three days. Pete can handle a hangover like no one else I know.


It would be true to say that Pete has been responsible for a lot of chaos, but who are we to pass judgement on him, or to say what he should or shouldn’t have done? He’s led a fantastic rock-and-roll life and totally lived it to the full. Ultimately, his legacy will be all those brilliant songs, his great showmanship and the fact that he’s a lovely human being. And now I can’t wait to read this book, especially to find out about all of the other stuff he’s got up to that I didn’t know about.


Steve Harris, Iron Maiden – Edmonton, Canada, April 2016




PROLOGUE


It’s the year 1976 and out on the sun-baked West Coast of America, a young man with a song in his heart and a girl on his arm is living the rock-and-roll dream.


_____


As I recall, 1 May 1976 was a typically warm, sunny California day and we left our hotel in a fleet of stretch black limousines. We drove out from the centre of San Francisco, over the Oakland Bridge and across the Bay, towards the Coliseum, which was where the local baseball team, the Oakland Raiders, played all of their home games. It was only a twenty-mile drive but it took hours in heavy traffic, slowed to a crawl because of the mass of people flocking to the stadium. It reminded me of being a kid back home in England and going for a drive to the seaside with Mum and Dad on a Bank Holiday weekend. We’d get stuck for hours in traffic jams, and looking back now it is as if my kid brother Neill and I spent the whole time either moaning or else fighting each other in the back of Dad’s car.


I didn’t mind the delay on this occasion; it could have taken us all day to get to the Coliseum for all that I cared. Right then, I was living out every rock-and-roll dream I’d ever had growing up as a teenager in Enfield, north London, and each day for me was like a new adventure. I was twenty-four years old and my band UFO’s records seemed to be playing on American radio all of the time, especially out on the West Coast. We had toured the States pretty much non-stop for the past two years, and I had countless beautiful girls throw themselves at me and a friendly drug dealer in every major city. And now, our reward for all the hard work that we had put in was to play in front of 55,000 people at the Coliseum. To think, we even got paid for it! The money, the girls, the fast cars – none of that mattered next to being able to do a show like that; just the thought of it still makes the hairs stand up on the back of my neck.


In those days, the legendary Bill Graham promoted all of the outdoor shows at the Coliseum under the headline banner of Day on the Green. Bill had begun this series of events back in 1973 and, since then, everyone from Led Zeppelin and The Band to the Grateful Dead and Crosby, Stills, Nash & Young had done the Coliseum. Now, Bill had a reputation for being a tough customer. After all, he had been born Jewish in prewar Berlin and was orphaned by the Nazis, but had escaped to France and then America. Bill wasn’t a big guy and was quite softly-spoken, but he was passionate and imposing and you certainly wouldn’t have wanted to cross him. He knew how to run a show, though, and while it was said that he wouldn’t ever pay top dollar, he catered for musicians and was always very decent to us. The following year, we did another show for Bill at his Winterland Ballroom in San Francisco with the Canadian band, Rush. We stormed the place that night – the crowd was still chanting for an encore when Rush’s crew put the house lights back up. We didn’t mind because Rush ran everything to a tight schedule, but there was almost a riot and Bill made a point of coming to see us in our dressing room. He told us that Rush should have let us play on and handed over an extra $2,000 to our tour manager, John Knowles. ‘Guys,’ he told us, ‘that was great; now go and enjoy yourselves’, and we never needed much encouragement in that respect. Ever after, Bill would greet us like old friends.


We ended up playing three Day on the Green shows for Bill, but I still can picture that first as if it were yesterday. I remember how we were driven into the bowels of the stadium, which was like a giant concrete bowl, and being able to hear the noise of the crowd from backstage. There were three other acts on the bill that day: Peter Frampton, Fleetwood Mac, who’d just become stars in America, and an American singer-songwriter, Gary Wright. Each of us had our own trailer backstage. We didn’t hang out with the other acts, kept to ourselves, but I did run into Stevie Nicks in the artists’ toilets behind the stage.


Stevie was at her most beautiful at that time, before she fell prey to the dreaded white powder. Glamorous wouldn’t come close to describing how good she looked. I was just having a wander, getting my head together for the show, and she said hello to me. Stevie and Lindsey Buckingham were obviously still an item at the time, but I tell you what, the mere fact that she even gave the time of day to me was tantamount to a marriage proposal. I was left floating on air. I didn’t press things with her any further, though; wouldn’t have wanted to make a fool of myself. Within a year Fleetwood Mac would have released their Rumours album and become the biggest band in the world. We did two or three more huge shows with them out in California at that time. After the last one of those, I remember that we had to drive through the night to get up to Canada to do a gig of our own the next day. En route, we rendezvoused with a drug dealer at a truck stop and took delivery of a suitcase filled with prime-quality cocaine. I don’t believe it even lasted the rest of that journey.


At the Coliseum, it was seven in the evening when we walked on stage and the sun was still out. I didn’t have any fear or nerves. It seemed to me as if everybody in the stadium had been waiting just for us. We got an ovation even before we had played a note, but then we always did in San Francisco. This, though, was a truly great line-up of the band; perhaps the best. We had a terrific singer in Phil Mogg, a rock-solid drummer, Andy Parker, and a blond-haired, blue-eyed German genius of a guitarist, Michael Schenker. And then there was me on Thunderbird bass, my face framed by two curtains of black hair, running about from one side of the vast stage to the other, a blur of manic energy. The experience of playing to that many people wasn’t really any different to doing an arena show, and by then we’d done plenty of those to crowds who went wild for us every night. I’d begun to get used to such a reception in America and only ever really concentrated on the faces down at the front. If those guys looked as if they were having a good time, then I knew the rest of the crowd would be all right too. Just as we would do at the Winterland Ballroom and countless more shows in America and around the world over the next two or three years, we bowled over the Coliseum crowd and left them wanting more. It felt as if we were indestructible, unstoppable and on top of the world.


Initially, I was acutely aware of how far I’d come in just five or six years, from practising in my bedroom at my parents’ flat in Enfield to this – rock stardom. Quite honestly, when we first got off the plane to the States in 1975 and opened up shows for Steppenwolf, I thought then that I’d made it. But once I’d got past that point, I didn’t think we were in competition any more with the other up-and-coming British bands. They could sell a few hundred tickets in London, whereas we measured ourselves against the big boys, the superstars. We were very, very good, too, there’s no doubt about it, and we knew it.


That period as a whole was amazing for me, like riding the crest of a wave. I knew we were on the cusp of achieving something very special and lasting, but I don’t think I was aware of just how big a band we could have been. It was great simply to be out on tour and to play to thousands of people a night, and to have this sense that America, the home of rock and roll, was breaking for us. There was an adrenalin rush from the shows, of course there was, but also from the fun that went right along with them.


I got to act out all of my schoolboy fantasies and felt as if I was on top of the world. And it didn’t seem even conceivable to me that this rollercoaster ride I was on would ever come to a stop, or that I could possibly allow any of this magical, wondrous stuff to be snatched away from me.




PART ONE:


Lift-Off




CHAPTER 1


Of growing up in suburbia, the first fumbling encounters with girls, and the curse of model railways as articulated by one Ozzy Osbourne.


_____


The first thing I can ever remember is our flat on Enfield Road. This was the 1950s and most of the buildings in the Enfield area had been bombed during the war. Growing up I shared a bedroom with my younger brother, Neill. Neill is five years younger than me and can remember all the things I can’t, which is a lot. The two of us had football posters up on the walls and as we got older combined our vinyl record collections. Both of us grew up with music.


Mum and Dad were Ruth and Fred. They had both served in the war. Dad was in the Air Force and stationed in Egypt and Mum was in the Land Army. Dad served at El Alamein. I admired both of them for what they went through. Dad once told me about being on a troop ship that sailed from Egypt to South Africa. He made it sound as if it was the most wonderful experience and yet it occurred to me later that at any moment he could have been sunk by a German U-boat. He loved boats all of his life. They bought a house in Dover after Dad retired and he would spend hours just watching boats sail in and out of the harbour.


Mum was a housewife and Dad worked as a sales manager. I came along four years after they got married. They were good, kind parents and their hearts were in the right place. But they had that sense of military discipline instilled in them from the age of eighteen and didn’t suffer fools. They never wanted me to be a fool that was for sure. Overall, it was a middle-class upbringing and I didn’t want for anything, but it was strict, too. Neill and I were brought up to be young adults and always to say please and thank you. As children, we were expected to be smart in our appearance. Each summer, like a religion, Mum and Dad would troop us into town to buy our school uniforms. It might as well have been a military uniform, because they dealt with me as if I were a lowly private in their army. I went to Merryhills Primary School. It was a nice school with well-behaved kids and in a good area. As such, I didn’t get into any particular scrapes as a youngster. But if I had I certainly wouldn’t have dared to tell Mum or Dad. Later on in life, Dad was appalled at how much money I would spend on drink and drugs. We used to row a lot. The horses were his hobby, so in reply I’d ask him how much he’d lost lately on having a bet. He and Mum both lived to a ripe old age. I think they were both baffled at how it was that I managed to survive. They thought I was ready for the next life by the time I was in my thirties.


Neill Way, Pete’s younger brother: Mum and Dad were very supportive and good to us. Dad worked for a plastics company up in Waltham Cross and once I went to primary school, Mum got a job at the school as a dinner lady. It really was quite difficult growing up with Pete. He was the one who gave Mum and Dad the most trouble, that’s the truth. The two of us used to get on reasonably well, but because of the five-year age gap I was the one who always got knocked around. Growing up, we didn’t actually do that much together. We lived just a quarter of a mile from the local park, so in the school holidays I’d go down there for a kick-about with my mates while Pete would be off doing whatever it was he got up to with his friends, but probably no good. The one thing that he was passionate about at that point was model railways.


True enough, from five years old I was obsessed with model railways. Mum used to take me trainspotting to New Barnet station, I even had a little book to write numbers in, and Dad got me a train set for my birthday – a Hornby Princess Elizabeth set. That was one of the great moments in my life. It was cheap, cheerful, but God, it didn’t half give me some hours of fun. I used to get up at the crack of dawn to start the first train of the day running around the track and I’d save up all of my pocket money just to buy new engines. It had to be steam engines, too. At my age, when diesel trains came along they seemed a bit dull by comparison. I still collect model trains even now. I’ve even been on eBay and outbid other people to get hold of an A4 LNER Pacific.


Sadly, you can’t be a trainspotter and a rock-and-roll degenerate at the same time. Eventually, my pocket money started to go on clothes and then on nights out to London. But it’s a passion and I’ve never lost my love for the railways. Matter of fact, I know that Rod Stewart, Eric Clapton and Roger Daltrey also build their own railways, and Neil Young even bought his own model railway company, Lionel Trains. I once brought the subject up with Ozzy Osbourne. We were on a tour bus at the time and he actually got quite upset about it. He told me that his dad had collected model trains and had died. Then he started to cry. He was literally sobbing and blurted out to me, ‘Pete, don’t collect trains, don’t do it, they’re bad luck.’ I couldn’t console him. We probably ended up having another drink.


I passed the eleven-plus and went to George Spicer Grammar School. The school was in quite a grand old building and highly respected in the area. I didn’t know Phil Mogg then, but he went to the rough school down the road, Bush Hill Park Secondary. The two schools used to be rivals and there would be fights between both sets of pupils over in the park that separated the respective buildings, so much so that it was eventually made out of bounds. Grammar school was great fun up until the third year, when they started to throw exams at us. By then I think my friends and I had managed to drag George Spicer’s reputation down. We would do silly, harmless stuff like bring plastic bows into class and fire the arrows up into the ceiling. Or hide out in the bicycle sheds and make off with other kids’ or even the teachers’ bikes.


I sort of gravitated to the kids who were there to be caned. I also got the cane on several occasions, but not for doing anything serious. If I had done, my parents would have killed me. There was one time when my mates and I pushed a parked car over on our walk home from school. My more regular pranks were to hide the teachers’ briefcases outside the windows of their classrooms, or else let the tyres down on their cars.


Otherwise, I spent my first three years at George Spicer handing my homework in late and growing my hair. The headmaster, Mr Gowers, would constantly inspect our hair length. If it grew over your ears, he would give you half a crown to go into town and have it cut. On one occasion, a couple of mates and I went off to the barber and asked for crew cuts. When I came back into school Mr Gowers told me I was the stupidest person he had ever met, which says a lot.


Mum and Dad went on being sticklers for uniform and forced me to wear these awful pleated grey trousers to school. My mates obviously took the piss out of me, but I learned to sew and made a spare pair of trousers into drainpipes. I hid them under a hedge two minutes’ walk from home and each morning would get changed into them on the way to school. I was kind of a Mod in a way, what with my tight-fitting trousers and growing my hair out. We might also have launched the punk rock fashion trend at George Spicer. This daft craze started with pulling the pockets off other kids’ blazers. That soon progressed to pulling peoples’ sleeves off and ripping off their lapels. My mum would be bewildered when I came home with the perfectly good blazer that she and Dad had just bought for me, torn to shreds. The punk-rock thing about it was that we would all use safety pins to fix our pockets and lapels back on.


George Spicer was a mixed-sex school, too. That was my first experience of really getting to know girls. After that, I never again felt awkward being around the fairer sex. The girls’ playground was separate to the boys’, but we would meet at the bike sheds. My mates and I used to play this game to see if we could get one of the girls to take her blouse off, and with occasional success. You grew up fast at thirteen. However, I didn’t have a serious girlfriend all through school. I used to flirt with some of the girls and had crushes, but I was a bit shy in that respect. I didn’t really see myself as being much of a catch.


To me, it was also almost as if girls would drag, or else slow you down. Back then it was very much about going out with your mates and you would have to interrupt that routine in order to take a girl to the pictures. The good thing was that I had a paper round, a milk round and a Saturday job at Woolworths, so for such occasions I was able to buy a new shirt or record and make it look as if I were the richest kid in Enfield. See, the girls at school were always happy to be taken out by older guys who had jobs, so you had to try and compete. I was good at putting up a front, still am, but behind the act there was in reality an extremely worried young man.


____


I would always kick a ball around in the playground and my grandfather had been general secretary of Enfield Football Club, so my aunt used to take me along to see them play on a Saturday afternoon. I loved going to the football and that was the start of another of my life-long passions. In general, Mum and Dad encouraged me to do sport. I was also quite a good middle-distance runner and joined a local club, Ponders End Athletics Club. Two mornings a week before school, I’d cycle down to the club to go training.


I won medals at cross-country, too. That was quite exciting and also character building. For a while I was fully committed to my running and it kept me on the straight and narrow, which pleased Mum and Dad no end. Of course, as soon as I discovered music, that was a whole different outlook on life and running kind of fizzled out for me. That was the turning point at which I veered off from being the nice boy who cut the grass and would help the milkman and started to realize there was a whole other world out there.


Neill Way: I’ve still got boxes filled with stuff from Mum and Dad’s flat, which I had to clear out when Mum passed away. They had kept all of Pete’s medals from various athletics events and where he’d come in second or third. He used to do the mile and was a reasonably good runner. He would also go down to places like White City and help to marshal at the major athletics events. He had a book that he filled up with the autographs of all of the famous runners of the time. Later on, the fact he was a keen athlete definitely came across in how he performed on stage.


The first time I became even aware of music I was watching the telly with my parents and Elvis Presley came on singing ‘Jailhouse Rock’. That dum-dum, duh-duh beat is about as close to Led Zeppelin and hard rock as it’s possible to get. It just instantly grabbed hold of me. I started to listen to early Elvis and then when I was a teenager the Beatles arrived on the scene. A friend of mine, Alan Payne, would get all of the Beatles’ early singles. Ironically enough, Alan went on to become one of the chief customs officials in the country. I often wonder how Alan would have reacted if he had known what I ended up bringing into the country with me. Then, of course, the Rolling Stones came along and that was it for me. I liked the Fab Four well enough, but if I was going to be anybody it was a Rolling Stone. They were the first band that got me, and then it was the Who, the Kinks, the Pretty Things and another group from the London scene called the Creation.


At thirteen, I started to get the steam train from Enfield into London with a couple of friends to go to the Marquee Club on a Saturday night. We were really just naïve schoolkids hanging around the West End, but it was so exciting. The bands we went to see could have played anything and I would have loved it. The Marquee itself wasn’t exactly overwhelming as a venue, in fact it was quite grotty, but everybody we met was friendly to us and the atmosphere of the place was just fantastic. I don’t think there was anybody I saw at the Marquee that I didn’t think was at least good. At the end of the night, we would have to hotfoot it to Liverpool Street station to make the last train back to Enfield, and it was quite a walk from there to our flat. Some nights we would miss the train and all hell would break loose when I did at last pitch up at home the next morning.


I saw so many bands and artists at the Marquee who were just then starting out and it was that which gave me my inspiration. I saw Jimi Hendrix over and again and also the Small Faces. I would even go along to catch the Bonzo Dog Doo Dah Band just to be able to see something different and funnier, but I developed a taste for hard rock. I saw the New Yardbirds make their debut at the Marquee, and of course they turned into Led Zeppelin, and found myself overwhelmed by their sheer power. Above all else, it was seeing them that night that really made me focus on wanting to achieve something with music.


Back in Enfield I began to hang around the town centre with a group of lads. I wouldn’t say it was a gang as such, but the ringleaders were very much the sort of blokes who went around and looked to start fights. They were good with their fists as well, whereas I was more accomplished at being stood behind someone else whenever any trouble kicked off. In Enfield back then, you were either a part of the in-crowd or an outsider, and if you were out your life could be made a misery. There was a group of skinheads and then a bunch of other lads who were more like rockers or Mods. If one lot or the other didn’t know your face you would get mercilessly bullied. I flitted between being a Mod and really wanting to dress like Mick Jagger, but I kept out of harm’s way. The lads I knew always appeared to be very self-confident and I suppose that rubbed off on me too. I was determined at the same time not to be one of the thugs. Four or five years later, I would drive through the town centre and see those same lads stood outside the same pubs, still on the lookout for who they were going to kick off with next. I was also fortunate in the fact that both of my cousins were well known for their ability to take care of themselves. They were seen as the leaders of the gang and basically looked after me. In actual fact, all that testosterone stuff was quite exciting but by then all that I really thought about was music. Whenever I wasn’t down at the Marquee, I would go to this poky little place in Enfield called the Blues Room to see all the local bands and drink cider.


Of course, there were also drugs about. Eight or nine of us would go round to the house of this slightly older guy, Jerry. Jerry’s parents always seemed to be away for some reason. It was a real hippy environment, not that we were hippies. Everybody would bring along different albums to Jerry’s, which is how I started to listen to all those early Californian bands such as the Doors, Jefferson Airplane and Love. We would stay up all night doing acid and Dexedrine. Acid didn’t have any effect on me other than to make me daft. There would be lots of hash doing the rounds, too, but I was never that into smoking pot. I hated the smell of it for one thing.


But that was the thing about drugs: from an early age everyone I knew and hung around with took them so I didn’t ever see them as being dangerous or taboo. In fact it was quite the opposite – doing drugs was made to me to seem normal, almost run-of-the-mill – and the simple fact was that I grew very quickly to enjoy them. Even back in those formative years I saw myself as being something of a connoisseur. So in my mind the more drugs I got to experience, the better.


Right from that age I was also around people who were routinely doing smack, and I wanted to try it too. I took the view that it would be part of my ongoing education. I was thirteen when I got my first shot of heroin. An older guy hit me up, and straight away I preferred it to anything else that I’d had to that point. It made me feel sick for sure, but that was beside the point. It was as if I had tasted Utopia, though it would eventually turn around and bite me back.


When I was at Jerry’s I wouldn’t get home till six or seven the next morning, and then I’d have to face a court martial from my parents. ‘Where have you been? What have you been up to and who with?’ It was a nuisance to me at the time, but I realize now that Mum and Dad had just wanted to raise me properly. Most of the time I even let them think that they were succeeding. The sad truth is, though, that five or six of the guys who hung around at Jerry’s were dead before they were eighteen, including the lad who gave me that first shot of heroin. My mum would clip out a front-page story in the Enfield Gazette about one or other of them having died from an overdose. But by that point I was in a band and off on tour, so I wasn’t touched by their stories or what it might mean for me – not at all.


Round about the time I was sixteen, a mate of mine got a guitar. That had an immediate effect on me. Soon enough, I stopped going down to the athletics club twice a week to do an eight-mile training run. From that point on, there was nothing that was more inspirational to me than having my own guitar and the prospect of being able to put a band together and write songs. As luck would have it, one Saturday afternoon right around then and through a mutual friend, I was introduced to Phil Mogg. Phil was a year older than me, and very precious about the clothes he bought and how he looked. He seemed to me loud, brash and confident, and even then was never shy of having a drink or two. To begin with, in fact, I thought he was arrogant, a bit too sure of himself. Like me, though, Phil’s total, all-consuming hobby was music. And he had one important contact, a guy who would go and score acid for us. That was the true beginning of our friendship.


However, for all that I had started to run wild, I did eventually fall into line at school and buckled down to academic work. I ended up passing most of my exams pretty well, in the main to defy the teachers who hadn’t given me a hope in hell of getting a good job. I particularly liked History and was pretty good at French too. We used to go to France for family holidays in the summer and had relatives in Belgium, so it was an advantage to be able to speak the language. And best of all, when I got a little older it was never an issue for me to score drugs in France.




CHAPTER 2


In which a drunken escapade is had, a pleasing side effect of sleeping pills is discovered and the inadvertent arson of a steel factory is brought about.


_____


I was never too popular with my mates in Enfield, because more often than not I would return their records to them scratched. What would happen was that I’d buy one album and a mate another and then the pair of us would swap. The first record I bought with my own money was one of those early Kinks singles: ‘You Really Got Me’ or ‘All Day and All of the Night’. Then I got hold of the first albums by the Rolling Stones and the Who. Mum and Dad got me a record player for my sixteenth birthday, nothing special, but to me there was something truly exciting about being able to close my bedroom door and make a racket. From that moment on, a continuous battle went on in our flat between Dad and me over volume. Each confrontation, though, would be brought to an end by the stomp of Dad’s feet down the corridor to my room.


Everybody I hung around with was into music, whether they wanted to look like somebody in a band, or actually aspired to play. At that age, it wasn’t so much that I had ambitions to be a bass player. I just wanted to able to play something, anything. And four strings were quicker for me to pick up, especially as I had friends who were better than me at guitar. Ever since then, I’ve never taken the guitar much further than being able to manage the simplest chords. I did try to master more back then, but never took to it.


Neill Way: I can remember when Pete first started to learn guitar with his Bert Weedon Play in a Day book. He would try to get me to sing some of the songs for him to play along to, old folk stuff like ‘On Top of Old Smokey’. If you’ve ever heard Pete sing, all that needs to be said is that I had an even worse voice.


Even with the bass, I’m not one for playing as fast as possible. What I learned was how to keep my bass lines solid so that the lead guitarist would have something to play around. I had all the usual heroes and influences: John Paul Jones from Led Zeppelin, Bill Wyman of the Stones, and later on, Black Sabbath’s Geezer Butler. The one thing I never wanted to emulate, though, was Bill’s stage performance. I mean to say, he looked like he was nailed to the floor. I was never going to be satisfied with a role in the background.


I probably borrowed my first bass from a friend, or else nicked it. Either way, I didn’t actually buy it and it was utter rubbish, which is why I never bothered to learn how to tune it. But I was diligent about practising. Well, sort of diligent. I spent pretty much every evening in my bedroom messing around on my new toy. I would attempt to plonk along to my records, but in reality all that I hoped to do was to get a grip of the easier bits. It wasn’t until I started playing with a guitarist that I gradually worked out the harder parts and even then I would play them in my own particular way.


I met Mick Bolton one Saturday night with the acid crowd. He was a good guitarist and we became fast friends, even though all we ever talked about was music. You could say that Mick and I grew up together as musicians. He lived near to me up on Winchmore Hill and most nights from then on I would go round to his house with my bass and we’d play along together. Being naïve, I didn’t realize you had to tune the bass to the rhythm guitar. God knows what the din we used to make was like for his parents, but even to us it sounded as if we were playing three different songs at once. Eventually, the two of us began to write songs. They were pretty rudimentary, but there’s nothing like coming up with your own material to improve your abilities. That’s how you learn the tricks of the trade. The next step was to play with other people. It was nothing serious at that point. We’d ask around our mates to see if anyone else wanted to have a bash and then go around to, say, a drummer’s house because his folks wouldn’t mind us practising there. Mick and I were constantly on the lookout for kids who were more gifted than us, but there were none as determined. That being said, the two of us didn’t do anything outside of our bedrooms or a garage. The Boyfriends was our first proper group and even that came together in Mick’s mum and dad’s front room. Mick and I also sang and we got in a guy called Tic Torino to drum for us. Tic was Italian and his parents ran a very nice restaurant up in the West End. He could just about keep up a basic four-four beat, but in the main Tic got the gig because his folks would let us rehearse for hours at a time at their house.


The best way I can sum up the average drummer’s status in a band is through a funny story I once heard about Aynsley Dunbar, who much later on I would play with in UFO. Now, Aynsley was a great drummer and had played with the likes of Frank Zappa, Lou Reed and David Bowie. He was also a member of the American band Journey just before they broke into the big time. Journey had an outstanding singer as well, Steve Perry, and the trouble was that Aynsley hated him. Apparently, Aynsley ended up going to the band’s management and giving them an ultimatum: it was either him or Perry. What do you think they were going to do? Ditch the guy with a seven-octave range or the bloke who goes bump-boomboom? Of course, Aynsley got the boot.


Tic was just as invaluable to our band, though the Boyfriends were basically a wannabe pop group. I used to wear my best rock-and-roll clothes, but to begin with at least we sounded more like the Hollies. We were, though, very enthusiastic. We would rehearse two to three times a week, at Tic’s house or in the bedroom Neill and I shared until a neighbour complained to Dad about the noise.


Neill Way: I can still picture the Boyfriends practising in our bedroom on Sunday afternoons. The lady next door came to see Dad and told him that she was being rocked in her bath, which put an end to their sessions. But both Mum and Dad took a particular interest in Pete’s music. Dad arranged for the band to rehearse every Saturday afternoon in an empty office at the place where he worked. Dad would drive them down to Waltham Cross, and I’d have to sit outside in the car with him and Mum until they had finished. Dad always said, though, that he wanted Pete to get a proper job.


All through his life my dad got the greatest pleasure out of being asked what his Peter’s band was up to. Years later he would come and see me play with UFO at the Hammersmith Odeon, but that made him a terrible wreck. He would be sat with Mum upstairs in the dress circle and fret about what might go wrong. I tried to tell him that it was harder for me to play for twenty people in a pub. Mostly, I think Mum and Dad were kind of intrigued by what I was up to and also pleased that I’d got a hobby. To their way of thinking, music kept me away from the riff-raff. That wasn’t strictly true, since Phil was still part of the picture. Every so often the Boyfriends would do a college or youth club gig to twenty or thirty people and Phil would come down to see us. In fact, he was always on the scene and if we rehearsed, say, a Cream song, Phil would invariably be stood behind us and start to sing along. Mick and I didn’t necessarily have distinctive voices, so it became obvious that we needed a proper singer and also that Phil did actually sound like Jack Bruce. Eventually, we asked Phil to join us and that moved along the whole concept of the band. The sound toughened up and we changed our name to Hocus Pocus, a second consecutive terrible name. I had just then discovered an American band called Blue Cheer and their version of Eddie Cochran’s ‘Summertime Blues’ was a big influence on our new, harder approach. That song was so primal, and heavy, it sounded to me like the work of cavemen.


Phil would always volunteer to drive the van to our gigs, but had an ulterior motive. He would suggest the rest of us unload and set up the gear, while he went off to get a parking place. Typically, he would then park up the van as far as was possible from the venue. Of course, by the time he finally made it back we would have done all the heavy lifting and there would be nothing left for him to do. Phil never seemed to go short either. Even when the rest of us were flat broke and the band’s petrol and snacks fund had been exhausted, he would somehow still be flush.


I think because he was that bit older Phil sort of naturally gravitated to taking charge of the group. Without him, though, we wouldn’t have had anyone to steer us in a particular direction. Phil was very precise in expressing what he thought, very self-assured, and where he led the rest of us undoubtedly followed. He could certainly have his moods and sulk, but Phil is probably the only person I’ve ever taken any notice of or listened to in the slightest. He has also led me up all kinds of dark alleys, but the two of us grew to be very tight. From the very beginning, Phil would always try to look and act the part. He was like a rock star in training. At rehearsals, each of us would want to do our best to please him. He would sit there and listen intently to an idea, like a presiding judge, and you would only know if he liked it or not if he could be bothered to get up and sing. The two of us could talk together all night and we each had an endless supply of jokes, but at the same time, if Phil wasn’t happy about something I’d done he would not hesitate to jump down my throat.


____


After leaving school I got a job as a junior clerk at a maritime insurance company in the City of London. It was pretty boring. Anybody can fill out a form and since I had passed all these exams at school, it felt to me like a waste of my time. Worse still, I had to wear a suit and tie. I had two work suits. One was dark and the other pinstriped. I also bought a flash lilac number that Mick Jagger might have worn. I certainly wouldn’t have been allowed to sport that to work, so it was reserved exclusively for the weekends. It was otherwise one of my great pleasures in life to be able to tear my work suit off and pull on a pair of jeans when I got home.


One of my daily duties was to walk over to Customs House with the document that listed all of the boats and cargo that were being insured that day and that was how I first met Yvonne. She worked at Customs House as a secretary and would have to stamp this document. For me it was instant attraction, but then she was very pretty. She still is today from the photographs of her that I’ve seen, which is remarkable in a way. On account of me, I’m stunned that she hasn’t at least got a head full of grey hair. Yvonne and I got to talking, as you do when you see someone every day, but ‘Can you stamp this for me?’ was hardly the best chat-up line. Finally, though, I worked up the courage to ask her out to lunch and it carried on from there. And by the time of our second date to the cinema, I had got my patter worked out, too.
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