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‘Love to faults is always blind;

Always is to joy inclin’d,

Lawless, wing’d and unconfin’d,

And breaks all chains from every mind.’

WILLIAM BLAKE
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Michael

I was born in 1935 in Pilton, where the Festival is still held. Not at Worthy Farm, though; just down the road, in a house that is still there. My mother and father met playing tennis at Cranmore in 1934. My mother came from Penge, on the outskirts of London, and my father was a Somerset farmer who also happened to be a preacher. My mother was a city girl at heart, but that didn’t stop them falling in love, and they actually ended up conceiving me before they were married. That was a hell of a thing, not least because of my father being a preacher. He had to swear on the Bible to the superintendent minister that they hadn’t had me out of wedlock. Luckily he didn’t mind telling a few fibs, my old man.

We moved to Worthy Farm in 1944, which my father shared with his brother. My father would milk the cows by hand and our only transport was horse and cart. My childhood was a very happy one, and I had a secure life, though I think I was quite a shy child, possibly because I stammered quite a lot.
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First in show: Michael as a child in the Vale of Avalon.



Methodism was a big part of our family life. There was no questioning whether there was a God; it was accepted that that was the truth, and it had quite a big impact on me. John Wesley, who founded Methodism, essentially said that without social responsibility there is no religion, and that has certainly been a driving force of Glastonbury. The truth is, I could have been driving around in a Ferrari by now from the proceeds of the Festival, but I’d feel so guilty if we didn’t use our money to do some good. That’s Methodism for you.

I had quite a lofty education, boarding at Wells Cathedral School, which was paid for by my mother’s inheritance from her father. My dad would have preferred to send me to school in Shepton, but my mother was adamant. It would be fair to say that my classmates at the Cathedral School weren’t generally the children of farmers. They came from some of the area’s wealthier families and went on to do high-powered jobs, like my friend Bob Thomson, who ended up becoming the boss of the Royal Society of Medicine. He’d told me to pop in to see him if I was ever in London, so I turned up at this very grand office at 1 Wimpole Street, still very much the country boy, and asked to see Bob Thomson. The receptionist looked at me quite sternly and said, ‘Do you mean Mr Robert Thomson?’

I’ve always been into boats, and as a child I had a little toy motorboat that I loved. One day it went underneath a bridge and I never found it again – I was distraught. Maybe that boat was part of why I always wanted to go to sea. My mother pushed me a bit too, saying, ‘You don’t want this farming life, do you?’ We used to sing Methodist hymns around the piano twice a week, and there was a picture perched on top of the piano of my mum’s first cousin, who was a commander in the Royal Australian Navy. He was really good-looking, in this amazing uniform. I remember thinking that I wanted to be like that chap and, years later, when I was fourteen, I applied to join the navy. My mother encouraged me, and her cousin helped get me into Thames Nautical Training College, situated on HMS Worcester on the River Thames in London.

I was fifteen when I went there in 1950, which was quite young to leave home, and I was a bit frightened. I remember going to Bath to collect my uniform, with its shiny brass buttons – I was so proud of it. On the day of my departure, I dressed in my uniform and went to say goodbye to my father, who was milking the cows. ‘I’m off now, Daddy,’ I said, and he just broke down in tears. I was never as close to my father as I was to my mother, and I’d never seen him cry before. I think he was touched by the contrast between me in the uniform and him doing what he was doing, sitting on a stool milking the cows. He was overwhelmed by it all. I was a young, smart, good-looking fifteen-year-old and I was making a break for it. I think that was the moment when he realised I was gone, and that I wasn’t going to follow his lifestyle.

Nautical training college was an instrumental experience for me: there was a lot of discipline and a lot of pressure to get decent grades in order to go off to sea. I learnt all about navigation, using sextants, and even how to find my way by looking at the stars and the moon.
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Ready for sea with the Merchant Navy, aged 15.



In the end I managed to scrape a first-class pass, and I joined the Merchant Navy. I was assigned to the Union-Castle shipping company and we travelled all over the world in amazing, beautiful ships. They were mail ships, so we’d bring post to and from Cape Town, while also transporting passengers and freight. We’d carry anything from bananas to animals, and because they knew about my farming background, they’d have me looking after any livestock. I once came back with two elephants for London Zoo. I had to make sure we had one on either side of the ship, so that it didn’t topple.

My affection for the farm grew the further away I was – it became a very romantic thing. But the Merchant Navy was a life I enjoyed, so my plan was to do it until I was about forty and then retire and return to Somerset to run the farm.

But then, when I was nineteen, my father was diagnosed with terminal cancer and I had to come home. I phoned Union-Castle and told them that I couldn’t go on the next ship because my father was ill, but my uncle also worked there, and he put a lot of pressure on me to stay. He said that he’d had reports from Union-Castle that I’d been doing really well and they had high hopes for me. But I knew I had to return to the farm. It was my duty to get stuck in, and I felt it was my rightful place to be.

I was seriously upset when my mother told me she had some bad news and that my father wasn’t going to live. That was the point when I really cried. But then I had about six months to prepare for his death, although we tried not to talk about it. My mother was quite tough. I never saw her cry. But I was at my father’s bedside with my mother when he died, and I was glad that I’d come back.

After he died, the responsibility was on my shoulders. My mother said, ‘You need to see the bank manager; he wants to talk to you about the future of the farm.’ I’d never seen a bank manager in my life at that point. So off I went to an appointment with Mr Giddings, who told me that my mother would rather sell the farm so she could move away and start teaching again. She was only forty-seven, and she had a whole life in front of her. Mr Giddings had a customer willing to buy the farm for £12,000, but I couldn’t countenance selling. The farm had been in my family for more than a hundred years and I had a deep connection to it.

In the end, the bank manager loaned me the £12,000 to give to my mother to retire. He said that he thought I wasn’t a farmer and I wouldn’t be able to do it, but that he’d give me a couple of years to see how I got on, and then I could always sell the farm and go back to sea. He told me he’d have the deeds in his drawer, waiting.

It was a big responsibility for a nineteen-year-old to take on, but I really got stuck in. I had to find a job in the village for the chap who was working for my father, because there was no way I could afford to pay his wages. And then I did it all myself.

It was very hard work. I spent my twenties struggling like mad to keep it going and not let Mr Giddings down. I married Ruth, a local girl I’d known since childhood, but I’m afraid I was a pretty dreadful husband. I was trying to make the farm work, seven days a week, with no help at all. We had three children, one after another, but I just wasn’t in a position to have children – I didn’t have any money or anything. It wasn’t a happy time. Ruth did her best, but I was in a terrible place and it didn’t work out for us.

I first saw Jean in Knight’s chip shop in Glastonbury town, which is still there, in 1964, and fell in love. She was very beautiful and we shared similar roots, her having taught at the Methodist Sunday School in Glastonbury when she was younger. When we started seeing each other, everything fell into place. She loved the farm, enjoyed working on it and, like me, she had a passion for music.

Music had always been a big part of my life. I discovered Radio Luxembourg when I was at boarding school, and I’d listen to it every Sunday night, when Pete Murray and David Jacobs were on. Bill Haley and Bob Dylan captured my imagination, and although I never really went to concerts, I fell in love with pop music.

Before I met Jean, I’d rigged up a very primitive sound system to play music to myself and the cows in the parlour. It was a nine-foot-long pipe connected to a speaker and it made a hell of a sound. I used to play ‘Lola’ by the Kinks a lot – that was our big milking song.

One day in 1970, our baker lady who used to deliver bread to the farm arrived late. She told me it was because she’d been held up in all the traffic going to the blues festival. I had no idea what she was talking about. She told me it was this big event happening at the Bath & West Showground, a few miles from the farmhouse, and there were millions of people coming for it. ‘That sounds amazing!’ I said, to which she replied, ‘No, it’s horrible!’

Jean and I agreed that we should go there on the Sunday, after chapel, and it was absolutely incredible. They had Led Zeppelin and Pink Floyd and all these West Coast American bands. It was the whole flower-power era, and all the girls and blokes looked amazing. It was a very lovey-dovey affair, and emotional, too. I’d never seen anything like it in my life before – it just hit me for six.

We were standing there in this huge crowd and I turned to Jean and said, ‘I’m going to do one of these on the farm!’ If I remember rightly, her reply was, ‘Don’t be silly, you’ve no idea how.’

She was right, of course. I had absolutely no idea how to organise a concert. But the next morning, I called up Colston Hall in Bristol – which was the biggest venue in our area – and asked the girl for a number for the Kinks, our favourite band from the parlour. She told me you could buy a thing called the White Book from WHSmith, which was £6 and had all the numbers for talent agents in. But £6 was quite a lot for me at the time, so I said, ‘Yeah, but please can you give me the Kinks’ number now?’ And luckily she did.

I called up their manager and said I’d never done anything like this before, but I wanted the Kinks to play a festival on my farm. He said, ‘Okay, we’ll do it for £500.’ Looking back, I can’t believe how easy it was. I decided to only charge a pound for a ticket, which was much less than the blues festival had been, but I thought, Well, we only need 500 people to pay for the band.

That was in June, and I booked them for September, so I’d only given myself three months to organise my first ever event. I was just so excited, though. I was really carried away – I couldn’t think of anything else for the entire time.

I didn’t think to get in touch with the organiser of the blues festival – a guy called Freddy Bannister – to ask for help. He never did another event at the showground as he moved on to Knebworth, but he did call me years and years later and say, ‘So, I hear I inspired Glastonbury Festival. Am I going to get any commission?’

Of course, I had to announce to the people in Pilton village that I was putting on a festival, which was a bit of a sticky situation. My standing in the village was low because I’d left Ruth, who everyone saw as the perfect, angelic wife, and our three lovely daughters. The vicar thought I was headed for the lap of the devil, but he still let me print an announcement in the parish magazine about the festival. I think it would be fair to say that people weren’t too impressed with the idea of hundreds of music fans turning up in their village, but I ploughed on regardless.
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Michael and Jean Eavis together at Worthy Farm, 1970.



I phoned up the local paper, and the NME and Melody Maker, and asked them to write about it. Then disaster struck. The Kinks pulled out. They saw the piece in Melody Maker and I think it made them feel like this mini-festival run by a farmer was a bit beneath them. And, to be fair, it was. I had nothing apart from the idea, which they had twigged. They were spot on, really.
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The ‘world exclusive’ news story in the Pilton parish magazine where Michael set out his early vision for the Festival.



I thought, Oh my God, I’m going to have to cancel this. But my eldest daughter, Juliet, who was nine or ten at the time, said, ‘Daddy, you can’t! You’ll look such a fool if you cancel.’ So I decided that I had to keep it going one way or another. I phoned the Kinks’ agent and he said, ‘Well, as luck would have it, I’ve got Marc Bolan from T. Rex going through to play at Butlin’s in Minehead on the same weekend, and he’ll do it for the same £500.’ I counted my lucky stars.

I was thirty-four when I organised that first Festival in 1970. I discovered that I could take the strain without cracking up. In fact, it turned into a bit of a buzz. The stress of it all became almost like a drug. Life before that had just been carrying on much the same, and I’d been getting migraines in the mornings. The Festival stopped them, just like that. I think the stress was good for my head.
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The view from the top of the hill, 1971, sent to the farm by a family friend many years later.



The day of the Festival came on 19 September 1970, and a lot of nice people, hippies really, turned up saying, ‘This is a really cool place! It’s magic!’ ‘Really?’ I’d reply. ‘I’ve always found it a bit of a drag!’

It was the first time I’d met people like that, as Jean and I hadn’t really interacted with anyone at the blues festival. We’d just observed. But we spoke to our guests about the big anti-Vietnam movement, which really appealed to me. And, of course, there was all that incredible music.

It was the day after Jimi Hendrix died, and that was such a big thing. It really affected people, and it felt like the Festival was a tribute to him in a way – like we were celebrating his life.

I’d never met a rock star before, and Marc Bolan turned up in this incredible car – a huge American model, about eight-foot wide – which he’d covered in velvet, because he was glam rock. The problem was, he had to drive it down Muddy Lane to get onto the site, and because it was September there were thorns everywhere.

‘I’m not going down there, there are too many brambles,’ he said. I was telling him it’d be all right, while trying to brush off all the thorns that were sticking in the velvet. ‘Get off my car, man!’ was his response. He was very cross, and clearly wishing he hadn’t turned up, but I replied, ‘Look, you’re going to have to go down there – please. There are people waiting to listen to you.’

He made it eventually, and his show was absolutely fantastic – he was just out of this world. It was so inspiring to see the sun going down behind the little makeshift stage. And I think that set was what inspired me to carry on. I actually couldn’t pay him afterwards, though, because I didn’t have any money. I had to tell his agent that I’d pay him £100 a month for five months from the milk profits. And that’s what I did.

That first Festival was an incredible experience, and I think people enjoyed it, but a month or two after it I was feeling pretty depressed. There’s actually a picture of me on the wall in Emily’s office today, in which I’m staring at the ground like I’m thinking, My God, what have I done? I can remember exactly how I felt when that picture was taken. I’d lost a lot of money and things had got out of control – in truth, I didn’t know what I was doing. The event had been great, but I was absolutely penniless. It had all been hot air and magic.
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Michael in reflective mode after the 1970 Festival, from a framed copy in Emily’s office.



I think Jean was still a bit embarrassed about the whole thing at that point. Her family did quality control at the sheepskin factory in Street, and they were real disciplinarians. They all thought the Festival was just a whole lot of hippies wandering about being lazy and not working. Jean’s family did eventually come round to thinking that I was a good bloke, but it took a long time to get there.
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‘And it will be free . . .’: Andrew Kerr, once Randolph Churchill’s private secretary, moved from London to the West Country with dreams of establishing an alternative gathering.



Despite everything, I wanted to carry it on. There was already something really important about it to me.

By then, word had started to spread, and a man called Andrew Kerr, who’d been planning to do a free Glastonbury fair somewhere near the town, heard about it. He came down to see me with Arabella Churchill, Winston Churchill’s granddaughter, and John Michell, a famous writer who’d developed the ‘Earth mysteries’ movement and believed that the Glastonbury area had a sacred power. I got to know John quite well, and he did some dowsing, playing about with hazel twigs, to work out where the first Pyramid Stage should be. A mate of Andrew’s called Bill Harkin came up with the idea of the Pyramid. He was an architect and he wanted to recreate the Great Pyramid of Giza. It did look good at night when it was lit up, but it wasn’t weatherproof. When it rained, the bands had to stop playing.

Andrew’s gang were all slightly off their heads with LSD and they were smoking all day long, which I was a bit annoyed about. I wasn’t into drugs at all – I never have been. By then, I had four children – I’d had a son with Jean – and a huge responsibility to Mr Giddings the bank manager to succeed with the farm. I couldn’t muck around with stuff like that.

I allowed the 1971 Festival to happen, but it wasn’t my event. It became quite a trendy thing. It really caught the attention of the media, I think because of Arabella – who was quite well-known – and all the highfalutin stuff they were saying about doing away with capitalism, the summer solstice, the anti-war movement and having a more sharing society.

A lot of their ideals seemed to fit with my Methodism, particularly being against war and having a more egalitarian society. So I was mentally on board with it all and I was excited by the concept, plus they were going to give me some rent which would help pay off my debts. But the reality was different. There were all these crazy people on acid everywhere and it was quite frightening. I had nothing in common with those people.

Then, at the end, they all ran away and left me in even more debt. It was a right mess. The farm was a state, people hadn’t been paid, it wasn’t a nice thing at all. Andrew didn’t have the means to pay for all his ideas and I had to foot all the bills. It turned out that for all their well-meaning ideas and theories they didn’t really care. They had a good time and they weren’t worried about the consequences of it. I wouldn’t say I enjoyed that Festival.

Arabella did come back, though. I think she realised I’d been a bit of a rock in 1971 and so she attached herself to me. And although we didn’t put on another Festival until the end of the decade, we continued through the seventies with lots of unofficial, free events where people just turned up at the farm and partied for a few days. There was one of these every year, and I enjoyed hanging out with the people who came. There was a rapport developing.

In 1979, Arabella came and said, ‘Look, why don’t we do a proper Festival again?’ She had a bit more money to put into it, and she was working with Bill Harkin again. They told me that they knew what they were doing and that I should stay out of it, which I was happy enough to do.

But then, a few weeks before the event, they came to me and said, ‘Michael, we’re going to have to cancel the Festival because we’ve run out of money.’ My heart sank. We had Peter Gabriel playing, and most of Genesis – to cancel would have been a nightmare. They were like that, though; if they ran into trouble, they’d just walk away. They didn’t really stand their ground.

Eventually, they told me that if I could find £15,000 we could keep the Festival going. I went to see my bank manager in Wells, by then a man called John Williams, and he said, ‘You must be off your head.’ I told him I really did want to borrow the money, and he told me that he’d have to escalate it to his boss in Bristol. In the end they approved the loan, but I had to give them the deeds to the farm.

It was absolute madness, really. I could have lost the farm. I’d lost considerable amounts of money on the two occasions the Festival had happened previously. And, even though the milk price was quite good at that time, I was still only just breaking even on the farm side of things. But I knew we had some wonderful people playing, and I just thought it would be a goer. And because the bank in Bristol said, ‘Make sure Mr Eavis signs every cheque himself or we won’t honour them,’ it meant I was back in charge of the show.

It was a marvellous event. The weather was nice – I dread to think what would have happened if it hadn’t been – and the bands were great. John Martyn’s set that year was one of my best Glastonbury moments. Twelve thousand people showed up. It was a huge success.
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The 1971 Glastonbury Fair Pyramid Stage designer Bill Harkin (pictured right in 1971) and the sketch from his dream that led to its creation.
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The comprehensive Bath and Somerset Constabulary official report after the event; highlighted are some of the more far-sighted observations by Chief Constable K. W. L. Steele.
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A peaceful afternoon scene from the relatively small-scale 1971 Festival.



Of course, I still had to pay the £15,000 back. Arabella introduced me to a shabby-looking character called Straight Mick who she said was in charge of all the money.

‘What, him?’ I replied. But she insisted. So I turned to Straight Mick: ‘I’m going to need the first £15,000 off the gate to take to the bank in Wells.’

‘No, no, no,’ he replied. ‘That is not happening.’

I told him it absolutely was happening or he could walk away from the job right now.

I got a driver, and Straight Mick eventually appeared with the £15,000 in a bag, which he was hanging onto pretty tightly. He wasn’t a very pleasant character – I think he was a drug dealer or something. We got to Wells, and he got out of the car clutching the bag and a baseball bat. I asked him to put the bat away as I knew lots of people in Wells and it was embarrassing to be walking around with this dodgy-looking character with a bat. ‘I don’t care,’ he replied. ‘I’m not losing this money.’

John Williams was waiting for us at the door of the bank. He looked pretty shocked to see Straight Mick arriving with his baseball bat, holding a bag of cash. It was like we were bank robbers in reverse. I’ve seen John in the last few years and he still laughs about it now. But he got the £15,000 back, and I got my farm back.

So I suppose we ended the seventies on a bit of a high. But I was forty-four by then and knew what I was doing – I was able to stand on my own feet. That third Festival was definitely the best we’d had, with the biggest attendance, and it won a lot of respect from the general public. By the time we got round to the next one – in 1981 – it was my show and I was fully in charge of everything again.
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One of local newspaper photographer Brian Walker’s classic shots from the first Festival.
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1970

CAPACITY: 2,500
TICKET PRICE: £1

Inspired equally by the Bath Festival of Blues and Progressive Music at the nearby Bath & West Showground (featuring Led Zeppelin, Frank Zappa, Jefferson Airplane and Pink Floyd) and his own deeply ingrained spirit of Methodist non-conformism, Michael Eavis decided to launch his own event in the peaceful Vale of Avalon at the end of the summer of 1970. The site was the 110-acre dairy farm passed down to him through the family; the original theme was ‘Harvest Festival’, complete with ox roast and free milk. Potential attendees were promised the Kinks, sheltered camping, light shows, DJ Mad Mick, Alan Bown, Duster Bennett and Stackridge for just £1. Unfortunately, the headliners pulled out soon after the tickets were printed. They were eventually replaced by Marc Bolan’s T. Rex, who took the gig on the way to another show at Butlin’s in Minehead. News of Jimi Hendrix’s tragically early death also came just one day before the gates opened. Despite the setbacks, over 2,000 people eventually gathered at Worthy Farm, with the Central Somerset Gazette praising both audience and organiser with the headline ‘Happy Atmosphere at Pop Show’.
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Marc Bolan, pictured here on stage at Glastonbury in 1970, was the last-minute replacement for The Kinks.
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Snapshots from the very first Festival lay hidden among the plates on the kitchen dresser at Worthy Farm throughout Emily’s childhood. David Green’s images of bands, musicians and special guests, among them Quintessence, Ian A. Anderson and Keith Christmas, also include the very first appearance of a BBC news camera at Worthy Farm.
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One of the late Ron Reid’s iconic images from Glastonbury Fair.





Thomas H. Green

Writer

I’ve been to Glastonbury Festival eighteen times. I’ve written tens of thousands of words about it. I’ve dived into it bodily, wholeheartedly, revelling in the idyllic and the depraved, the mind-fried and the utopian. It’s woven its way into my heart. I’ve wept in its fields when my life seemed broken (while the Wombles played – it was that line about how Uncle Bulgaria ‘can remember the days when he wasn’t behind the times’), and I’ve been so high my insides glowed with a confetti of joy as 808 State loosed their fireworks to the sky. I’ve even been on Worthy Farm during a fallow year, sat at night beside a gnarled, centuries-old oak tree contemplating, as owls hooted, Anne Goode’s white-lit, two-storey crucifix emblazoned on darkness across the valley.

But here’s a funny thing. I wasn’t initially keen. In the 1980s I resisted going to Glastonbury. I had this idea in my head of a brown swampland inhabited by multiple damp, blanket-draped replicas of comedy hippy Neil out of the The Young Ones. For those too young to recall this TV sitcom, Neil, played by Nigel Planer, was a lank, energy-sapping, flares-wearing mope who’d drone phrases such as ‘vegetable rights and peace, man’. He was pejorative perceptions of hippiedom incarnate. I thought then that Glastonbury would be full of such pasty long-hairs eating mung beans and listening to interminable prog ‘jams’. I sure as hell didn’t need that in my life.
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A makeshift viewing platform in 1971.



But, persuaded by my arty, hippy-friendly younger sister, I finally made it there. What did I find? What do you think? Pasty long-hairs, of course, eating mung beans and listening to interminable prog ‘jams’. It’s true! But there was also so much more. Aside from the music, theatre, circus, the acid, the sheer scale of the lunacy, something was alive at Glastonbury that Britain was moving away from: the true and brilliant face of all that sixties and seventies stuff, the counterculture. Here at the Festival, it still hummed with energy, woven with something bawdy, ancient and rustic. What was going on? Where did these tribes appear from? How did this happen? If they – we – all got together, we could surely change things for the better. I left feeling that way. And I have done every time since. Well, that and, to paraphrase Pulp, as if I’ve ‘left an important part of my brain somewhere in a field in Somerset’.

It’s now thirty years since I first attended Glastonbury. The 1960s are even further back in history. They’ve become worn, the very idea of them fatigued by endless reportage. The whole decade’s been kernelled down to grainy video clips of round-faced girls with ironed hair dancing in parks, all flowery kaftans and body paint; propeller-buffeted snippets of American conscripts scurrying from Huey helicopters into tall-grassed jungle clearings; everything evocatively soundtracked by Buffalo Springfield’s mighty ‘For What It’s Worth’. They’ve craftily rendered the sixties a naïve aberration, a stylistic footnote lit by kaleidoscopic oil-wheel bubbles, a Sgt. Pepper’s fancy dress party.

Don’t believe it. The sixties’ impact is everywhere and ongoing, alive in multitudes of idealistic movements buoyed, consciously or otherwise, by pop-art politics and Marshall McLuhan, alive in so many organisations seeking social justice, individual freedom and planetary welfare. This sixties is certainly still thriving at Glastonbury Festival. From a therapy tipi, high in The Green Fields, which advertises the use of tantric sex to ‘heal co-dependency issues’, you can wander all the way down to the giant screens beside the Pyramid Stage that powerfully push the global charity WaterAid. Activism and ideas thrive amid the pursuit of pleasure – why should they be separated? – and, as ever, American anarchist mystic Hakim Bey’s notion of the ‘temporary autonomous zone’ springs to mind.

Like all explosions, the outer regions are hit after the epicentre. So it was with the 1960s. For those not in the urban hubs of San Francisco, Swinging London or similar, it took a while for the shock waves to reach them. In the case of a 34-year-old Pilton dairy farmer and his wife, who attended the Bath Festival of Blues and Progressive Music in 1970, it took until the end of the decade. Glastonbury carried the torch on, blossoming ever-after, often as if the sixties had never stopped. But there was always more to it than a fire lit by Led Zeppelin on a late Sunday evening in June.

Methodism came into being in the mid-eighteenth century, reconnecting Christianity with the working man through big outdoor events (see where I’m going here). John Wesley, Methodism’s founding figure, emphasised that the way to heaven was through service to the community, through actively helping your fellow man. It was not an inward-looking philosophy, but a religion of positive action.

Michael Eavis has never been minded to worry much about what God is or may be. He’s about getting on with things. There must have been a glimpse of something, some sort of vision, when he put on that first Festival in 1970. A lover of music, he was ripe and ready for an adventure, and the counterculture’s appeal was as much down to its sense of mischief and fun as its politics. From the start, the Festival was bedded deep in the sometimes whimsical utopian dreaming of the sixties. Eavis was to eventually join the dots between this and his own heritage.

It’s been said that after the financial losses of the 1970 Festival, Michael Eavis wasn’t really into the idea of the Festival throughout the seventies. The suggestion is that the hippies basically ran things at the 1971 Festival, with Eavis on the sidelines. Then, after a number of fallow years, the ramshackle 1979 event only happened at the insistence of Arabella Churchill. All of the above is true, but it misses the point. Eavis was there in the middle of the Festival every time, helping out, getting stuck in, on point with logistics, guiding and chivvying towards greater efficiency, learning the mindset of this rising generation of scattershot idealists. He absorbed the convictions and aesthetics of the high sixties, but did so during the seventies, and at the decade’s end he was ready to take the bull by the horns, even putting up the deeds to his farm for a loan with Barclays Bank. This was a punt that could have destroyed his livelihood. Still the profits were donated to the UN Year of the Child charity. The true seeding of the contemporary festival, its values and overall feel, happened right there and then.
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PILTON GOES POP, A digest of the proposed pop festival,
by Mr. Michael Evis.
Thank you for giving me the opportunity to explain to
SEPTEMBER the village the details of my pop music venture, at

Worthy Farm.
The first, and probably the most important fact is
S‘XPENCE i that it will,in no way resemble the "Blues Festival" at

the Fair Ground of the Bath and West. One reason for
this is that I have only spent a hundredth part of their
costs, which accounts for my estimate of 2000 as the
probable number of audience. The type of music which T
envisage is basically POP with a more local appeal. It
is not expected that people will come from a great dis-
tance especially in view of the fact that the Isle of
Wight Festival will have taken place only 3 weeks pre-
viously.

I wish to give the image of a Festival to celebrate
the incoming of the Harvest, and if the sale of tickets
is sufficient to justify it, to include the roasting

of an ox over an open fire.

I have booked ten groups which will provide 12 hours
of "live" music from 2 p.m. to 2 a.m. on Saturday and
Sunday night 19-20th September. The bands vary in type
from the KINKS to the MARSUPALAMI (in which Jessica
Stanley Clarke plays).

I think anyone would agree that the site of Worthy
Farm is a suitable venue for such an occasion and is
sufficiently distant from the village as not to cause
a nuisance. I also intend to use the road from Spring-
fields pass Stricklands shop, up Copse Hill and directly
to the farm, and in this way passing only four houses
and so leaving the other roads free.

I certainly do not anticipate any trouble, but if
_____ r % S 3 there is, I will be personally responsible. I hope to
s s p = be still around when it is all over and prepared to

> meet any complaints. I neither expect to make a
fortune nor to disappear to the Bahamas. In fact

T will be fortunate if I cover my costs.
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109. Quite apart fron the amenity question, the cost to the cormunity
is consideradle. This arises not only from the sctual cost of policing
the Festivals, in the case of Pilton a figure of approximately £5,847,
tut also in the lack of pclice service to the remainder of the
comunity when officers are withdrawn to deal with such functions.

110, As far as generel law and order is concerned the problems are
not great, due to the pacific nature of the patrons. The question of
drugs is another matter, however, and one mst accept that if large
mubers of young people are allowed to congregate together on private
proporty at such Festivals, it becomes extremely difficult to enforce
the laws relating to dangerous drugs.

107, 3y experience the Joczl reidents now Jmow tetter and it ds
wnderstood that local pressure is being divected towards EAVIS not
to allow his farc to be used again for Festivals of this nature,
In sddition, one lecal resident has already sought legal advice as
to civil injunction proceedings in the event of a further festival
being conienplated on this same property.

108, Such Pestivals are now not an unususl phenomenon of our times,
but local public oyinion is becoming increasingly intolerant of the
probless which they create.

111, I appreciate that the question of legislation has its difficulties
and that the control of Pop Festivals could erbrace the unnecessary
control of other innocent public activities. However, some system of
loensing by Local Authorities, similar to that which exists in othor
places of public entertainzent would at least emsure that reasonable
conditions regarding public health, public safety and goneral

compliance with the law conld be imposed. The delicate question of
Police right of access to the site could also then be resolveds It

is my considered opinion thet, if such Festivals are to continue some
such messures are clearly necescary.
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