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Foreword
Anna Sui



I first became aware of Granny Takes A Trip as a Detroit kid devouring music and fashion magazines.


Every major band travelled through Detroit; at the concerts I noticed an extraordinary group of people, who I soon found out were decked in Granny’s designs. One guy had even travelled to London to pick up pieces from the original King’s Road store. He looked stunning in a tailored velvet suit and snakeskin patchwork boots to which he added a walking stick.


Flights to London would only cost $99, so quite a few people were doing it to check out first-hand the British style we were all obsessed with. I had dinner recently with Norma Kamali, who worked for an airline then, and she told me how she would visit Dandie Fashions and later Granny’s, picking up designs you’d rarely find in the US for herself and her friends, stocking her first boutique with clothes from London. She was on the road to becoming one of our greatest designers.


So, I knew something of Granny’s aesthetic when I arrived in New York as a student. Here, as in Detroit, there would be striking people at clubs, rock concerts and parties, who were invariably wearing Granny Takes A Trip. Then I visited the 59th Street store Jumping Jack Flash and learned that some of their clothes were in the Granny’s mix.


You had to find this out for yourself because there was very little documentation about Granny’s or any street fashion culture, apart from a rare article in the fashion or national press; so you’d only see glimpses in the form of little pictures in music magazines or by asking what someone was wearing.


By this time, their look was feeding into the scene around the New York Dolls as they emerged, which made it exciting. At the opening of a club called Ashley’s, I saw a guy coming through the revolving doors in a white satin suit with black stripes and thought, ‘Oh, it’s a Keith Richards lookalike.’ But it was Keith, looking supreme in Granny’s.
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My friends and I would pore over photographs of Keith, identifying which pieces of his mix-and-match clothing came from there. He and Anita Pallenberg – who later became a very close and cherished friend – would swap Granny’s clothes all the time: velvet trousers, whether in Burgundy red, pink or shimmering gold, or satin shirts with ruffles looking magnificent on both.


I got to know Johnny Ramone, who married my good friend Linda. Johnny would tell me how important Granny’s had been. He kept his black velvet Granny’s suit from back in the day, before the punk and CBGBs thing kicked in. There was a club called Nobody’s on Bleecker Street in the Village, where all the rock guys hung out. There’s even a photo of Johnny in full Ramones gear on the subway with his guitar in a Granny’s shopping bag…


In a way, Granny’s summed up the quintessential look of rock stars and a select number of fans in America at that time. The haircuts, the stack-heeled boots, the matching jacket, vest and pants, the scarves – this was the dressed-up look, since most people were in T-shirts, sneakers and jeans.


Occasionally a designer will revive elements of this look in contemporary designs, but that seems to be happening less and less, particularly because athleisure and hip-hop style now prevail. This is one of the reasons I paid tribute to Granny’s in my Spring 2015 collection. It had been prompted by an eBay acquisition of yards of vintage Sanderson linen fabric bearing William Morris prints.


Recalling images of George Harrison and Jimi Hendrix in those printed jackets from Granny’s, I made some jackets for dear friends, including the late painter Duncan Hannah, and featured a few in the show. I wrote to John Pearse – having met him through Anita – to tell him it was a homage, and he was very gracious in his response.


I’d say that jacket exemplifies the best of Granny’s design aesthetic. It’s a combination of rock-star swagger with psychedelic and Arts & Crafts references, so totally English as to be almost exotic to us in the States at the time. It still looks extraordinary today.


My favourite period of the Granny’s story – which is unravelled in this fascinating book – is probably the early-70s look I first encountered in Detroit and New York. Now, I can see that it incorporated the Dandie Fashions peacock style and The Beatles’ experience with Apple Tailoring, and brought in influential people like the gallerist Robert Fraser and the antiques dealer Christopher Gibbs. Anita would always tell me how they were the style-setters then; what they discovered in places from Carnaby Street and Savile Row to India and Afghanistan became the thing.


To me, Keith and Anita are undoubtedly the paragons of Granny’s style. They outshone everybody by wearing Granny’s with Moroccan, vintage or other clothing so insouciantly. It’s breathtaking to look at them now, just as it is to consider the importance of Granny Takes A Trip to popular culture.


Anna Sui, New York







Foreword
Amber Butchart



The boutique explosion of the 1960s and 70s is regularly mythologised for its innovative contribution to fashion history, and yet most people might only have a cursory understanding of the crucial role played by Granny Takes A Trip. The astounding shop frontages may brilliantly communicate the vibrancy of the youthquake years but this book goes behind the shop façades to deliver an all-embracing wealth of anecdotes, first-hand testimonies and insightful intelligence, from Granny’s founding in King’s Road in 1966, to the subsequent expansion to Manhattan and Hollywood, and ultimate decline at the dawn of the 80s.


I welcome, too, the fact that Granny’s co-founder Sheila Cohen is now written back into a story that has too often been focused on male players at the expense of women. In these pages she is finally granted her rightful place as the person who underpinned the entire venture.


My own research into these areas of fashion culture has usually centred on the more obvious female-fronted businesses of the era, such as Biba and Mary Quant, and how their design approaches responded to technological developments and provided new silhouettes for women. So, I was overjoyed to get a chance to learn more about Granny’s in 2017 when I hosted a panel about the shop at an event with Cohen’s partners John Pearse and Nigel Waymouth. It was a revelation that the sale of Cohen’s deadstock and antique clothing set the Granny’s ball rolling. I began my career as the buyer for a vintage clothing company and this had huge professional and personal resonance: here was a pivotal moment in the story of the rag trade, when used clothing was prized and appreciated, something which has led to the huge interest in pre-loved items that we experience today.


This book is also important because it follows the story beyond London. The mythologies of boutique culture tend to focus on Britain and even just a few streets in the capital, so by bending the narrative arc outwards to New York and Los Angeles, Paul Gorman has successfully broadened the outlook into unfamiliar territory, giving a global context to what we usually think of as a very British tale.
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As is made clear, such international impact was largely down to Freddie Hornik, a fascinating figure whose life and engagement with fashion are chronicled remarkably, aided by unique personal materials, such as his extraordinary scrapbook and notes for his unpublished memoir.


We have much to learn from the history of Granny’s today, in terms of not only upcycling and shopping second-hand but also consuming more sustainably and in a mindful, slow way by developing connoisseurship and adjusting existing clothing so that it is loved for as long as it can be. There was a time when second-hand clothes were associated with necessity and to some extent poverty; Granny’s transformed those views by showing how such pieces could be used instead to express personal style.


It’s interesting to note that Granny’s sprang into being at the same time as the fast-fashion cycle started to spin, with Carnaby Street and the birth of the high street as dominant consumer forces. This was the beginning of the democratisation of fashion and a critical point on the road to the way we buy and the way we wear now. And so, Granny’s has more relevance to contemporary life than many of its peers, by reinforcing the appreciation of existing clothing twinned with the fundamental need to restrain the rampant manufacturing and accompanying exploitation now baked into the system.


In all of its manifestations, Granny’s was essentially anti-fast fashion; the lessons we take from its existence are immeasurable.


Amber Butchart, author, broadcaster and fashion historian







Prologue



South London Crematorium, Merton


12 March 2009


On a cold spring afternoon in deepest south London, I found myself in unusual circumstances: giving a eulogy for a man I had met just once, for two hours, three months earlier.


That was over mid-morning coffee in London’s Groucho Club, where the taciturn fellow munched handfuls of sugar cubes straight from the bowl and peered at me across the table as I prodded and probed at his memories of a life lived larger than most.


I learned how the unlikely-looking cove, lanky at six-foot-four in a baggy grey suit and Chuck Taylors, was a survivor of the fastest-living sets of the last century and in particular the demi-mondes of London, Manhattan, Hollywood and Paris in the 1960s and 70s.


His name was Freddie Hornik.


In December 2008, when we met, Freddie was a 64-year-old retired taxicab rank operator, living alone but for his little Patterdale terrier Ruby in the hinterland around Croydon. Yet the Converse on his feet, the jeep parked outside and his seen-it-all-before air attracted sly glances from even seasoned Groucho habitués. Who was this guy?


A good question. Here was the person who had survived a post Second World War ‘death march’ across Europe as an infant, trained as a tailor in London, become a member of the street fashion elite and, at the age of twenty-five, assumed control of the hippest clothing store on the planet – Granny Takes A Trip.


Subsequently he’d opened branches in the US, applying a business nous that ensured the clothes sold through his boutiques adorned not only the bodies of Faye Dunaway, Anita Pallenberg, Pattie Boyd, Jimi Hendrix, Miles Davis, Elton John, Rod Stewart and the Faces (on Top of the Pops) and John Lennon (in the Imagine video) but also the covers of such epochal albums as the Stones’ Exile on Main Street, 3 + 3 by the Isley Brothers, Todd Rundgren’s Something/Anything? and Lou Reed’s Transformer.
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488 King’s Road in 1969 after acquisition by Freddie Hornik.








The Groucho encounter had been sparked by a find in a public library: a portrait of Hornik taken in 1969 for the Daily Telegraph Magazine which I subsequently featured in my 2006 book, The Look: Adventures in Rock & Pop Fashion. My researches hadn’t enabled me to track Freddie down; the word around ex-acquaintances was that he was, uh, dead, such had been his excessive lifestyle.


After all, Gene Krell, the New Yorker Hornik drafted in to run Granny’s in London when it scaled the heights of rock-star glamour and decadence, provided me with one of the book’s more instructive quotes: ‘The richer we got, the more expensive the drugs we took. People started to die.’


Among them was Granny’s customer Jimi Hendrix, who ordered his last set of clothes from the King’s Road branch two days before his end. Meanwhile, Krell himself and his boyishly handsome ladies’-man partner, Marty Breslau, both succumbed to serious addiction, the latter, like brilliant Granny’s designer Dinah Adams and others in their circle, meeting an early death as a result.


Not long after The Look’s publication, I received a series of emails from a total stranger. Alex Jarrett informed me that his cousin Freddie Hornik was very much alive and keen to tell all. In the course of our correspondence, Jarrett mentioned that Hornik had maintained for five decades a fiercely guarded scrapbook of his life in fashion; this totem contained personal photos, cuttings and ephemera which promised a pop culture treasure trove.


Coincidentally, The Look had also prompted contact from the American artists’ agent Roger Klein, who had worked as a young man for Hornik at Granny’s in Los Angeles. In the event, Klein’s club membership effected the Groucho meet; Klein even travelled from La Jolla, California, to see his former employer for the first time in thirty-odd years.


It felt good to share in the enjoyment of their reintroduction and, by the end of our time together, I gathered I had gained Hornik’s trust when he invited me to his home, where he proposed talking me through the scrapbook.


We arranged a date and subsequently spoke a couple of times, but phone messages left at the beginning of the week I was to visit brought no responses. Then I received a mail from Alex Jarrett informing me that Hornik had been found dead, his constitution weakened by decades-long illnesses relating to having contracted hepatitis in the 1970s.
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‘The final chapter is closed,’ wrote Jarrett, who asked me to deliver a eulogy at the funeral service, explaining that Hornik had never been one to share with his family. It hit me: Freddie had told me more about his exciting life and times in our brief encounter than he had communicated to people he had known his entire life.


And so there I was, at the lectern in the South London Crematorium on that cold afternoon, providing a valediction to the scant crowd, among them Alan Holston, the friend who introduced Freddie to the doomed Guinness scion Tara Browne in the 60s, and Jenny Green, the heiress girlfriend who put up some of her trust fund to help establish Granny’s in Los Angeles in the early 70s.


The sadness of the day was compounded by the fact that I had fulfilled a request of Freddie’s issued at our Groucho encounter to find Green; he declared to Klein and me that she was the love of his life but that they hadn’t been in touch for decades. The time it took to locate Green meant that my first contact with her came after his demise.


Cut to a morning in the summer of 2014, a good five years after the funeral. The postman knocked and handed me a package from Alex Jarrett. Here at last was Freddie’s scrapbook, a battered black file emblazoned with fluoro-green stickering proclaiming ‘Granny Takes A Trip, 8953 SUNSET BLVD. – HOLLYWOOD’. The padded envelope in which it came also contained Hornik’s handwritten notes for an unpublished memoir.


From the scrapbook cascaded plastic-sealed photographs – snaps of Elton John outside that Sunset Strip shop proudly holding up a zebra-print version of the jacket he wore on the cover of his 1974 album Caribou, press images of the bedazzling Granny’s storefronts produced by Hornik’s predecessor Nigel Waymouth, handwritten lists of thousands of dollars’ worth of stock on the brand’s fin-de-siècle headed paper, cuttings from rare Japanese magazines, adverts from long-lost underground newspapers…


These caused me to flash on the remarkable events that occurred under Granny’s aegis: the trio that founded the shop – Waymouth, Sheila Cohen and John Pearse – creating a truly alternative third space blending art installation with retail innovation, fashion audacity and graphic provocation; the nervous student Salman Rushdie’s attempts to engage being dismissed with Cohen’s peremptory ‘Conversation’s dead, man?’; mightily manic Keith Moon taking five hours to choose an outfit for an Oscars party and then trying to pay with half a credit card; Elton in tears at a gift of a pair of exotic glasses (‘because nobody ever gives me anything’); Keith Richards pretending to confront London Granny’s manager Marty Breslau with a sword for tattling to Anita Pallenberg about a liaison; Freddie’s aunt Alice hastily embroidering the velvet suit worn by Lou Reed on the Transformer cover; Gram Parsons sleeping in the shop, so besotted was he by Granny’s western-style suits…


I also pondered Granny Takes A Trip itself, the shape-shifting entity which moved across time and space and is as much a character in this tale as the panoply of personalities pushed to their creative limits – and, in some cases, cursed – by its name.


‘Let us say that I am sending you these on permanent loan,’ Alex Jarrett wrote in his letter accompanying the scrapbook and memoir notes. ‘You can use this material as you see fit. You have my permission to do so.’


And so it is that the fable of Granny Takes A Trip can at last be told.


Paul Gorman, London, 2024
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Introduction



This is the story of an odd retail venture opened by three young people in a tiny shop in a depressed part of London which became an international byword for flamboyant fashion design, drug experimentation, psychedelic graphics and all manner of countercultural activity.


This tumultuous narrative, which unfolded over a decade and a half on both sides of the Atlantic and involved a cast of often unique, sometimes entitled, usually talented and occasionally troubled individuals, is akin to an episodic epic by Dickens – Granny Takes A Trip at 488 King’s Road as Bleak House, maybe? – or a Robert Altman ensemble piece where participants emerge, co-mingle and either self-destruct or survive as if at an omniscient authority’s whim.


Meantime, an intertwined storyline delineates the ways in which a pampered generation came a cropper when innocence, sartorial indulgence and creative invention curdled as a result of infighting, financial mismanagement, drug excess and, sometimes, pure bad luck. Given the hair-raising activities and experiences of some of the individuals, it is no surprise that a relative few have made old bones.


The chronicle of the world that swirled around Granny Takes A Trip is dominated by privileged white men; this is a regrettable sign of the times, particularly when key figures who have been given short shrift in previous retellings include Sheila Cohen – her collection of vintage ‘Granny’ clothing gave rise to the shemozzle, after all – and Jenny Green, who funded the opening of the branch in Los Angeles and stocked it with designs from the likes of Malcolm McLaren and Vivienne Westwood at the start of their careers. There is also a glaring absence of those from LGBT+ communities at this time when the liberalisation of laws pertaining to consenting adults of the same sex was crystallising, as well as an under-representation of people of colour, though customers such as Miles Davis, Jimi Hendrix, the Isley Brothers, Nile Rodgers and the uptown stylers of New York helped elevate the Granny’s aesthetic in the public imagination.
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Selected London addresses of the world that swirled around Granny Takes A Trip 1966-80.







	488 King’s Road – Granny Takes A Trip (1966–76)


	22 Cale Street – Hung On You (1965–7)


	430 King’s Road – Hung On You (1967–9)
Mr Freedom (1969–70)
Paradise Garage (1971)
Let It Rock (1971–2)
Too Fast To Live Too Young To Die (1973–4)
Sex (1974–6)
Seditionaries (1976–80)
Worlds End (1981–present)


	161a King’s Road – Dandie Fashions (1967–8)
Apple Tailoring (1968)


	253 King’s Road – Emmerton & Lambert, Chelsea Antiques Market (1966–71)


	52 Radnor Walk – Quorum (1965–70)


	304 King’s Road – Alkasura (1969–75)


	167 Fulham Road – The Universal Witness (1969–73)


	28 Blantyre Street – The Sweet Shop (1967–70)


	Dartrey Terrace – Gandalf’s Garden (1967–9)


	436 King’s Road – Dragon Tea House (1968–70)


	10 Hollywood Road – Hollywood Clothes Shop (1970–2)


	20 Kensington Church Street – Mr Freedom (1970–2)


	19–21 Kensington Church Street – Biba (1969–72)


	124–6 Kensington High Street – Biba (1972–5)


	135–7 King’s Road – Top Gear/Countdown (1965–70)


	341 King’s Road – Allsop, Brindle & Boyle (1969–74)


	400 King’s Road – Granny Takes A Trip (1976–80)





The principals of this tale were united in their emergence from the wash of post-Second World War popular culture. Whether born in Brno, Blackpool, Brownsville, Dublin, Himachal Pradesh, Santa Monica, Sheffield or Sydney, their lives collided in explosive ways as a result of combined interests in shaking up austere, repressed, class-ridden Britain and hide-bound, white-bread America.


So why was Granny Takes A Trip the vehicle for such aspirations and desires? In England at this time, as British architect Drew Plunkett has noted, boutiques appeared ‘seemingly spontaneously, often without the benefit of interior designers: feral interiors in the public realm, vanity projects by the few individuals affluent enough to rent premises and buy stock’.


‘No one put their name above a shop, as every outfitter hitherto had done,’ said Plunkett. ‘Instead, names strove to be witty, punning or allusive. Most traders affected disregard for conventional business practice or couldn’t be bothered to grapple with its modest challenges.’1


The ball had been set rolling in the mid-50s in the teeth of the prevalence of the Teds, Britain’s first mass youth cult, with the establishment of the world’s earliest boutiques specifically for young people: Bazaar, established in the King’s Road by Mary Quant and her partner Alexander Plunket Greene to meet the demands of contemporary girls and women, and muscle-boy photographer Basil ‘Bill’ Green’s Vince Man’s Shop in Soho, which appealed to sartorially adventurous, often gay, boys and men.


Their stories have been told elsewhere, not least by me in the editions of my book The Look, but suffice it to say that while Quant contributed to the social liberation of young womanhood by introducing equal measures of sexiness and comfort into everyday wear, Green’s employee John Stephen picked up the Vince gauntlet and commercialised the use of colour and daring cut and fit in men’s clothes – a five-inch rise on a pair of trousers was enough to give society the vapours in those days – to become the ‘£1m Mod’, the ‘King of Carnaby Street’, riding around town in a white Roller with his matching white Alsatian and turning that West End backwater into an international byword for Swinging London’s fast fashion.


In his survey of the youthful business successes of the period, The Young Meteors, Jonathan Aitken – then the ambitious scion of the Beaverbrook publishing empire and later a disgraced Tory MP turned Anglican priest – recognised that personal style and visual identity rivalled music in the concerns of mid-60s youth. ‘The fashion revolution (is) the most significant influence on the mood and mores of the younger generation in the last decade,’ wrote Aitken.2


When the rag traders – Take 6, Lord John, the rest – inevitably elbowed their way in and exploited the market to the hilt, the pop culture action-reaction cycle started to swing as rejection of modernity’s shiny materialism flickered among a small group of adventurous youths. They looked back, not with the bogus nostalgia of the Teds who had clung onto spurious notions of British supremacy in the Edwardian era, but with an appreciation of the art-for-art’s-sake gangs: Wildean aesthetes, exquisites, outsiders and the overlooked from the late Victorian era to the 1930s.


As interest in second-hand and dead-stock clothes built, so the long-undervalued graphic work of ill-fated Aubrey Beardsley, French-British illustrator Edmund Dulac, Czech artist Alfons Mucha, Golden Age illustrator Arthur Rackham and the insane fairy-tale creations of Richard Dadd and Louis Wain crept into vogue.


Preparation of the ground for the coming age of hippie was cemented in the summer of 1965 when Britain’s counterculture coalesced around the so-called Wholly Communion: the sell-out International Poetry Incarnation headlined by beat figures Allen Ginsberg and Lawrence Ferlinghetti at the Royal Albert Hall, where those with a shared interest in alternative lifestyles and mind-expanding activities gathered in force.
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Nigel Waymouth and Sheila Cohen, 1966.
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Waymouth, Cohen and John Pearse outside the newly opened shop, February 1966.





‘That’s 7,000 of us,’ the late underground press mainstay and front man of The Deviants Mick Farren told me through the smoke of his eyrie on another King’s Road – in West Hollywood – 35 years later. ‘Everyone was fucking amazed at the amount of people who showed up. It really was the start of something new.’3


For three Londoners – twenty-one-year-old Sheila Cohen, John Pearse, nineteen, and Nigel Waymouth, twenty-four – it was time to pool their resources and enter the fray.







[image: A black-and-white photo of a young woman with brown hair and a woolly poloneck who stares directly at the camera.]
The woman who started it all. Portrait of Sheila Cohen, aged twenty-one, taken by her partner Nigel Waymouth in 1965.
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PART ONE



Dreams







1



The journey to World’s End


The person who conjured the name Granny Takes A Trip for an experimental hub pushing the boundaries of acceptable taste surrounding fashion design and retailing was born Nigel Norman de Glanville Waymouth in 1941 in Kasauli, a town in the north Indian state Himachal Pradesh, where his father was serving as a wing commander in the Royal Air Force. Trevor Waymouth, of British and New Zealand parentage, had himself been born in Buenos Aires and returned to Argentina with his family after the Second World War to become managing director of the national airline British South American Airways (later merged with British Airways’ predecessor BOAC).


Having spent his childhood in Argentina, on the collapse of his parents’ marriage in the early 50s young Nigel accompanied his mother to live in the north London suburb of Stanmore, where, like many teenagers, he gravitated towards music emanating from America, though his interest in rock ’n’ roll was displaced by a passion for the blues after an encounter with a Muddy Waters record in a shop in neighbouring Edgware: ‘I’d gone in to buy Elvis’s “Don’t Be Cruel” but saw this LP and thought, “Anybody with a name like this has to be of interest.” I put it on and it sent shivers down my spine. I never looked back.’1


On leaving school at the turn of the 60s Waymouth became a student at London’s University College, where he became secretary of the college jazz society, filing an article for its journal on the occasion when he hung with Duke Ellington at the Dorchester, attending gigs and watching rehearsals. Waymouth was also among the small group of blues enthusiasts in London who travelled north to the Manchester Free Trade Hall in 1961 when it hosted a package of the first live appearances in Britain by such pioneering American artists as John Lee Hooker, Victoria Spivey, T-Bone Walker and Sonny Terry & Brownie McGhee. ‘I was so passionate that I went up to Sonny Terry and asked for his autograph, and then realised he was blind. But he was cool. He put his hand in his pocket and pulled out a stamp pad and just nonchalantly pressed it on my programme.’


Later that night, Waymouth was chatting to harmonica player Shakey Jake. ‘This young boy comes up and says, “Can I have a go?”, picks up the harmonica and starts blowing. Shakey Jake looks him up and down and goes, “Hey, you a star, man.” Of course, it was Mick Jagger. Him, Brian and Keith had gone up in a little Mini Minor. Anybody who was into the music had made the effort to get there to meet our heroes.’


Waymouth’s fascination for the blues soon led to other connections, once escorting Muddy Waters to a friend’s birthday party in north London and visiting Sonny Boy Williamson backstage after a concert in Croydon, Surrey, in 1963. ‘That was the first time I came across Guy Stevens,’ he says of the fanatical proselytiser for Black music who was then a DJ at The Scene club in Ham Yard near Piccadilly Circus. ‘Guy really switched us all on, importing records and playing the latest stuff, some of which was incredibly obscure, even in America. Young white Brits were much more hip about what was going on than our American cousins because of the terrible race divisions in the US. But I didn’t even know Guy was at The Scene, because I wasn’t a mod; I wasn’t in that world. I’d go to the Railway Hotel in Richmond and the Gee Club in Ealing to see Alexis Korner and Cyril Davies. The Stones were the interval band, still amateur. Mick was at the London School of Economics and looked like every other student until he got on stage. Then it was as if a million volts had been plugged into him.’


The music took a couple of years to cross over, with popularity boosted by touring package shows like those witnessed by Waymouth as the 60s progressed. ‘I saw the Stones, Bo Diddley and the Everly Brothers at what’s now the Hammersmith Apollo and what used to be the Finsbury Park Astoria. Seeing The Animals play “House of the Rising Sun” for the first time was amazing.’


Echoed by the house and techno revolutions generations later, appreciation of African American music – neglected in its home country – among young white Brits in the early 60s comprised an increasingly defined subculture, says academic Ross Cole: ‘During the autumn of 1963 a series of articles appeared in the pages of Melody Maker indicating that the movement was gaining unprecedented recognition: in October, a short interview with Lonnie Johnson was printed under the headline “You’re in Love with the Blues” and a similar piece on Muddy Waters followed in November entitled “London – It’s the New Chicago!”’2


As with all other such post-war enthusiasms in Britain, this music fandom came with a look and an attitude: Waymouth and his gang tended towards the beatnik. For young men this comprised sailor’s pea jackets, tight jeans and pointed boots matched with matelot shirts. Days were spent idling at such haunts as the Gyre & Gimble in Tottenham Court Road and Soho’s The House of Sam Widges, which included a jazz cellar in its Berwick Street premises, and the Partisan Coffee House, opened by the historian Raphael Samuel in Carlisle Street as a left-wing version of the then prevalent espresso bars.


‘Our appearances crossed over into the existential look,’ recalled Waymouth. ‘We also wore black polo-necks, donkey jackets, that kind of thing. My girlfriends seemed to wear an awful lot of eye make-up.’


One such was pale, kohl-eyed Sheila Cohen, who met Waymouth at the 1965 Reading Jazz Festival, which was dominated by the likes of The Who, the Rolling Stones and the then lesser-known Rod Stewart. In this story heavily populated by idiosyncratic individuals, Cohen is surely one of the most intriguing, though her significance, due in part to the dominance of male-oriented 60s narratives, has been overshadowed by the loquacious men who ruled British popular culture in this period. Cohen’s cause hasn’t been helped by the fact that she ‘disappeared without trace’ (i.e. left London) at the end of the 60s, severing relations with those in her inner and wider social circles. Examination of public and other records undertaken by the genealogist Emma Jolly for this book has revealed more information than has hitherto been publicly available about this intensely private person.


In 1965, Cohen was a 21-year-old scoring occasional work as a film extra. She hailed from a lower-middle-class north London background, one of three children born to Benjamin and Joan Cohen; her father managed a tobacconist’s in Sudbury Hill, which is close to Wembley. Sheila was the couple’s second daughter, born in Blackpool while her father was serving in the Royal Artillery as a signaller, and attended Watford Road School in Sudbury and Harrow County School for Girls.


At the time they met, Nigel Waymouth was employed as a freelancer for Helmsman Publishing, an agency run by the journalist John Watney from editorial offices at 488 King’s Road, an unremarkable three-storey terraced building at the western end of the two-and-a-half-mile thoroughfare in the area known as World’s End. Waymouth’s assignments often combined journalism with photography and included features on homeless people in the north of England, an in-depth survey of life in Glasgow’s notorious slum The Gorbals, reports on yacht races around the Isle of Wight and even photographing The Beatles while they filmed a scene for Help! Through Watney’s auspices, Waymouth also became the editor of the magazine Employment Home and Abroad.




[image: A black-and-white photo of two men and a woman taken from beneath them as they stand on a wall.]
John Pearse and Nigel Waymouth with a female friend modelling Sheila Cohen’s clothes just before the store opened, 1966.





Cohen – who sometimes went by the heroic-sounding ‘Sheila Troy’ – commanded an ethereal yet formidable presence with her strong features and singular style based on a near-obsession with accumulating antique clothing, particularly 1920s and 30s designs. This was at a time when such garments were available for pennies from junk shops, street markets and jumble sales, and Cohen’s interest was propelled in part by the nostalgia that had taken hold among forward-adopting youngsters as a response to the crassness they detected in the fashions radiating from Carnaby Street to every high street in the land.


Prominent among this group, though unknown to Cohen and Waymouth at the time, were the Australian Vern Lambert and his partner Adrian Emmerton, who had met as waiters at the wild Knightsbridge basement restaurant Parkes, where Rudolf Nureyev danced on the tables and Tony Curtis, Peter Sellers and Terence Stamp mixed with the glamorous young Princess Margaret, her photographer husband Antony Armstrong-Jones and their upper-crust set. Like Cohen, Emmerton and Lambert scoured London’s street markets, junk shops and jumble sales, but initially for old objects and furniture to sell at their stall in a small antiques bazaar behind Selfridges department store in Oxford Street, where they set up a pitch for Art Deco and Nouveau pieces, original William Morris print curtains, pearwood tables and embroidered shawls.

OEBPS/images/img_7.jpg





OEBPS/images/img_21b.jpg
KINGS ROAD






OEBPS/images/img_13.jpg
o
‘%..?
5
e 2 D






OEBPS/images/img_21a.jpg





OEBPS/images/img_10.jpg





OEBPS/images/img_2.jpg
- Pl

ous boutique. Run by
Americans — Marty Bre.
Gene Krell and “Freddy”—,
is used by Mick Jagger and
Keith Richards of the Rolling
Stones, Joe Cocker, Eric
Chapman and a2 host of
others.

Different . . .
There is now a Grann ’s in
New York and a third sﬁop is
opening soon in California,
Marty told me: “Granny’s
is different from other bou-

' tiques. We don’t go all out

to make as much money as we
can. We don’t want to cater
to the other end of the King’s
oad. .
“Granny’s is no onger part
of The K‘m'g’s Road—it be-
longs to the World’s End.”
The three young men who
run Oxus literally g0 to the
ends of the world for their
merchandise. Oxus, which is
in Langton Street opposite the
Get Stuffed restaurant, sells
1 Asian __an,tigges






OEBPS/images/whiterabbit_logo.jpg
\\\\WI/,/

TS
WHITE
RASBIT





OEBPS/images/img_29.jpg





OEBPS/images/img_23.jpg
.






OEBPS/images/img_24.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
‘Like Gone with the Wind, Granny Takes a Trip invented the clichés’
SALMAN RUSHDIE

PAUL GORMAN

GRANNY
TAKES

[HI?

HIGH FASHION AND HIGH TIMES
AT THE WILDEST
ROCK N’ ROLL BOUTIQUE






OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml






Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		Contents



		Foreword by Anna Sui



		Foreword by Amber Butchart



		Prologue



		Introduction



		Part One: Dreams



		1. The journey to World’s End



		2. ‘One should be a work of art or wear a work of art’



		3. London swings again



		4. ‘Conversation’s dead, man’



		5. Hapshash & The Coloured Coat



		6. ‘Another day the music died’



		Part Two: Darkness



		7. Transformer



		8. New York groove



		9. Dreams on Doheny



		10. Waking up on the wrong side of the bed



		11. ‘People started to die’



		12. News of the World



		Part Three: Reawakening



		13. Aftermath



		14. Revival



		The Rolling Stones Wardrobe



		Endnotes



		Picture Credits



		Acknowledgements



		Copyright













Page List





		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295













Guide





		Cover



		Table of Contents



		Start Reading













OEBPS/images/img_19.jpg
Albe
Memori

g0 i
il P s vau i g G R
i A
Loadon .
5 I o AR IS
&‘*“"%
st

atﬁt‘i
e Must

)






OEBPS/images/img_15.jpg
X ;
5) “

488 KINGS ROAD, S.W.10

352 6986
304 EAST 62nd ST, N.Y.C., U.S.A. 752 6865
468 N. DOHENY DRIVE, LA, U.S.A. 275-7664

- 8 ‘_{ \!‘,’ ’ ) a






OEBPS/images/img_17.jpg





