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Praise for The Dark Side of the Moon: The Making of the Pink Floyd Masterpiece


“The book offers a crisp chronicle of the band’s history and early recordings, culminating in the making of Dark Side.”

—Washington Post


 



“Harris expertly chronicles the band’s experiences, including its time at Abbey Road, and features original and new interviews with Pink Floyd members and rare photos.”

—Gotham


 



“Harris’ matter-of-fact narrative, augmented by the band’s often amusingly irascible recollections, reveals a fascinating evolution.”

—Seattle Weekly


 



“An enjoyable read.”

—Associated Press


“Beautifully illustrated, compellingly written account of a quintessential ’70 LP’s creation.” ([image: 056][image: 056][image: 056][image: 056])

—Mojo


 



“Enthrallingly effective.”

—Relix


“. . . this is a well-written and intriguing look at a landmark album and a revolutionary band.”

—Chart Magazine (CCCC 1/2 out of 5Cs)

 



“Filled with rants, insights and brisk writing, John Harris’ examination for the 1973 album The Dark Side of the Moon is everything that a Floyd fan would want . . . Harris’ book is an indispensable, exciting read for anyone who’s ever wanted to fully understand this enduring, mystifying album.”

—American Songwriter


 



“For those who think a book focusing on a single album is a narrow topic, think again. Harris has brought the creation . . . into sharp, lively focus. It is an absorbing and well-constructed look at a classic album, with refreshingly honest views from all the main protagonists. With enough new material and information to satisfy even the most knowledgeable Floyd head, the drawback is that it leaves you wishing for other albums to be covered in similar depth.”

—www.brain-damage.co.uk


 



“. . . Dark Side is an evergreen album, and much of the book’s appeal stems from having so much about the album in one convenient place, glazed with the patina of comprehensiveness conferred by Harris’ new interviews. Hardware details, niceties of song structure, and obscure personal tidbits abound. Effective as a band history linked firmly to the times in which Pink Floyd flourished and as an appreciation of a classic record, Harris’ book seems to be thorough . . .”

—Booklist


 



“The author triumphs at using research and interviews with the Pink Floyd members to bring to life the dilemmas they faced while making the 1973 album . . . the book also excels in humanizing the musicians through candid portrayals of their everyday highs and lows while The Dark Side of the Moon evolved . . . richly detailed . . . ”

—Publishers Weekly







For Hywel, who was right.






PROLOGUE: JANUARY 2003

“I don’t miss Dave, to be honest with you,” said Roger Waters, his voice crackling down a very temperamental transatlantic phone line. “Not at all. I don’t think we have enough in common for it to be worth either of our whiles to attempt to rekindle anything. But it would be good if one could conduct business with less enmity. Less enmity is always a good thing.”

He was speaking from Compass Point Studios, the unspeakably luxurious recording facility in the Bahamas whose guestbook was filled with the signatures of musicians of a certain age and wealth bracket: the Rolling Stones, Paul McCartney, Eric Clapton, Joe Cocker. Waters was temporarily resident there to pass final judgment on the kind of invention to which that generation of musicians was becoming newly acquainted: a 5.1 surround-sound remix, one of those innovations whereby the music industry could persuade millions of people to once again buy records they already owned.

No matter that Pink Floyd’s The Dark Side of the Moon had already been polished up to mark its twentieth anniversary in 1993; having been remixed afresh, it was about to be packaged up in newly designed artwork, and re-released yet again. Its “30th Anniversary SACD Edition” would appear two months later, buoyed by an outpouring of nostalgia, and the quoting of statistics that had long been part of its authors’ legend.

The fact that they had the ring of cliché mattered little; Dark Side’s commercial achievements were still mind-boggling. In the three decades since it appeared, the album had amassed worldwide sales of around thirty million. In its first run on the U.S. album charts, it clocked up no less than 724 weeks. In the band’s home country, it was estimated that one in five households owned a copy; in a global context, as the British magazine Q once claimed, with so many copies of Dark Side sold, it was “virtually impossible that a moment went by without it being played somewhere on  the planet.”

That afternoon at Compass Point, Waters devoted a couple of hours to musing on the record’s creation, and its seemingly eternal afterlife. “I have a suspicion that part of the reason it’s still there is that successive generations of adolescents seem to want to go out and buy The Dark Side of the Moon at about the same time that the hormones start coursing around the veins and they start wanting to rebel against the status quo,” he said. When asked what the record said to each crop of new converts, he scarcely missed a beat: “I think it says, ‘It’s OK to engage in the difficult task of discovering your own identity. And it’s OK to think things out for yourself.’”

As he explained, Dark Side had all kinds of themes: death, insanity, wealth, poverty, war, peace, and much more besides. The record was also streaked with elements of autobiography, alluding to Waters’s upbringing, the death of his father in World War II, and the fate that befell Syd Barrett, the sometime creative chief of Pink Floyd who had succumbed to mental illness and left his shell-shocked colleagues in 1968. What tied it all together, Waters said, was the idea that dysfunction, madness, and conflict might be reduced when people rediscovered the one truly elemental characteristic they had in common: “the potential that human beings have for recognizing each other’s humanity and responding to it, with empathy rather than antipathy.”

In that context, there was no little irony about the terms in which he described the album’s place in Pink Floyd’s progress. In Waters’s view, the aforementioned statistics concealed the Faustian story of the band finally achieving their ambitions, and thus beginning the long process of their dissolution. “We clung together for many years after that—mainly through fear of what might lie beyond, and also a reluctance to kill the golden goose,” he said. “But after that, there was never the same unity of purpose. It slowly became less and less pleasant to work with each other, and more and more of a vehicle for my ideas, and less and less to do with anyone else, so it became less and less tenable.” In the words of Rick Wright, at  the time Dark Side was created, “it felt like the whole band were working together. It was a creative time. We were all very open.” Thereafter, Waters became so commanding that the possibility of any such joint endeavor was progressively closed down.

Naturally, you could hear some of this in the music. The band’s collective personality on Dark Side is warmly understated—a quality embodied in the gentle vocal blend of Wright and David Gilmour—and most of the sentiments expressed are intentionally universal: within the sea of personal pronouns in Waters’s lyrics, none occurs as often as “you.” From 1975’s Wish You Were Here onward, however, Waters recurrently vented the very specific concerns of an increasingly troubled rock star. Underlining the change, as of Pink Floyd’s next album, 1977’s rather bilious Animals, Gilmour’s vocals were nudged to one side, while Waters’s unmistakable mewl became the band’s signature.

All this reached its conclusion on The Wall, the 1979 song-cycle-cum-grand-confessional-and-concert spectacular that, in financial terms at least, achieved feats that even Dark Side hadn’t managed. Arguably the greatest achievement on Dark Side is “Us and Them,” a lament for the human race’s eternal tendency to divide itself into warring factions. By the time of this new project, which Waters still believes is of a piece with the band’s best work (“I think The Wall is as good as The Dark Side of the Moon—I think those are the two great records we made together”), Pink Floyd’s music suggested one such example: Roger Waters versus the rest of the world.

Where Dark Side oozed a touching generosity of spirit, The Wall was bitterly misanthropic. Though the former combined its melancholy with hints of redemptive optimism, the latter seemed unremittingly bleak. And if the 1973 model of Pink Floyd had been a genuinely collective endeavor, by 1979, Gilmour, Wright, and Nick Mason were very much supporting players (indeed, Wright had been fired during The Wall sessions). All this reached a peak with 1983’s The Final Cut—according to its credits, “A requiem for the post-war dream by Roger Waters, performed by Pink  Floyd.” In its wake, Waters expressed the opinion that the band was “a spent force creatively,” announced his exit, and assumed that the story had drawn to a close. At least one account of this period claims that Waters’s parting shot to his colleagues was “You fuckers—you’ll never get it together.”

Much to Waters’s surprise—and against the backdrop of a great deal of legal tussling—Gilmour eventually decided to prolong the band’s life, creating his own de facto solo record, 1987’s A Momentary Lapse of Reason, and then enlisting Mason and Wright—the latter as a hired hand rather than an equal partner—for a world tour that found the group earning record-breaking receipts and settling into the life of a stadium attraction. In 1994, they released their second post-Waters album, The Division Bell, and commenced a vast world tour partly sponsored by Volkswagen. “I see no reason to apologize for wanting to make music and earn money,” said Gilmour. “That’s what we do. We always were intent on achieving success and everything that goes with it.”

Waters, watching from afar, could not quite believe that Pink Floyd now denoted a group whose live presentations were built around an eight-piece band, and whose latest album featured songs credited to Gilmour and his wife, an English journalist and writer named Polly Samson. “I was slightly angry that they managed to get away with it,” he said in 2004. “I was bemused and a bit disappointed that the Great Unwashed couldn’t tell the fucking difference.… Well, actually they can. I’m being unkind. There are a huge number of people who can tell the difference, but there were also a large number of people who couldn’t. But when the second album came out … well, it had got totally Spinal Tap by then. Lyrics written by the new wife. Well, they were! I mean, give me a fucking break! Come on! And what a nerve: to call that Pink Floyd. It was an awful record.”

So it was that Gilmour and Waters had arrived at the impasse that defined their relations in the early twenty-first century. The upshot in 2003 was clear enough: a record partly based on the desirability of greater human  understanding was being promoted by two men who had not spoken for at least fifteen years.

 



The week that Waters arrived at Compass Point, David Gilmour—long known to his friends and associates as Dave, before insisting on his full Christian name at some point during the 1990s—was at his home in the English county of Sussex, apparently embroiled in distanced negotiations with his old friend and colleague. “We’re in second-hand contact,” he explained. “James Guthrie, our engineer, is remixing the album. Roger listens to it and I listen to it, and we both give our comments and have our little battles over how we think it should be through someone else. I’ve just had no contact with Roger since ’87 or something. He doesn’t seem to want any. And that’s fine.”

Gilmour responded to questions about The Dark Side of the Moon with his customary reserve, couching a great deal of what he said in a businesslike kind of modesty. The record might have been elevated into the company of the nine or ten albums that go some way to defining what rock music is (or perhaps used to be): Highway 61 Revisited, Revolver, Pet Sounds, The Band, Led Zeppelin IV, et al. It undoubtedly continued to send thousands of listeners into absolute raptures. Yet at times, Gilmour still sounded surprised by what had happened. When asked about his memory of first appreciating the album in its entirety, he said this: “I don’t think any of us were in any doubt that we were moving in the right direction, and what we were getting to was something brilliant—and it was going to be more critically and commercially successful than anything we’d done before.… I knew that we were moving up a gear, but no one can anticipate the sales and chart longevity of that nature.”

Every now and again, he could allow himself a laugh at the kind of absurdity that comes with such vast success. There was a gorgeous irony, for example, in the fact that Roger Waters had intended Dark Side’s lyrics to be unmistakably direct and simple, only to see all kinds of erroneous interpretations heaped on them—not least the absurd theory, circulated in the mid-1990s, that Dark Side had been created as a secret soundtrack to The Wizard of Oz. “I think Roger had got sick of people reading everything wrongly,” said Gilmour. “He was always talking about demystifying ourselves in those days. And The Dark Side of the Moon was meant to do that. It was meant to be simple and direct. And when the letters started pouring in saying, ‘This means this, and this means that,’ it was ‘Oh God.’ But as the years go by, you realize that you’re stuck with it. And thirty years later you get The Wizard of Oz coming along to stun you. Someone once showed me how that worked, or didn’t work. How did I feel? Weary.”

As had become all but obligatory in his interviews, Gilmour also reflected on the creative chemistry that had once defined his relationship with Waters and fired the creation of Pink Floyd’s best music. “What we miss of Roger,” he said in 1994, “is his drive, his focus, his lyrical brilliance—many things. But I don’t think any of us would say that music was one of the main ones … he’s not a great musician.” Nine years on, he was sticking to much the same script: “I had a much better sense of musicality than he did. I could certainly sing in tune much better [laughs]. So it did work very well.”

Over in the Bahamas, Roger Waters had angrily pre-empted any such idea. “That’s crap,” he said. “There’s no question that Dave needs a vehicle to bring out the best of his guitar playing. And he is a great guitar player. But the idea, which he’s tried to propagate over the years, that he’s somehow more musical than I am, is absolute fucking nonsense. It’s an absurd notion, but people seem quite happy to believe it.”

All that apart, and presumably to Waters’s continuing annoyance, Gilmour was still the effective custodian of the Pink Floyd brand name. His last performance under that banner had taken place on October 29, 1994, in the echo-laden surroundings of London’s Earl’s Court Arena; poetically—and in brazen denial of its chief architect’s continued absence—the show had been built around a rendition of The Dark Side of the Moon.

Now, when asked about the prospects of any further Pink Floyd records or performances, he sounded jadedly noncommittal. “At the moment, it’s something so far down my list of priorities that I don’t really think about it. I don’t have a good answer for you on that. I would rather do an album myself at some point, and get on with other things for the time being. Would I rule it out? Mmmm. Not a hundred percent. One never knows when one’s vanity is going to take one.”

 



In June 2005, there came news so unlikely as to seem downright surreal. After a period of estrangement lasting two decades, Roger Waters and David Gilmour announced that they would both participate in a Pink Floyd reunion at the London Live 8 concert, aimed at pressuring the leaders of the world’s wealthiest nations into a new accord on Africa. “Like most people, I want to do everything I can to persuade the G8 leaders to make huge commitments to the relief of poverty and increased aid to the third world,” read a statement issued by Gilmour (who, according to subsequent reports, had initially been extremely reluctant to take part). “Any squabbles Roger and the band have had in the past are so petty in this context, and if re-forming for this concert will help focus attention, then it’s got to be worthwhile.”

Waters, meanwhile, issued a communique that sounded a slightly more gonzo note than his reputation as one of rock music’s intellectual sophisticates might have suggested. “It’s great to be asked to help Bob [Geldof] raise public awareness on the issues of third world debt and poverty,” he said. “The cynics will scoff—screw ’em! Also, to be given the opportunity to put the band back together, even if it’s only for a few numbers, is a big bonus.” His return, however temporary, seemed to provide retrospective confirmation that the Pink Floyd who had authored A Momentary Lapse of Reason and The Division Bell had not been the genuine article, though the Gilmour statement came with a slightly different spin: “Roger Waters will join Pink Floyd to perform at Live 8,” ran the headline on the official Pink  Floyd website.

The group’s subsequent performance at London’s Hyde Park—“Breathe/Breathe Reprise,” “Money,” “Wish You Were Here,” and “Comfortably Numb”—was a delight, imbued with a poise and grace that only enhanced the music’s impact. Moreover, the few words spoken to the crowd served to underline both the unlikeliness of the reunion and where it stood in the band’s labyrinthine history. “It’s actually quite emotional, standing up here with these three guys after all these years,” said Waters. “Anyway, we’re doing this for everyone who’s not here, particularly, of course, for Syd.”

Inevitably, the show sent interest in the Floyd’s music skyrocketing; according to one British newspaper, the day after Live 8 saw sales of the career anthology Echoes rising by 1,343 percent. Talk of a lasting rapprochement, however, was quickly squashed (for all its wonders, Gilmour said the experience was as awkward as “sleeping with your ex-wife”). For the time being, Pink Floyd’s creative history thus remains sealed, long since hardened by hindsight into a picture of peaks, troughs, and qualified successes.

To take a few examples at random, 1967’s The Piper at the Gates of Dawn is fondly loved by a devoted fan-cult, and couched in the semi-tragic terms of an artistic adventure that was ended far too soon. Ummagumma (1969) is treasured by only hardened disciples; Wish You Were Here often seems as worshipped as The Dark Side of the Moon. Animals and Meddle (1971) are the kind of records that those who position themselves a little higher than the average record buyer habitually claim to be underrated and overlooked—and when The Wall enters any discussion, its champions often shout so passionately that any opposing view is all but drowned out.

By way of underlining Waters’s view of their history, the two albums that Gilmour piloted in his absence are rarely mentioned these days. The accepted view of their merits is that they represented “Floyd-lite,” an invention that worked very well as a means of announcing mega-grossing world tours, but hardly stood up to the band’s best work. That said, the idea that  most of Pink Floyd’s brilliance chiefly resided in the mind of Roger Waters has been rather offset by the underwhelming solo career that began with 1984’s The Pros and Cons of Hitchhiking—proof, despite the occasional glimmer of brilliance, that he too is destined to toil in the slipstream of the music he created in the 1970s.

The record with the most inescapable legacy is, of course, The Dark Side of the Moon—an album whose reputation is only bolstered by the fascinating story of its creation. Far from being created in the cosseted environs of the recording studio, it was a record that lived in the outside world way before it was put to tape: played, over six months, to audiences in American cities, English towns, European theaters, and Japanese arenas, while it was edited, augmented, and honed by a group who well knew they were on to something.

Perhaps most interestingly, it is a record populated by ghosts—most notably, that of Syd Barrett. In seeking to address the subject of madness, and to question whether the alleged lunacy of particular individuals might be down to the warped mindset of the supposedly sane, Roger Waters was undoubtedly going back to one of the most traumatic chapters in Pink Floyd’s history—when their leader and chief songwriter, propelled by his prodigious drug intake, had split from a group who seemed to have very little chance of surviving his departure. For four years after Barrett’s exit, through such albums as A Saucerful of Secrets, Atom Heart Mother, and Meddle, they had never quite escaped his shadow; there is something particularly fascinating about the fact that the album that allowed them to finally break free was partly inspired by his fate.

All that aside, Dark Side is the setting for some compellingly brilliant music. There are few records that contain as many shiver-inducing elements : the instant at which the opening chaos of “Speak to Me” suddenly snaps into the languorous calm of “Breathe”; just about every second of “The Great Gig in the Sky” and “Us and Them”; the six minutes that begins with “Brain Damage” and climaxes so spectacularly with “Eclipse.”

Nor are there many examples of an album being defined by a central concept that would be so enduring. Other groups have come up with song cycles based on ancient legend, the sunset of the British Empire, futuristic dystopias, and pinball-playing messiahs. Pink Floyd, to its eternal credit, opted to address themes that would, by definition, endure long after the record had been finished, and the band’s bond had dissolved.

That Dark Side hastened that process only adds to the story’s doomed romance. “With that record, Pink Floyd had fulfilled its dream,” said Roger Waters, as the transatlantic static fizzed and he prepared to return to Dark Side’s new remix. “We’d kind of done it.”

Over in England, David Gilmour had voiced much the same sentiments: if only on that one subject, he and his estranged partner seemed to be united. “After that sort of success, you have to look at it all and consider what it means to you, and what you’re in it for: you hit that strange impasse where you’re really not very certain of anything anymore. It’s so fantastic, but at the same time, you start thinking, ‘What on earth do we do now?’”
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THE LUNATIC IS IN MY HEAD: SYD BARRETT AND THE ORIGINS OF PINK FLOYD

On July 22, 1967, the four members of Pink Floyd were en route to the Scottish city of Aberdeen, the most northerly destination for most British musicians. The next night, they would call at Carlisle, Cumberland, where they would share the stage with two unpromisingly named groups called the Lemon Line and the Cobwebs. Such was the life of a freshly successful British rock group in the mid- to late 1960s: a seemingly endless trek around musty-smelling ballrooms, where the locals might be attracted by the promise of seeing the latest Hit Sensation, and musicians could be sure of being rewarded in cash. If London proved too far for a drive home, they and their associates would be billeted to a bed and breakfast: the nightmarish invention that the British came up with instead of the motel, whereby travelers could rest their heads in a house commanded by an ill-tempered landlady, and breakfast on such delicacies as lukewarm tea, soggy toast, and canned mushrooms.

If this aspect of Pink Floyd’s life hardly suggested any kind of glamour, they could take heart from the fact that they were—for the moment at  least—accredited pop stars. The week they arrived in Aberdeen, their second single had climbed to number six in the U.K. singles charts, nestling just below the Beatles’ “All You Need Is Love” and Scott Mackenzie’s “San Francisco (Be Sure to Wear Some Flowers in Your Hair).” As with their first effort, “Arnold Layne,” “See Emily Play” was a perfect exemplar of the influences wafting into Britain from the American West Coast being rewired into a very English sense of fairy-tale innocence, an impression only furthered by the Old World elegance of its lyrics, established in the opening line: “Emily tries/But misunderstands …”

The single’s success had been boosted by a run of appearances in the kind of magazines that treated their subject matter with a breathless superficiality—like Disc and Music Echo, a weekly that tended to portray musicians as short-lived items on an accelerated production line. The day Pink Floyd were in Aberdeen, it honored them with its cover, accompanied by a set of pen-portraits, doubtless bashed out in a matter of minutes.

Roger Waters, said the magazine, “likes to think he is a hard man, and in fact he can be very evil…. He only listens to pop music because he has to.” Maintaining the sense of a kind of withering demystification, Nick Mason was accused of getting “a kick out of being nasty to people—he likes people to be frightened of him, because he is someone of whom you could never be frightened.” Rick Wright, meanwhile, was “the musician of the group, and also very moody. He has written hundreds of songs that will never be heard because he thinks they are not worthy.”

 





The Pink Floyd Sound, Stanhope Gardens, North London,1965. Left to right: Rick Wright, Roger Waters, Nick Mason, guitarist Bob Klose, Syd Barrett. (Nick Mason’s Archive)
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The most lengthy character sketch was given over to Syd Barrett. Pink Floyd’s singer, guitarist, and chief songwriter was described as “the mystery man of the group—a gypsy at heart … he loves music, painting and talking to people … totally artistic … believes in total freedom—he hates to impede or criticise others, and hates others to criticise others or impede him.” Barrett, it was claimed, “doesn’t care about money and isn’t worried about the future.”

If such words suggested a blithe kind of contentment, the reality of Barrett’s life was rather different. His London home was shared with people reputed to be “messianic acid freaks,” fond of introducing their acquaintances to LSD on the slightest pretext. Barrett’s familiarity with the drug long predated his arrival in their company, but his housemates were hardly ideal company: by now, Barrett’s acid use was beginning to manifest itself in chronic mood swings that could lead to either raging anger—and occasional violence—or spells of near catatonia.

Inevitably, all this was starting to have an impact on the group’s working lives. Seven days after the Aberdeen show, Pink Floyd played at a huge London event grandly titled The International Love-In. Mere minutes before stage-time, Barrett had gone AWOL; an associate of the band eventually found him, “absolutely gaga, just totally switched off, sitting rigid, like a stone.” Pushed onto the stage, Barrett remained pretty much silent, apart from the odd moment when he decided to pull flurries of discordant notes from his guitar. Though his three colleagues did their best to somehow cover up for him, it was clear that something was wrong: in  the wake of the show, reports in the music press made mention of “nervous exhaustion.”

Nonetheless, Pink Floyd’s work-rate hardly slowed down. By September, they were in Scandinavia. Six weeks later, after another run of British shows, they took off for their first tour of the United States, during which Barrett’s problems would worsen yet further. The most-documented episodes from this period are an appearance on The Pat Boone Show that saw Barrett reacting to his host’s questions with a glassy-eyed stare and large-scale silence, and a three-minute spot on American Bandstand in which Barrett reacted to the instruction that he should mime to “See Emily Play” by keeping his mouth resolutely shut.

It is some token of the band’s frenetic schedule that two days after they returned to the U.K., they were back on tour, this time in the company of Jimi Hendrix. “There was a bit of ‘Syd’ll pass out of it, it’s only a phase,’” says Nick Mason. “And I think we were anxious to make Syd fit in with what we wanted, rather than giving all our efforts to seeing if we could make him better. We probably said, ‘Oh well—let’s try and keep working.’

“Even now,” says Mason, “I’m astonished. How could we have been so blinkered, or so silly, or so stupid?”

 



When talking to those who once shared Barrett’s company, one facet of his story becomes clear: rather than the astral, saucer-eyed waif of legend, he was initially a gregarious, enthusiastic presence. “He was a very friendly soul,” says Nick Mason. “At my first meeting, I can remember him bounding up and saying, ‘Hello, I’m Syd’—at a time when everyone else would have been cool, staring around the room in a rather studied way, rather than introducing themselves.”

“Syd was good fun,” says Peter Jenner, half of Pink Floyd’s initial management team. “He and I would sit around and smoke dope, listen to records, talk about things. Sharp? Absolutely. I had no idea he was going to go loopy; there was no indication. I had enormous respect for him, to the  point of being overwhelmed: he did these paintings, and he wrote all these songs, and he played the guitar … he was full of ideas.”

Barrett was born Roger Keith Barrett on January 6, 1946, and raised in the English university city of Cambridge. His father, Dr. Arthur Barrett, was a hospital pathologist; his mother, Winifred, was a housewife, who shared with her husband a love of classical music, and a wish to encourage their children’s creative side via regular family “music evenings.” Dr. Barrett died when Syd was fifteen; by that point, he had given his youngest son (Syd had two brothers and two sisters) a guitar, and Syd had begun to make contact with like minds. By 1962, he was the guitarist with a Cambridge band—in thrall to the standard beat-group archetype of the day—called Geoff Mott and the Mottoes, whose rehearsals tended to take place in the front room of the Barrett family home. Among their circle of intimates was Roger Waters: two years older than Syd, but happy, for now, to leave the slippery art of musicianship to his younger friend. “Syd was a little ahead of me,” says Waters. “I was very much on the periphery. I can remember designing posters for Geoff Mott and the Mottoes, quietly wanting to be a bit further towards the center of things.”
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