Where can you go to get some truth? Just to have somebody not sweet talk you. If I hear the word ‘Awesome’ or ‘Fantastic’ spoken again about something just barely above normal, I think I will explode!
When someone has something to say, a teacher, he should not dilute the meaning of WORDS. Ebullience and enthusiasm are great assets. 
Story
Who is it who occupies the high ground? He thought about Art, hot with his militant atheism. Art, with the intellect the size of a planet, yet frozen and lifeless, spinning on a cobweb. Art, who he can’t speak to him anymore.  

The morning began with the shower. The ritual dance around the suburban vestibule interchangeably known as the lav or privy, or if you were from across the pond, the rest room or maybe even the comfort room. Comfort? Why not. Harry took comfort that morning from within his own library of mantras like he did every morning. The music of the water rose in volume and steam while the downpour drummed upon the bath tub floor erratic and impatient like African war drums.  

The shower was a celebration of the way God had made him. A toast to the fact he was still here. How could he have lasted so long anyway if God hadn’t made him so well? Yes the Swiss could make watches and cuckoo clocks but only the Almighty could have made a frame to withstand all the abuse that Harry had thrown at it. 

You must never mention it to anyone. Don’t talk about it.

‘Can I think about it?’
Only long enough to know you must not speak anything.

‘What if I am dying?’
Then I guess it’ll be okay to contemplate a little. 

Two seconds silence.

..But even then, don’t mention it. Don’t breathe it to another soul.

In the distance a radio station was murmuring in strident syllables. English, the Queen’s too. 
Arthur was listening to Radio Four, or maybe a station that served if not high English, then at least a largely legible version. Hard consonants and vowels pushing against gravity in singing curves. Smoke rose wearily like a tattered flag from a chimney stem that tilted slightly to one side. Arthur would sit in that hut all day until Miss Flather turned up with pound notes, her bar-room laugh and the keys to the safe. Arthur would do whatever Miss Flather said to do or said not to do. He just wished she would command him to undress her sometime, but she never did. Just ‘is the coffee on’ or ‘take your feet off the desk.’ 


Derringer drew 

‘That’s his howitzer’ 

Levitation. the zero gravity Push over   

I’ve Seen the Light
We discovered it one day. ‘What’s that?’ Mandy said, pointing to the legend on a tape box. 

The title was scrawled proudly in hand written caps, and I repeated it like a robot: ‘I’ve seen the Light’. 

‘Let’s hear it’ she said. 

We were both surprised in different ways. Me because I had forgotten all about it, and Mandy maybe because the melody is so weird, obviously a throw back yet with a curious resonance to today. The year is Twenty Nineteen and we are listening to ‘The Ugly’s’ single of 1969 ‘I’ve seen the Light’. Steve Gibbons is in full flow injecting venom and passion into the lyric while Willy Hammond’s epic guitar phrases cut the air with originality and a Marshall amp wound up to ten. 
‘Who was that about then?’ 

I shake my head and decline to answer. 
The phrase mind your own business comes to mind but she will not be stilled. ‘Come on, it’s talking about somebody. Who is it?’ 
The court goes silent while the witness in the dock shrivels before his accuser. 
‘Mary Colinto’ I bleat quietly. 
‘What!’ 

It’s about Mary Colinto.

‘Mary Colinto?’

Yes it’s true. That was the title of the other side of the record. At the time it was a song performed by almost every Birmingham group. Many demos and records were made of it (at least six by me), although few remain in existence today. 
Mary Colinto girl with the sun in her hair. Mary Colinto I’d love you but I don’t dare! 

Yes both side of that record were written about the same person and you don’t have to be a rocket scientist to work out that the A side (‘I’ve seen the Light’) came after an almighty bost-up in the relationship. I honestly cannot remember what exactly that was, but there’s the song as large as life, sitting like exhibit A in the court room.  
‘I recall the place, the expression on your face. It didn’t mean a lot to me’. 

Maybe it was the Cedar Club. That was a ‘place’ Mary Colinto would visit often, capturing us all with her eyes and if that didn’t work, with the mini skirt that was all the rage at the time. I crafted the music with a diminished chord progression carrying an aching melody with its own inner tension to go with the angst of the lyric. It was street music of the day. A fix for the dark night, a ringer on the suicide hotline, a place to sob where sobbing is allowed.
Don’t bother trying to explain. I’ve seen the light. It’s a big balding Goodnight darling. Let me call you a cab. 

I was in The Ugly’s and we had just had a big reshuffle: Out went the long time drummer Jim Holden, to be replaced by Keith Smart. At the same time Richard Tandy came on board. We had a bunch of photographs taken down at Perry Barr Comprehensive School by Barbara Hetherington (those photos have become the signature motif for the final version of The Ugly’s). 
We were signed to MGM records and went down to London to make the record with the new group line-up. The record never came out because Tony Secunda came on the scene…

It was round about the time The Move had their number one hit ‘Blackberry Way’. I know that because it was while they were top of the British charts that Trevor Burton had an ‘I’ve seen the Light’ moment on stage in Germany and promptly left the group. Trevor was quite pally with Steve Gibbons at the time and it wasn’t too long afterwards that the suggestion came that Trevor join us. The aroma of greater things had been squirted in Tony Secunda’s office in London, and the sniff of it was transported back to Birmingham by Trevor. We all breathed in the gas… But Trevor wanted to play lead guitar and if he joined that meant Willy Hammond leaving. Listening to his guitar playing on ‘I’ve seen the Light’ I can’t imagine what on earth we were thinking of but I guess that’s rock ‘n’ roll. All the same it was a big wrench for Steve and me. I remember we both drove nervously around to Willy’s house to tell him Trevor was joining and he would be leaving. I don’t recall us ever suggesting that he stayed on to play rhythm guitar. That would have been below his radar. 

So there it was. The final version of The Uglys’ - a great looking group with a great sound and a great record - lasted for what seemed like a whole five minutes before being pulverised and re-constituted as rock ‘n’ roll memorabilia.

Tony Secunda renamed the group as ‘Balls’, and we all let go of a grab-handle for a cobweb. It held us up for about three weeks before we got sacked – Keith Smart, Richard Tandy and me. 

All that is a story of long gone yesterday but in the here and now, my group Morganisation have resurrected ‘I’ve seen the Light’ and include it in our stage set. We fully intend to make a record out of it in the very near future. It is a great, unrepeatable pop song birthed in the dramas and heartaches of an irrecoverable past. Resplendent and on-trend like the The Ugly’s publicity photographs. A gem scooped out of the dumpster of Brum Beat history. 
‘I’ve seen the Light. Goodnight.’
It Takes a year!

Jasper Carrott once told me he’d taken a year off to work on a new show. ‘A year!’ I gasped, ‘it’s takes so long?’ and Jasper said yes, it takes so long to work out a show. Amazing because when he brings it, it flows as fresh as the new morning and sounds like it has just rode in on the moment. 

Hi guys.  Dave Scott Morgan here.

I have been working on some songs for a new album called 7, and I’d really like to get this music to you. 

In order to get the new CD made I am trying out something called Kickstarter for the first time. 

Now Kickstarter is an all or nothing funding system....  if it doesn’t reach its budget nothing happens!
I have about £500 worth of pledges made so far mainly from people who have pre-ordered the new album and who want to get my other albums too, which are in the rewards I offer. 

I would love it if you turn out to be one of the people who values my music and who wants to be one of the team – a Morgansier.
The links to Kickstarter.com and YouTube are below.

And please hook up check it out. If you can  

Become one of the team and support my new Morganisation album 7. 
Thanks for listenig  hope to see you soon.

https://www.kickstarter.com/projects/davescottmorgan/champion-daves-new-album
Not on the Bucket List
Doing a skydive was not on my bucket list. All right, so I don’t have a bucket list – but if I did, sky-diving would not have been on it!  So what’s your story then? Didn’t you just do a skydive?
I guess you’d call it one of those conversational convergencies … We went for a fun day out to the airport with our Spanish friend, to watch her do a sky-dive, and after she had landed, beaming widely, I remarked how exciting it all looked and what fun and yes, I may have added: ‘I’d like to have a go at that!’ – never thinking that anyone was taking notes, and even if they were, that they would imagine I meant it and go and buy me a sky-dive as a birthday present! That was how it happened. And there I was, the proud owner of an expensive one-way aeroplane ticket inviting me to fly up to the heavens in a serviceable aeroplane and then step out of it and become a featherless bird for 45 seconds… 
I sat uncomfortable, trussed up like a pigeon, on the metal floor of the plane almost on the lap of my tandem man, Jeff, who was about twice the size and weight of me. About 15 other people were equally as mashed in as me, like chickens in a Christmas Day coop, all eyeing each other with straps and buckles and goggles and various sporty-looking accoutrements. I thought ‘Boy this is getting a bit claustrophobic, I’ll be glad to jump out of that door just so to be able to wiggle more than my big toe. The ‘door’ by the way, was a concertina shutter that rattled in the wind just next to one of my legs. As we climbed higher it got progressively more claustrophobic as Jeff tightened our combined straps to extra military setting! Every now and then he showed me his wrist altimeter. We are looking for 13,000 feet but the plane is heavy. We get to just over 12 and the ‘get ready’ light comes on. Then it all happens quickly. The chinese girl at the back of the plane swivels around, the light goes green, the door is pulled up, she slides across and freezes in the doorway for maybe two seconds, and then suddenly launches herself into thin air in a swallow position. For a split second I see her zoom downward, and then she is gone. Then a girl tandem jumper, looking disciplined, nervous and confident, all at the same time, is shuffled into position by her instructor and after just a moments pause, they disappear into the open mouth of gravity. Then it’s us. Jeff propelled me in an ungracious dance to the door. We sat there for a couple of seconds while my feet dangled. I try to look down and observe the chasm with a resigned heart but he tells me to pull my head back. For a micro-second I wish he would get on with it, stop terrorising me with this vision of nothingness. Suddenly he shoves us into the hole and instantly we are upside down, then right side up, then rolling and pitching rapidly. I quickly become disoriented and shut my eyes for a second. That doesn’t make any difference at all, but soon the rolling stops and Jeff taps me on the shoulder, the signal for me to outstretch my arms. Suddenly right in front of us is the camera-man, Matt, gawping at us as we fall in formation. Amazing. The wind is so hard on my cheeks, I find it hard to smile or grimace, so I just give him a couple of wimpish thumbs-ups. I remember Matt was so close it seemed we could reach out and touch but everything was happening so quickly it sort of overwhelmed my ability to take it all on board, like I was watching a movie in fast forward, I just couldn’t see each frame of the action. Matt disappeared, we did a few more twiddles around and then whoomph, Jeff opened the parachute and the straps pulled at me with one almighty wrench, followed by sudden serenity. The wind dropped to nothing, the view of mother earth was much more reliable, and much scarier in a way, because we were still about 8,000 foot up! Jeff shows me how to steer the chute before loosening some of the straps for landing. On approach we beat up the spectators enclosure with a low pass, which seemed to be de-rigeur for club parachutists on finals for landing, before we zoomed in to terra firma, which I secretly and most sincerely, kissed …

I teach people to fly aeroplanes When I was teaching my students right up to the day before, I looked down and said under my breath: ‘And you are going to jump out of one of these? – Are you crazy or what?’
Hey Mitzi
I decided it was high time to find out just who I sound like! I mean I know who I think I sound like but what do the people who buy my music think. So I sent a message to 10 people asking them the question: ‘Who do you think I sound like?’ Not just anybody. I chose only those who had supported my music over a period. Ten letters went winging out on the 2nd of July 2017. 

As of now, five have replied. 

Mitzi

Mitzi, I don’t know quite how it percolated down to me, the one piece of the puzzle I could never fit. Why had Percy sold his soul to JD, and even if he had, why didn’t he just take it back and say ‘good night’ while he still had his shirt and under pants? Why keep on with the charade – ‘you chief, me brave, you say jump, I say how high?’ All the while I thought it was some kind of honour due to a great man. (Ha!, a ‘great’ man) I thought it was just what I saw on the surface: JD’s sheer display of love. And thinking that way, a depressing thought came and settled upon me: ‘It’s me, I am deficient! Somehow he radiates a colour I cannot see, but they can!’ Ah Mitzi - now I know that is what you’re supposed to feel. That’s the trick. It’s what he WANTS you to feel all the while. Look, we are in the circle but you out of it! 

Mrs Musgrove just happened to mention it to me as casually as listing the contents of a recipe - while she was paring the carrots and onions on her big white chopping board in the scullery one day: ‘We’ve decided to put five hundred into Mr.J’s new TV station’ she said to me softly, with a smile as wide as the Hoover dam.

’Oh,’ I said, trying to sound like a dispassionate spectator. 
‘Yes, it’s dad’s money,’ she continued. ‘He always said he was saving it up for our gold watch one day. And that’s what this is, our gold watch.’ She was so brim full of joy and delight to tell me about it and I realise now, it was because she thought I was part of the confidence, which of course I wasn’t. She was bubbling and unstoppable, the carrots could wait: ‘He told us we’ll all be rich by Christmas, isn’t it exciting? - “You and Mr.M will never want for anything again” - That’s what he said.’ 

’Yes’, I nodded in helpless agreement, adding in some contrived sycophancy, how wonderful it was indeed that Johnny had given them the chance now, so they were able to get in before the rush. 

And all the time, I was chastening myself for my cowardice. 

Blind men stand like plastic statues along the verge, waiting for the one who claims he can see.

Mitzi, I thought it was the power of his love that was pulling the sledge along, but then I discovered through dear Mrs. Musgrove of all people, that love was really being pulled along by the incandescent power of money. For it transpired that our beloved Johnny had ingratiated everyone to some level or other, in the business investments of Jade Technologies Limited. It was money, filthy lucre that lashed them together pulling against the halter. It was a sweet dish of promise that kept them bright and breezy while they followed in line astern, stomaching the backlash of circumstance and JD’s displeasure whenever things didn’t quite happen in the manner scheduled.

Yes Mitzi, it was another cord altogether from the one I had them bound with, a cord made of hardy stuff, the substance that makes the world go round. And as I canvassed the others I slowly found out they were all proud investors in JD’s South Sea Company, the great Jade Technologies, limited by largesse only, but not for long.

Rock ‘n’ roll – the Music Business
What a game of losers. I’ve sat around waiting for the phone to ring, or for a cheque to arrive in the post; I’ve been ripped off by the great and the good and by the friend who shared the same bedsit with me; I’ve knocked on doors and sent out tapes and written biographies and entered into battle with every two bit agent and manager on the planet. I’ve sacrificed girl friends, wives, family along with a big slug of health and sanity. I’ve humped heavy boxes up and down stairs into seedy clubs on cold frosty nights and then played second on the bill to bingo or else maybe Samson the male stripper. I gave it my best shot plus a bit and you know what? Don’t talk to me about the rock ‘n’ roll business! 

I know guys who would say that. 
But that isn’t my story at all. No. I’ve been in rock ‘n’ roll for forty something years and I’m still gathered up by the sheer plate glass sparkle of it all. 
Years ago I remember a friend of mine had a group which got to be one of the biggest things in the world. I remember I was working in a factory with a radio blaring away when I heard him singing his latest single. I was a fan from that moment on. I just loved what I heard. It transported me instantly out of that factory on a mega-particle beam of life-giving tonic. 

But then how about this: Not so very long afterwards, by a strange turn of events, my mate gave me a job playing guitar in his mega successful group (!!). 
So now I found myself on the inside looking out. And although I could see the paper mache holding the stage set up and I knew the guys in the group had bad breath, pimples and all, you know what? 
I was still a fan! Yes it’s the truth - I played in a world class group in front of thousands of people and at the same time, I was a fan! 

I just loved the vibe. You see, although I was down in the boiler room and had become part of the machine that made the magic, another part of me was still the guy in the factory, and he kept shouting loud and clear that what I was doing was something worth while. He never stopped shouting. 
So I was plugged in years ago and I can’t get unplugged: 

At the end of the day I know it’s YOU, the guy listening to the music who really knows which way up is

Now all that was way back when... I am not in that group any more. Now I have my own group and I make my own music. And now the whole music business has changed beyond recognition: 

Years ago if I got to meet you, it would have been in a crowded after-show hospitality suite where you shouted to make yourself heard and signed things leaning on somebody’s back. But now I can meet you (and hear what you’ve got to say!) using this computer that I am typing on here. 

Now too, I look around and have to admit that those guys who are bitter about music seem to live in bigger houses than me, drive posher cars, go to better holiday destinations and even tell better jokes! 
But you know what? I’ve also noticed how they get angry about how BAD music is, when I just want to talk about how GOOD some of the stuff I hear is. 

And me? - I often get to sing my friend’s song when I play live (the one I heard in the factory) but now I get to sing my own songs too. And now I get to hear what guys like YOU really think about my music, both the likes and the dislikes! And I really appreciate that – to me it is gold precious. 

Yes I know only too well I am blessed to be one of a small percentage of the population to not only have seen, but to have lived behind the curtain that makes this whole crazy thing worth while. And more importantly than all of that, I know it's YOU, the listener, that makes all this mean anything at all. 

So I just wanted to touch base with you and to tell you that I am still in the factory! 
Yes, I am still down in the boiler room doing my proper job - writing, recording, playing live gigs and loving every minute of it! 

And I am still looking forward to the twists and turns, the good times and bad, as I make my way along this musical path. 

Here's to hoping that you will be part of that pathway.

If you'd like to hear the sound of my last stopping-off point on that journey, click here to listen to my album, 'Across the Divide'.

Thank you for being a listener and for making all this matter.

From ELO to Spinal Tap!   
Me again, with true story...
It was not long after the end of ELO’s 1986 tour...

The first part had been a sort of mini-tour with Rod Stewart topping the bill. What a blast that was! 
We played at Wembley Stadium in front of 70,000 people and then did a tranche of shows around 
Germany. 
The next bit was different: we went on a video recording rampage around Europe and America 
playing ELO’s new releases ‘Calling America’ and ‘So Serious’. - At Montreaux in Switzerland, on 
Terry Wogan’s TV show in the UK and Dick Clark’s ’American Bandstand’ in Los Angeles 
(‘How do you keep so fresh’ Dick Clark asked Jeff, proffering a microphone to his lips - 
‘I use shower gel, Dick’ Jeff replied with a mischievous grin as Dick huffed a nervous laugh and 
we all tittered in the background).

Yes, the memory of that particular show holds another nugget of rock ‘n’ roll comedy which I’ll tell 
you more about later…

But as I said, it was after the touring had ended…

I had returned to LA to do record some film music and that is where I met June.

No, it’s not like that! Behave yourself!

She was my manager’s girl friend and had just been in the TV series ‘V’ in which she played the 
part of an alien lizard invading earth. I got on okay with June – she was British and from the same 
part of England as me.

Anyway, before I left LA, she gave me her autographed picture as a memento - a huge wall poster 
of her in a swimsuit, zipped at the front – or rather unzipped - one hand on her hip the other 
brandishing a gun. You know the sort of thing. On this quantum visage she wrote: 
‘To Dave. This is what lies under the Lizard skin’. (!!)


Well, the following winter in England was dark and drab, and oft-times damp too. 
England can be that way. And as I sat in my house one cold lonely night my gaze fell upon June’s 
poster. I picked up my guitar and began strumming away at a rock ‘n’ roll rhythm and before long I 
had birthed a song called ‘Room with a View’. 
Everyone assumed it was a take on the E.M. Forster novel but it wasn’t. It was about MY room - 
with MY view of June. Yeah it spoke of being ‘high on a hillside and across a railroad track’ - 
basically far away from cold dark England in winter!

With help from Richard Tandy and Martin Smith (both with ELO on the 86 tour) I recorded 
‘Room with a View’ and put it out on the album The B.C. Collection.

Now fast forward to 2015...

I switch on my TV and am flicking through the dial, when I land on a channel showing the movie 
‘This is Spinal Tap.’ And there she is again - 
June Chadwick from Solihull, England, playing the part of the trouble-making rock ‘n’ roll wife in the mockumentary which has become a cult classic.

Now sadly my poster has long gone, ripped off the wall by some jealous lady no doubt, I can’t 
remember. But the music is indestructible…

And so, like you do, I pick up a guitar and begin kicking around a 2015 version of 
‘Room with a View.’

And I’ve told you all that just to tell you this:


My new recording is complete – I guess it will figure on a forthcoming album. But for now, I’d like 
to do something special with it…

The track is not currently available for sale but as a thank you for being one of my subscribers
I want to give it to you for free - no strings attached.

You can download my new version of ‘Room with a View’ here.

If you like the track you might also consider checking out ACROSS THE DIVIDE. 
It's my latest album and a snapshot of my journey along rock ‘n’ roll highways and byways – 
yeah from ELO to Spinal Tap and back again! 

Talk soon

Dave
From ELO to Spinal Tap

Me again, with true story… 
It was not long after the end of ELO’s 1986 tour…
The first part had been a sort of mini-tour with Rod Stewart topping the bill. What a blast that was! We played at Wembley Stadium in front of 50,000+ people and then did a tranche of shows around Germany.
The next bit was different: we went on a video recording rampage around Europe and America playing ELO’s new releases ‘Calling America’ and ‘So Serious’. – At Montreaux in Switzerland, on Terry Wogan’s TV show in the UK and Dick Clark’s ’American Bandstand’ in Los Angeles (‘How do you keep so fresh’ Dick Clark asked Jeff, proffering a microphone to his lips – ‘I use shower gel, Dick’ Jeff replied with a mischievous grin as Dick huffed a nervous laugh and we all tittered in the background).
Yes, the memory of that particular show holds another nugget of rock ‘n’ roll comedy which I’ll tell you more about later…
But as I said, it was after the touring had ended… I had returned to LA to do record some film music and that is where I met June. No, it’s not like that! Behave yourself!

She was my manager’s girl friend and had just been in the TV series ‘V’ in which she played the part of an alien lizard invading earth. I got on okay with June – she was British and from the same part of England as me.
Anyway, before I left LA, she gave me her autographed picture as a memento – a huge wall poster of her in a swimsuit, zipped at the front – or rather unzipped – one hand on her hip the other brandishing a gun. You know the sort of thing. On this quantum visage she wrote: ‘To Dave. This is what lies under the Lizard skin’. (!!)

Well, the following winter in England was dark and drab, and oft-times damp too. England can be that way. And as I sat in my house one cold lonely night my gaze fell upon June’s poster. I picked up my guitar and began strumming away at a rock ‘n’ roll rhythm and before long I had birthed a song called ‘Room with a View’.
Everyone assumed it was a take on the E.M. Forster novel but it wasn’t. It was about MY room – with MY view of June. Yeah it spoke of being ‘high on a hillside and across a railroad track’ – basically far away from cold dark England in winter! With help from Richard Tandy and Martin Smith (both with ELO on the 86 tour) I recorded ‘Room with a View’ and put it out on the album The B.C. Collection.

Now fast forward to 2015..
I switch on my TV and am flicking through the dial, when I land on a channel showing the movie ‘This is Spinal Tap.’ And there she is again – June Chadwick from Solihull, England, playing the part of the trouble-making rock ‘n’ roll wife in the mockumentary which has become a cult classic.
Now sadly my poster has long gone, ripped off the wall by some jealous lady no doubt, I can’t remember. But the music is indestructible…
And so, like you do, I pick up a guitar and begin kicking around a 2015 version of ‘Room with a View.’
And I’ve told you all that just to tell you this:
My new recording is complete – I guess it will figure on a forthcoming album. But for now, I’d like to do something special with it…
The track is not currently available for sale but as a thank you for being one of my subscribers (you are one of my subscribers aren’t you?) I want to give it to you for free – no strings attached. Well, apart from being a subscriber of course! You can download my new version of ‘Room with a View’ here.

If you like the track you might also consider checking out ACROSS THE DIVIDE. It’s my latest album and a snapshot of my journey along rock ‘n’ roll highways and byways – yeah from ELO to Spinal Tap and back again!
Talk soon
Dave
 Bitz

June had a part in a movie and I had a part in it too. - I was writing music for the soundtrack. 

I was asked to write the music for a film called ‘Distortions’ staring Piper Laurie.

An English girl named June Chadwick had a minor role in the film. This was actually a couple of years after she had played a part in the movie ‘Spinal Tap’ which eventually went on to become a cult classic. (whenever we get lost backstage we refer to it as a ‘Spinal Tap moment’) 
alien lizards invading earth by insinuating human form). 
Everyone thought that song was a nod to the book and film of the same name but closer inspection could reveal a recurring phrase: ‘I’ve got a room with a view of June and I’m alright with that!’ 

On this apparition of terminal feminosity. 

of June’s song
In order to minimize this unfortunate side effect, the prop department, having been warned that didn’t know how to play them, had put chalk on the strings. Needless to say as we rehearsed our parts time and again, the chalk wore off. 

I have to tell you that doing those videos was an interlude of rock ‘n’ roll comedy for ELO and especially for me and Lou Clark: The idea was that Lou and I should sit on chairs playing cellos! Of course neither of us knew how to actually play a cello. Never mind that. We’re only mining… The voluptuous wooden beasts duly arrived from the prop department and almost immediately, Lou’s experience as ELO’s orchestral arranger came to the fore and he suggested that we needed to rehearse our stroking movements. If we didn’t get the arm swings right, our elbows could crash into each other!  
So with all due diligence we rehearsed the dance of our arm movements for different parts of the song so that our arms went in unison of direction. It all worked swimmingly well. Lou and I dressed in black leather jackets sitting at the back beside Bev the drummer, stroking our musical wardrobes with a nonchalant ineptitude as we mimed to the track. 
Everything was fine until the end of the track, which was a fadeout…
The sound of cellos being played by fratricidal imbeciles is somewhat akin to that of saucepan lids being sharpened on iron railings. Somebody had put chalk on the strings to minimize this but as we rehearsed our parts over, the chalk wore off. 

By the time we came to do the live run before an audience our cello playing had assumed the sound of a primal screech that would set your teeth on edge if you heard it. 

While the song was under away the awful racket that we were making was totally masked by the volume of the track, but when it came to the fadeout at the end, all that could be heard in the studio was the rhythmic retch of this blood-curdling wail as Lou and I kept pummelling away 

and before the audience applauded 

Paperback Derek.

The Corporation bus slowed down with an agonising screech, as Derek jumped of the back just before it finally jolted to a standstill. He was in a hurry. On the one hand there was putting as much distance as possible between him and that wretched electrical wholesalers, and on the other - it was Tuesday. He tripped quickly down the road, feeling better with every step. Six o’clock they had said. He was humming a guitar lick, the one in ‘I call your name’ and thinking how it sounded a lot like the riff in ‘You can’t do that’. Maybe George had made them both up during the same session? Who knows? Who cares - it’s Tuesday!

Tuesdays were great. Mom worked late and dad wouldn’t be out of the pub until closing time. 

Derek half ran up the path and slid his key into the door lock. Inside, he threw his coat onto the living room chair and headed for the kitchen. He lit the gas stove and quickly cut a piece of bread and stuffed it under the grill. A quick bite to eat and then... Suddenly he remembered the record. He ran up the hall and doubling up the stairs in a break he quickly reached under his bed and retrieved the precious cargo stashed beneath. He looked at it lying in his open hands. The sleeve was pristine and unruffled. A photograph of four beings, fabulously optimised for max fabarosity and overlayed with text proclaiming proudly: ‘Paperback Writer.’ Derek looked at it. He couldn’t wait to get working on it. 

It had only come into his possession yesterday, after work. As he had so many times before Derek had stayed on the bus a couple more stops to the terminus. There was a singer in another group - ‘The Blue Jumpers’, whose day job was managing the TV shop on the square opposite the bus terminus. Sid was an amiable chap with a ready cache of Spike Milliganisms for use at any suitable moment but especially when pals showed up at the TV shop. The last time Derek was in there had been just before Christmas when the LP ‘Beatles for Sale‘ has just come out. Sid had motioned him to one side with a furtive grin: ‘Have you heard this?’ Sid had said, retrieving the shops copy of the album out of its sleeve. Making sure they were both out of earshot he had played Derek a track from it. It was a song called ‘Girl’ – and as the middle eight approached, Sid asked him: ‘what do you think they are singing here then?’ while he stared at Derek with his Goon Show grin growing ever wider. ‘I dunno’ said Derek, as he heard Paul and George mouthing a monosyllabilic bark against John’s lead,  ‘it sounds a bit like ‘dit-dit-dit’.’ ‘No it aint’ said Sid, ‘here, listen again.’ He moved the needle over and played the middle bit again. ‘They’re saying ‘tit-tit-tit’’ he said in a semi-whisper in case any other customers could hear. Sids’ face came up close and his smirk looked like it could split his jaw apart at any second. Derek had to admit it did sound a bit like ‘tit-tit-tit’ but he wasn’t convinced, he thought his heroes weren’t quite so crude. but Sids smirk was ear to ear as he stared at him. That was last Christmas. Now it was six month’s later, June 1966, and Derek had come to Sid to get his precious copy of the new single ‘Paperback Writer’. That’ll be ‘six and three’ please Sid said. 

‘What?’ gasped Derek.

‘That’s what they are, six shillings and three pence. Do you want it or don’t you?’ said Sid dispassionately. 

‘Oh --- er yeah.’ Derek fumbled in his pockets. He knew he had it. He was just hoping his pal might have  knocked a bit off for him.    

The Parasights had rehearsed in that little kitchen ever since ‘Please Please me’. Every song the fab four had ever done had been meticulously done over again by The Parasights, with love, zealous passion and a large amount of vim. Sometimes it took quite a few weeks and several sessions to sort out the harmonies but in the end, the Parasights were always able to render a facsimilie of their heroes work. Derek and Lenny took on the task of mimicking the cadence of John and Paul. Meanwhile Roly piped up with George Harrison’s bits, while behind them Gary bashed out a strident four four, shaking his head a bit like Ringo did. In just three short years, from ‘She Loves You’ to ‘Paperback Writer’, that little kitchen had heard the strains of every chord and syllable of the fab four’s repertoire. 


Roly arrived a quarter of an hour early and Gary was right behind him, but Lenny was late, and they needed him to work out the harmony parts. That was their forte, singing the harmony parts that the Beatles did. The Parasights were famous for it. Well, famous in the Dog and Dungeon pub, in Beasdale that is.  

But Tuesday turned out to be the worst of bad days. The verse was easy. The guitar riff was not too difficult. The drums and bass were easy. Everything was okay until they came to chorus, when the music stopped and that singing choral bit came in. As soon as they tried to do the overlaid answer backs, the multiple echoes of ‘paperback’, the whole thing rapidly fell apart. They tried swapping roles. Roly singing the first bit and then Lenny, then Derek. It sounded passable when they practised it in isolation, but every time they played the song from the top, they reached that bit and it all fell apart big time, leaving them arguing with each other. 

‘You were supposed to come in after me. Where were You?’ said Lenny.

‘I was following his bit’ pleaded Derek.

‘Well I got my bit right. At least I think I did’ Roly said with a look on his face that said he didn’t. 


They rehearsed ‘Paperback Writer’ from late June to even later in August. Nine consecutive Tuesdays and never got it right. Increasing acrimony between them settled upon the proceedings and the Parasights began to mimic their phonetic namesakes and suck the life blood out of each other. And so the history books record that a Beatles song became the nemesis, nay the death knell, of the renowned Beasdale group The Parasights. Such is history and such is rock n roll.   

Derek never bought another Beatles record after ‘Paperback Writer.’ In fact he never bought another record at all. That song represented his personal waterloo as well as the groups’. 

The group began to disappear from local news cuttings and youth club notice boards some time around ‘Lady Madonna’. By the time ‘Let it Be’ came out the ‘Parasights’ were history and its members had drifted apart like flotsam on the spring tide. 

Roly had formed the group Silverthread and was treading the boards for a big London impresario named Ron Sizeman. 

Meanwhile Derek, as if like he had been pulling against an enormous elastic lanyard, found his attention drawn back to the electrical wholesale business. It was in the realm of electronics where he found a particular proclivity for creatively connecting what the customer wanted to what could be produced. In no time at all he had devised new capacitor circuits for the company’s range of electronic components. The company rewarded him with promotion and a massive financial bonus. Derek rewarded the company with patenting his circuit and licensing it back to them at a vastly increased cost.

Meanwhile out in the big wide world, Roly had become mega-famous while Derek and Lenny had merged into the background of life’s tapestry. 

Then the world spun around, wobbled. Sat down and then spun around again. Suddenly it stopped spinning altogether. It was a day in December 1980 when Dek (as he now liked to be known as) was in New York with Lulu, his faithful wife and helper. He was involved in high pressure meetings with Hewitt Galloway, the biggest Electrical supplies outlets in North America. Dek was selling his new baby the megatron speaker system. Most people said that he had invented the megatron and Dek went along with it but really, he knew it was more correct to say he had designed it around existing components. There he was on the 26th floor of a posh office complex on 35th street. Just him and Lulu on the one side and the Hewitt Galloway four man team on the other. They had reached the percentages, the part of negotiating a deal that churns the stomach into a whirlpool of tiny details until one side begins to feel the sickness. The first one to throw up loses. It was a toss up. HG wanted to pay a royalty of 16.5%, and Deck, having started at 20, was now down to 18.6% when a hullaballoo in the adjoining office caught their attention. Someone was wailing as if in pain. Deck and the HG team froze in mid sentence and listened for a few seconds and then one of the team got up and went to the door. 

‘What’s the problem?’ he asked a person out of view, and in the office Deck just heard a murmuring whimper in reply. He thought he caught the word ‘Lemon’ but then the man at the door gasped:

‘What? Oh No!’ and broke half- coughing, half crying. ‘What’s happened’ said Deck, and in a low wobbling voice the man said’ ‘It’s John. John Lennon. He’s been shot. He’s dead.’ 

That was when the world stopped spinning. 

Deck had no recollection of him and Lulu coming down the twenty six floors in the lift  But later that evening they both went and joined the vigil outside the Dakota. Not for any reason except just to be there, and be part of that silent chorus of tears as hundreds of people were shuffling together in the cold New York streets that dreadful night. 

He called Roly. Yes he had heard of it. ‘What a bummer’ he said ‘I can’t take it in.’

The world spun again and Deck became successful again with another zany idea. Then the bottom fell out of that market and the world wobbled and stumbled like a drunk man. 
He couldn’t remember how he got to be in LA that night. Roly had often said to look him up any time he was in town. But that had been a long while ago and Derek wasn’t sure if that invite sort of standing invite to an old pal. Roly never forgot his old pals from Beasdale.  

There he was with Lulu in a bar on Sunset Strip taking in a Tequila Spritzer when on speck, he called up Roly. 

‘Good to hear off ya’ said Roly and then added ‘You must have heard about it.’

‘Heard about what?’ Dek said

‘The do tonight at my place.’

‘What do?’

‘You know the big Beverly Hills party, man!’

‘No I never heard about any party, but now you’ve spilled the beans, you better tell me what time ii starts. And what do I have to wear?’ 

‘No nothing. It’s not a fancy dress do, it’s just a get together at my place. Why? You coming then?’ 

‘Yeah okay, I sure am’ said Dek adding: ‘and is it okay if Lulu comes too’ 

‘Of course it is’ 

Derek turned up around 7, the warm Californian breeze making it feel like early afternoon  
Roly showed hin all around house. It was impressive and Derek was impressed. They laughed about the days of the Parasights and how the sliders  looked the same as back then. But behind the cosmetics it had all changed . Only Derek and Roly knew how much. But soon Roly had to entertain other folk coming through the door. Notables like Joni Mitchell, Jim Walsh of the Eagles, 
Big shots  all, some cam striding in with a swagger and others scuffled in oozing casual on steroids. Film producers, actors and pop stars. Some 

Derek felt severely overawed by it all. Lulu struck up a conversation with a member of the group ‘DangChang’ and Derek 

Roly called him over. ‘Meet Simon’ he said shouting over the hubub of the room. ‘Hello’ said Derek beaming widely. ‘Simon is head of Arclight Sanderton.’ Said Roly while Simon nodded 

Lendecks, Lennywacks, Deck and Dill 

Magic Lantern pub and the

Beasdale

fine mimic of the sound of

that wretched Mr Allcott who had would him up way past his until he felt like the The road down by Folkens Grove School 

The Parasights     Dek (Derek),  Lenny,  Sid,  Roly (‘Roles’)  - later mega-famous with Silverthread.

Beasdale = Suburb of 

Please Please Me

22 March 1963[image: image1.jpg]



I Saw Her Standing There
Misery
Anna (Go To Him)
Chains
Boys
Ask Me Why
Please Please Me
Love Me Do
PS I Love You
Baby It's You
Do You Want To Know A Secret
A Taste Of Honey
There's A Place
Twist And Shout
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With The Beatles

22 November 1963
It Won't Be Long
All I've Got To Do
All My Loving
Don't Bother Me
Little Child
Till There Was You
Please Mister Postman
Roll Over Beethoven
Hold Me Tight
You Really Got A Hold On Me
I Wanna Be Your Man
Devil In Her Heart
Not A Second Time
Money (That's What I Want)
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A Hard Day's Night

10 July 1964
A Hard Day's Night
I Should Have Known Better
If I Fell
I'm Happy Just To Dance With You
And I Love Her
Tell Me Why
Can't Buy Me Love
Any Time At All
I'll Cry Instead
Things We Said Today
When I Get Home
You Can't Do That
I'll Be Back
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Beatles For Sale

4 December 1964
No Reply
I'm A Loser
Baby's In Black
Rock And Roll Music
I'll Follow The Sun
Mr Moonlight
Kansas City/Hey-Hey-Hey-Hey!
Eight Days A Week
Words Of Love
Honey Don't
Every Little Thing
I Don't Want To Spoil The Party
What You're Doing
Everybody's Trying To Be My Baby
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Help!      6 August 1965

Help!
The Night Before
You've Got To Hide Your Love Away
I Need You
Another Girl
You're Going To Lose That Girl
Ticket To Ride
Act Naturally
It's Only Love
You Like Me Too Much
Tell Me What You See
I've Just Seen A Face
Yesterday
Dizzy Miss Lizzy
Rubber Soul

3 December 1965
[image: image7.png]


Drive My Car
Norwegian Wood (This Bird Has Flown)
You Won't See Me
Nowhere Man
Think For Yourself
The Word
Michelle
What Goes On
Girl
I'm Looking Through You
In My Life
Wait
If I Needed Someone
Run For Your Life
Revolver

5 August 1966
Taxman 
Eleanor Rigby
I'm Only Sleeping
Love You To
Here, There And Everywhere
Yellow Submarine
She Said She Said
Good Day Sunshine
And Your Bird Can Sing
For No One
Doctor Robert
I Want To Tell You
Got To Get You Into My Life
Tomorrow Never Knows
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Sgt Pepper's Lonely Hearts Club Band

1 June 1967
Sgt Pepper's Lonely Hearts Club Band
With A Little Help From My Friends
Lucy In The Sky With Diamonds
Getting Better
Fixing A Hole
She's Leaving Home
Being For The Benefit Of Mr Kite!
Within You Without You
When I'm Sixty-Four
Lovely Rita
Good Morning Good Morning
Sgt Pepper's Lonely Hearts Club Band (Reprise)
A Day In The Life
The Beatles (White Album)

22 November 1968
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 HYPERLINK "https://www.beatlesbible.com/songs/back-in-the-ussr/" \o "Back In The USSR" 
Back In The USSR

Dear Prudence
Glass Onion
Ob-La-Di, Ob-La-Da
Wild Honey Pie
The Continuing Story Of Bungalow Bill
While My Guitar Gently Weeps
Happiness Is A Warm Gun
Martha My Dear
I'm So Tired
Blackbird
Piggies
Rocky Raccoon
Don't Pass Me By
Why Don't We Do It In The Road?
I Will
Julia
Birthday
Yer Blues
Mother Nature's Son
Everybody's Got Something To Hide Except Me And My Monkey
Sexy Sadie
Helter Skelter
Long, Long, Long
Revolution 1
Honey Pie
Savoy Truffle
Cry Baby Cry
Revolution 9
Good Night
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Yellow Submarine

17 January 1969
Yellow Submarine
Only A Northern Song
All Together Now
Hey Bulldog
It's All Too Much
All You Need Is Love
Pepperland
Sea Of Time
Sea Of Holes
Sea Of Monsters
March Of The Meanies
Pepperland Laid Waste
Yellow Submarine In Pepperland
Abbey Road

26 September 1969
Come Together
Something
Maxwell's Silver Hammer
Oh! Darling
Octopus's Garden
I Want You (She's So Heavy)
Here Comes The Sun
Because
You Never Give Me Your Money
Sun King
Mean Mr Mustard
Polythene Pam
She Came In Through The Bathroom Window
Golden Slumbers
Carry That Weight
The End
Her Majesty
 HYPERLINK "https://www.beatlesbible.com/albums/let-it-be/" \o "Let It Be" 
Let It Be


8 May 1970
Two Of Us
Dig A Pony
Across The Universe
I Me Mine
Dig It
Let It Be
Maggie Mae
I've Got A Feeling
One After 909
The Long And Winding Road
For You Blue
Get Back


Magical Mystery Tour

19 November 1976* (LP)
Magical Mystery Tour
The Fool On The Hill
Flying
Blue Jay Way
Your Mother Should Know
I Am The Walrus
Hello, Goodbye
Strawberry Fields Forever
Penny Lane
Baby You're A Rich Man
All You Need Is Love
	DATE
	HIGHEST 
POS'N
	WKS ON 
CHART
	TITLE

	October 11, 1962
	17
	18
	LOVE ME DO

	January 17, 1963
	2
	18
	PLEASE PLEASE ME

	April 18, 1963
	1
	21
	FROM ME TO YOU

	June 6, 1963
	48
	1
	MY BONNIE

	August 29, 1963
	1
	33
	SHE LOVES YOU

	December 5, 1963
	1
	22
	I WANT TO HOLD YOUR HAND

	March 26, 1964
	1
	15
	CAN'T BUY ME LOVE

	June 11, 1964
	29
	6
	AIN'T SHE SWEET

	July 16, 1964
	1
	13
	A HARD DAY'S NIGHT

	December 3, 1964
	1
	13
	I FEEL FINE

	April 15, 1965
	1
	12
	TICKET TO RIDE

	July 29, 1965
	1
	14
	HELP!

	December 9, 1965
	1
	12
	DAY TRIPPER/WE CAN WORK IT OUT

	June 16, 1966
	1
	11
	PAPERBACK WRITER

	August 11, 1966
	1
	13
	YELLOW SUBMARINE/ELEANOR RIGBY

	February 23, 1967
	2
	11
	PENNY LANE/STRAWBERRY FIELDS FOREVER

	July 12, 1967
	1
	13
	ALL YOU NEED IS LOVE

	November 29, 1967
	1
	12
	HELLO GOODBYE

	December 13, 1967
	2
	12
	MAGICAL MYSTERY TOUR (DOUBLE EP)

	March 20, 1968
	1
	8
	LADY MADONNA

	September 4, 1968
	1
	16
	HEY JUDE

	April 23, 1969
	1
	17
	GET BACK

	June 4, 1969
	1
	14
	THE BALLAD OF JOHN AND YOKO

	November 8, 1969
	4
	12
	SOMETHING/COME TOGETHER

	March 14, 1970
	2
	10
	LET IT BE
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