DavesBit.doc – for Will Hammond in Spain, Brum Beat article.


Dave Scott-Morgan (ELO) 
The Axe-man Cometh. 
The 60's. It was a time to be gloriously and outrageously silly. Carl Wayne had a different take on glory to me though and one of the more outrageous things he used to do was to smash up TVs on stage: I thought having a Beatles haircut was revolutionary but smashing up a television set? Surely there must be a law against that - isn't it sacrilege or something? 
The way Charlie did it was akin to a religious experience. I know; I was part of the congregation at The Belfry - a posh hotel in the Sutton Coldfield countryside. 
He was on stage with his recently formed super-group 'The Move' . The music had evaporated into a long solo with Roy Wood studiously thrashing his Fender and Trevor Burton standing like an angry sphinx, lasing the audience with his steely glare while, at stage front, Charlie stood fixed into a mean pose and lost in apparent meditation. At the same time lights were flashing (yes, that was new thing too, before the name 'strobing' was invented) and at the back Bev Bevan industriously flailed away at his drumkit.  I swear I saw the slightest flicker of a grin pass across his face as a roadie shuffled by holding a table, followed by another roadie –‘Upsy’ the chief roadie no less - grasping a television set. The table was placed ceremoniously at stage front and the tele placed on top. An altar and a sacrifice........ The crowd gasped as Charlie picked up an axe and began circling the table like David stalking a downed Goliath... going around and around first the one way then the other for what seemed like ages until.......Suddenly he exploded into a manic rage. Wallop. The wooden cabinet split apart. More blows. Bang! - the tube went with a tinkly popping sound. Charlie smashed the axe down again…and again….and again - while the crowd, me included, stood transfixed in the symbology of it all - a public execution by an angry young axe man! Finally the ritual was complete and the roadies returned to retrieve the pieces of the TV set. I think The Move finished the song but I don't really remember. Maybe I was being treated for shock or something? I just remember thinking afterward "how very strange, what does it all mean?" Well of course it meant that The Move were bent on moving - up and out of Birmingham and the Midlands and anywhere remotely provincial and stepping up to the centre stage of our universe - London, the capital of the music world. With the help of their new manager, media locust Tony Secunda, Charlie had set The Move onto a trajectory that would make them a household name. It was a fact that unfolded before our Brummie eyes.
 Life in the Brumbeat era of Birmingham was like one long fairground ride for me, the lights dazzled, the music blared and the carousel kept spinning until anyone with anything to say had been sucked up into its vortex of promise. And The Move? They played us out at the end of the sixties with Bev marking the beats, Roy splitting the atom, Trevor on Molotov cocktails and Carl - I guess Charlie was someone we all marched behind because he was the biggest guy around. 
Dave. 

