
SEVENTIES

Lou - America – Girls – Rum Runner – Flying – Timescale – Jim Cleary – Aerobatics & Hector – Inventions – Sheila – Jo - Jun 77, Lou dies. Mar 79 – If you wrote Hiroshima  The seventies begin and end with Lou


1978

It was one of those drunken nights at Fran Skarth-Haley’s place in Erdington. He put on a record by ELO and through my stupor I sat listening to the opening track. I remember the feeling of awe and at the same time, a sort of shock. The song was so full of fun. It was a tonic to drink in. They say some days you gotta win, they say some days you gotta lose. But I got news for you, you’re losing all the while you never win. The statement was in the words, in the music. It was pointing up, it was looking up, it was taking up. Anyway, it took me up and shocked me at the same time. I realised that Jeff had touched the magic stone and was sharing it out. 

1973 

I shared a house with Bob Brady and Megan. I was with a lady named Pam then. Before Pam it was Alison, before that it was Cath, befpre that it was Barbara, before that it was Kath. Then it was Linette, then Julie, then Pam, then Sheila, then Jo, then Andrea. 

I was trying to get my songs heard. I tried several times to form a group but I never felt strong enough to front it. I couldn’t speak to anyone from the stage. I was too self-conscious. Deals came and went. Carl Wayne was forever concocting deals for this and that – one time he got me a publishing deal with Air Edel which went sour. There was my money and his money and Georeg Martin, who owned Air Edel got upset about it and grilled me in his office about it. In between talking to me he was takling calls from the guy ghiost writing his ook and I heard hin explai how he did the end chord on Sergeat Pepper ober the pohone – sorry about that he saud it’s my book called All you need is ears. 


2009

Now it’s 2009 and I’m flying again, from the same club at Stratford with the Vulcan parked outside. It’s good to get back behind the wheel and fly, and it’s good to be teaching the RAF cadets again. 
In 2006 we bought the house next door to us and now we live in that and have a studio and guest house in the old place. 
We still do the gigs 
Now we have run the church for 10 years and we feel that is enough. We plan to hand over to someone else by the end of the year.
1  Instructing,  2  LMX,  3  Grimm Doo 

Words

‘I want you to promise me you won’t let your mother marry Alf!’ grandad said to me while he lay dying on his bed in the upstairs room. I looked at the floor, scared to speak. ‘Promise me!’ he said again. I heard my choking voice squeak ‘I promise’ and grandad, satisfied, lay back on his pillow and mumbled something about me being a good boy. I gave me word to what I could not hope to do, what I did not want to do. I promised to become somebody I wasn’t , an influence, a manipulator, of mom.  
It caused me to secretly hope that words didn’t mean anything. They were just something blown out of the lungs and lost on the wind. Because if words had any value or even worse, if there was any connection between future facts and words spoken in the now, then I was in trouble. Big time. 


It’s a terrible thing to discover that words means something when you thought they didn’t. That they hold power. That they are connected to what happens in the future.  
Jeff made declarations which were loud and confident. 
Haringay
I remember Mom and dad pushing me forward at Haringay arena, London, in 1954, to join the seething multitude of people moving forward in response to Billy Grahams’ appeal. 

‘Go on’ they said, nudging me to join the crowd moving forward across the football pitch. And me not wanting to go, and wanting to go, all at the same time. Embarrassed at twelve years old even. ‘Go on’ they said again. Grudgingly, go on I did. Maybe they understood something about the importance of being there, of just turning up even when your heart isn’t in it. 


Then, I remember dad picking up that piece of paper in New Street, Birmingham, two years later. ‘Prepare to meet thy God’ it said and he stuffed it into his pocket and we walked on and never mentioned it. It wasn’t until mom was going through his pockets after the funeral that she found that piece and I heard her screaming and went to see what was wrong… ‘Dad picked that up outside Boot’s Chemist,’ I told her, ‘the night we went to get up town to the medicine.’  Mom could never talk to me about the love of God after that. 


I only knew the God who spoke terrifying things to people, like ‘Prepare to meet me.’ 
The terrifying thing to me was that I was the only witness. So God had used me to be part of the message, to validate it’s arrival just two days before he died. I couldn’t take that. I had to deny it, ignore it, run away, don’t have anything to do with it. ‘I know nothing’ says Manuel in Fawlty Towers.

‘I was not there, I was not involved, I did not see anything.’  

Wales

Dad was from a mining community just outside Risca, Monmouth, South Wales. It was a harsh landscape. A small clump of houses clinging to the side of a hill and across the road, in the gulley formed by the bottom of the valley, the coal pit. The wheelhouse and turrets standing black and proud and cuddled by the hills around. It was a place rich in folklore, sheep, and the bitter history of the General Strike of 1926. It was hard to find anyone who did not blame the Tories (the Conservative Party) for the disaster brought upon the pit community of South Wales during that time. 
The whole Morgan family had migrated to Birmingham before the war and somehow Dad had wound up being a staunch Conservative supporter, a fact that used to cause sparks to fly when his brother Victor came around. Victor was about as red as you can get, a passionate and fervent supporter of socialism. Marx was his hero and solidarity and worker’s rights were his mantra. I imagine that Victor was the apple of his dad’s eye and Raymond was the black sheep of the family like Mom was of hers. Maybe that was what bonded them together, the fact they were both like square pegs in round holes. But the truth is I really don’t know the answer - how it was that dad escaped being infected by the socialist atmosphere of where he came from. 

Mom told me that dad was a preacher when she first met him. Apparently he came to her for a job – she was recruiting salesmen to help her sell (Kunzles cakes?). Dad worked for her for a couple of weeks and then she had to sack him – he was hopeless at it she said. They were married in 1940 at a church in Kingstanding. Data had a job driving buses in Birminghami. His sister Sylv also worked as a conductress and for a while they worked together as a team. Dad was always one for practical jokes and Sylv was the same so the two of them together were constantly having fun. The bus company finally parted them after some pranks came to light. The later in the war, dad was in the Air Force - as a ground fitter I think. I remember dad as a musician playing the old pedal organ in our living room. 
It’s funny how he was connected with planes in the Air Force, with show-biz (showing films for the Economic League and managing Johnny Kiernan), he was a musician and a preacher. It seems I have done it all again, including the getting involved in odd ball ideas.

It is true that dad was a conscientious objector at some point. Yes, I heard Mom say that he was. And yet, he was in the Air Force - I guess he must have tried to avoid call-up on the grounds of his beliefs or something, and failed. When she first met him, dad was a preacher, in Wales I think she said. 

Vinnie bitz
The room divided into two so that I could have a recording studio like Jeff Lynne. 

Yes I guess I was some kind of ‘mommy’s boy’ leading a somewhat sheltered existence under her roof for many years after dad died. Living in the family home - the council house at Tile Cross - I was somewhat insulated from the ways of the world – both the vices and the responsibilities - that is, until one of the many lady friends I had met while strumming my guitar in clubs and dancehalls, moved upon me to unpick the coils of Mom’s apron string and shack up with her. By then I was 30 years old. The first flat of my own I ever had was in the attic over the top of Jeff Turton’s flat in Kings Heath. I also had a job playing bass for Jeff in his group which went under the name of ‘Jefferson.’ 

unpick the coils of Mom’s apron string and get a ‘flat.’ 

She died happy. Yes I can make that claim. God answered Vinnie’s prayers for me and I believe she died happy to know I was all right. She was always terribly worried about what would happen to me, as if I were still a youngster, which to her, I guess I was. 
I know she would be glad to see me a pastor and sad to see me still lacking in confidence. 
It is also a celebration of everybody mentioned in it. People I have been privileged to know and ride around the block with. 

Do you love me, Now that I can dance..
I was absolutely hopeless at picking up girls. If I found myself at a dance, I would sit at the side of the dance floor, mortified with dread at the thought of twitching around in front of people in the way everyone was doing. It seemed to me like they all belonged in the jungle. I tried it in front of a mirror and decided there was no way I could do that in front of anyone else. 
But dancing was the way to pick up a girl. And here I had another problem. I wanted to be with a girl but as well as not dancing, I could never find the words to ask a girl out. My dilemma was finally solved by joining a group. I discovered I didn’t have to ask girls out – they asked me! And I didn’t have to dance either because being in a group gave a sort of special dispensation in that regard. It was assumed that you must have great rythmn and be a terrific dancer in order to play in a group, so most girls didn’t want to dance with you in case you were a bit too advanced for them on the dance floor.  


Buses bitz
I always wanted to be a bus driver. The grown-ups seemed to think that was a bad idea. Dad had been a bus driver in the war, and to me being in charge of such a machine was a position of ultimate coolness. All my pals would ride on my bus 
Buses meant going somewhere - somewhere full of promise and drama and fun. 
In the fifties, buses in Birmingham still had leather trimmed seats and wood panelling and in the winter everyone sat at the front as far away as possible from the open entrance at the back. The bus driver, like an inscrutable warrior captain, sat in his cab sealed from the rest of us; Although often, peering around the blind at the window and stood on tiptoe hanging on the coach rail, I could watch him from behind - man-handling the big steering wheel and grappling with the gears while his feet danced on the pedals and beneath me, the deep burping grunts as gears meshed and the giant ship lurched powerfully forward. Such exciting things, buses: populated with people all gathered in one accord like the disciples at penetecost, souls in motion in a room, with lights and the smell of leather and cigarettes and the music of the engine. 

It was the age when granddad would take his glass eye out and advance toward me with it in his fingers, a lop-sided grin and his one eye shining at me while he chuckled at the terror he fomented. 


Dad bitz
back street   populated the marquee and the house

Johnny lived in a back street slum off Broad Street, near the centre of Birmingham. Ryland Street has now disappeared beneath glitzy redevelopments.
I sat alone in the balcony circle – dad was backstage somewhere, probably operating the record deck. 

1950  Illustrations

Mom and Dad never taught me about religion. They never sat down and read me the bible, I was not indoctrinated in any way. They hardly ever mentioned it. It wasn’t that I had it taught to me, it was more that I had it illustrated to me. I noticed they would tell the truth even in situations where being honest created problems for them. I noticed that on Sunday things were different, it was a special day and if we ran out of something in the pantry we would have to wait until Monday to go and buy it. Sunday was not to be trifled with. I knew from experience that if ever I got into trouble, they would never jump automatically to my defence but would try to establish the facts first. Other parents might defend their own kids no matter what but my parents would be questioning me and the other party closely, and if they decided I was to blame, boy I was in trouble! 
So I noticed faith at work, I could see there was a difference between my folks and the other folks. My folks did things that in a way that I knew other folk looked down upon and scoffed at. 
I overheard them giving advice to a relatives or neighbours, I overheard that often there was a right way and a wrong way, and the right way always seemed to me a little more difficult than the other way. 

1970  

Depressions. 

I read somewhere that a depression is the indentation left by a fear. That a ‘de-pression’ is actually the ‘im-pression’ of where a fear collided with you and took hold 
When a fear comes in and takes hold it is like a penetrating thing, a knife, a point of entry, an injury. It’s a mind bomb that goes off when you don’t want it to, that you are unable to defuse. Jeff Lynne once told me the trick was to keep positive. He was referring to all the negative things people say if you are an artiste. Things said about your music, your voice, your records, your ideas. 

A depression. Maybe it is useful to know that some fear caused it. Maybe then you can retrace your steps back to the . But always when you do, it is hiding, it is saying ‘No, it can’t be that! – That’s too silly, too ridiculous. That snear, that, look, that word. No, it must be something else that caused it. 
That is too flimsy to cause damage, too powerless to influence me like this. 

Then I become preoccupied with my depression. The indentation in my spirit becomes a quest, an end in itself. A malaise sets in and I begin to take on the attributes of ther depression – The chief one is hiding. Not telling anyone the truth about it. Because it is too awful to lay upon anyone else. Better to keep it to myself. Malaise. The 70’s. 
I used to love a girl who was transfixed by the pointlessness of it all. Nihilism was her middle name. 
She used to say quite often ‘What’s the point, we’re all dead in the end’ 
And I thought she was some kind of genius saying that but then, what did I know? 
Much later I discovered that God is the God of life and just because of that he is against depression. Because depression is against life. It is linking arms with the dogs of the underworld, it is stepping out with shadows and the smell of decay. It is seeing how close you can get to the edge without falling off. 
It is all the things which are against life. 

I was depressed when I joined Magnum. Hiding away on a building site, trying to be nobody. All the same I got roped in to fun and laughter by the fortune of being there when Magnum needed a bass player. It was as if life came to find me and snatch me up into its flow. I was depressed when I joined them and I was depressed when I left them. I really wasn’t a heavy metal rocker. I was more into the melodic, plaintive stuff. It was good fun playing loud music and hamming up the part of the macho bassman was a fairly easy pretence to whip up. Bass guitars have these huge thick strings which you can really thrash without them breaking. And that’s what I did, I went into hooligan mode and thrashed. But inside I wasn’t so connected with power music as I probably appeared. Magnum was Tony’s group and his songs suited the group but my songs were a bit of a departure. So much so I ended up singing them. No, I may have left because I was depressed at the time about the rotten gigs we were doing, but I really wasn’t cut out to be the heavy metal bass player.


1968 
Roy Wood
One time I chanced to go to Woody’s house on an errand, probably at the behest of Charlie Wayne. Woody lived with mom and dad in council flats up on the East Meadway. I climbed the stair, walked along the concrete landing, and knocked at his door. Mr. Wood answered. 
’Hello, I’m Dave.’ I said to Roy’s dad.
’Ah you’ve come to see our Roy. Come in’

‘Yes’ I answered and walked through the cramped alleyway of the hall. 

‘Who’s that Luv?’ shouted Mrs Wood from somewhere in the labyrinth of corridors and 

‘It’s all right, it’s one of Roy’s friends.’ 

His dad ushered me into Roy’s bedroom where Roy was by his bed scribbling on a pad. Guitars, bits of paper, magazines and clothes were everywhere. 
He played me a new song he had been working on. (I think it may have been ‘Beautiful Daughter’ but I am not sure). I remember thinking as I watched his fingers dancing against the fretboard that Roy and the guitar were conversing in a language that I didn’t speak. It was all double dutch to me. He obviously had access to a chord book that was prohibited to the rest of us because I could see him playing shapes that I simply didn’t know. Yes he must have an uncle in the foreign office or something. Somebody who knows stuff to do with music that is on the official secrets list. He might as well have been playing an African Wapiti, what he was doing on that guitar was simply above my understanding. 

Alchemy

I became a Christian.  Yes I must have become a Christian because I wasn’t that to start with and now I am a Christian minister. So at some point there was a change. And that’s a fact, at some point there was a change. It’s so long ago now. 
My friend said once: ‘Dave, it’ been a long time now since you’ve been doing that church stuff. We were wondering when you were going to snap out of it?’

Running away
Romania 1992 -- Masons 
Jesus promised that one of the manifestations of being born again was to have the holy spirit come and live inside. Often I wonder just what that means. To have somebody else living inside, watching and hearing everything that goes on. I wonder about it and worry that sometimes I might grieve the Holy Spirit by my apathy or the seeds of rebellion or the outright evil that is in my suitcase. 
I remember a thing that happened that illuminates what it means to share the inside with somebody else: We were coming back from Romania. Mark and Karen were asleep as I drove the car early one morning along the long bumpy road out of Oradea toward the border with Hungary. I began thinking about what our host in Sibiu had said as we had been drinking wine with him the night before: ‘Ceacescu was ousted by the Massons’.. he had said. ‘The Massons? - What is that?’ I asked. It took me a while to understand what he meant. – ‘Ah, you mean the masons, FREE masons’  ‘Da! The Massons’ exclaimed our host. He was speaking about the activities of freemasons, and he told us how they had pulled the strings behind the scenes. He was talking about it darkly, saying that their machinations were evil (I think he was saying that the masons had decided it was time for a change and that had been the architects of the Romanian revolution). I thought it was rubbish, hysterical stuff. You hear a lot of hysterical stuff in church, and to me this was like some of the stuff I’d heard around church folk. 
I began to pray about it as we were driving toward the Hungarian border that morning. Now I don’t want to reveal who exactly I prayed about but it was a specific person and a specific situation. It was somebody who had once suggested the possibility of me going down the lodge with him and maybe joining… I can’t remember why I didn’t go now but anyway, this person wanted me to become a mason like himself. In my heart I said a prayer. It was more of a shout really. I declared as loud as you can without speaking that this person was wonderful;  That in my experience he had been good and upright in every way. But….
IF there was anything I should know … blah blah… To cut to the chase, I asked the Lord to let me know anything I needed to know about this person because he was indeed a well placed member of the freemasons. I was completely confident that God would confirm to me that he was indeed the paragon of virtue I believed him to be and there was nothing to panic about this freemason stuff. I didn’t even know why I bothered to pray about it, it was just - well, all that strange secret stuff that the masons did.  Anyway, I prayed silently in that car as I drove through Romania, one morning. Nobody heard it. Just me and…. 


The very next week, after we got back, all hell broke loose. That man who I prayed about came against me in such a hard way, he shouted at me down the phone and called me some names which I hadn’t been called before! I was so distraught about it until I remembered my prayer. Then I felt a little humbled. I had prayed a specific question, and God had answered me! I realised then and there that I must NEVER ask God a question unless I am prepared for the answer. 
Because I wasn’t prepared to lose his friendship or his patronage (as he was a very rich man) and didn’t think for a minute that I would. Furthermore I didn’t think there was anything really wrong with the masons or freemasonry. What could possibly be wrong with an organisation committed to helping its members and progressing and prospering them in business?
Songs

Even back then the enemy was all in the mind. Staying positive was the greatest challenge. Not letting the negative opinions get at you – the music biz refusals, the put-downs.

1969

People said a pop song had to be about three minutes long and that it must have a middle bit called a ‘middle eight’. These were the commandments handed down to us from the gods. We thought it was the same gods who whispered melodies in the dead of night and handed out snatches of a lyric line when we had no paper, no pen and no light to see by. But it wasn’t them. We found out it was false prophets who moved amongst us trying to tell us that music had to be this way, or that way. Yes and we believed them for awhile. But it finally dawned on us that in fact nobody on the planet knew for sure how it was supposed to be and the only commandment of pop music was to break any commandment that went before. 


I think punk rockers were the first to plug into that notion big time. No wonder they disappeared up their own backsides.   


It never occurred to any of us that it was historically impossible for pop music to have any commandments because the whole pop music phenomenon was less than ten years old. 

Chicken & Egg
Which comes first - the music or the words? 
Which is more important - the music or the words? 
These are questions I have been asked time and again and given as many answers. It is a perennial argument that rages to and fro and never settles into a place of repose. The egg comes before the chick but the chicken lays the egg… Mmmm.

One of the first people to ever raise the issue to a point of law for me was Jeff Lynne. We were around his house one night making up a song. We had this little tune and for some reason I was in charge of the supplying the words – ‘In my house I sit alone, Mom and dad have turned to stone, I pretend no one’s at home and Cry my eyes out for you girl.’ I sing it to Jeff.
’That’s it, that’ll do’ he cried
’But that bit about mom and dad turning to stone – that doesn’t make sense’ I objected. 
‘That’s all right. The words don’t matter anyway’ Jeff responded. 
And so that was it. 
I am sure that if I asked him now he would have moderated his opinion some. But I got the drift of where he was coming from back then. Really good music caught your ear without you emphatically knowing what they were about and many songs seemed to do quite well with an indifferent lyric line. And yet it’s true isn’t it, that all really great songs have a great lyric too. I don’t mean great poetry, where the words stand up on their own, but something that fits so well inside the musical frame it is fixed in that the music and the words complement each other. At the end of the day music and words get tied together – married - in a song and the one begets value from the other. Just as in life you get good marriages and bad marriages so in music you get good songs and the others...  

Jeff found out about a recorder made by a Danish company – B & O (for Bang & Olufson). He told me about it. With a B & O you could do multi-tracking by a system called Sound-on-Sound recording. It worked by constantly flip-flopping between two tracks, re-recording the previous signal while adding another signal on top of it. It was primitive but boy, it worked!
Successive generations of Sound-on-sound recordings would gather increasing amounts of distortion
and of course, this was not appreciated as beneficial. Not at all. Not by anybody except Jeff, that is. It happened much later when Jeff began spending time in ‘proper’ recording studios: I remember him telling me how he couldn’t understand how come the multi-track studio recordings didn’t sound as good as the old B & O recordings, until he realised it was the distortion caused by the signal being re-recorded that brought a certain excitement to the sound! Once he got hold of that concept, there was no stopping him. Whereas other producers were always meticulous in having the cleanest sound possible, to Jeff, 
whether a sound was ‘clean’ or not no longer became the prime parameter in his pecking order. When Jeff out his producer’s hat on, (which he always did, even before he was the called the producer), he took what he had learned from those old B & O recording. Jeff was also very taken with the things like the compression used on old records. Again, leaps in technology had made compression become so much cleaner and specific to signals or frequencies. But the old records just has compression on everything, and it made the sound breathe in a why which should be lost with the new equipment. Jeff appreciated these details, as indeed does all was producers. 
discovered that a certain kind of dirty was cool!l Jeff realised that clean-ness of itself was not always the prize ingredient ands eventually he learned how to synthesise and manage 

Jeff was the first to buy a B & O recorder but before too long, I had bought one too. 

From An old diary   

(L is Lou Reizner, J is Jimmy O’neill, don’t rememebr who D.L ‘of foreign office fame’ is)
--( Some interesting facts are in here !!
L just phone me up one day and said he wanted to record me. Juts like that. Friend J had been doing the rounds with my tapes and had gotten a few interesting things going. D.L of foreign office fame was pushing to get going – He made it up to Birmingham one night around ‘We’re gonna change all this’ time. But L was pushing directly at me, and even came up to Birmingham one day to get at me with flattery of ‘how nice my home was’ and all  - and it was a junk heap! J intervened and got the talk to percentages; eventually L outbid D.L of foreign office fame, and J said ‘that’s where it’s at’ – No I said that. – ‘the biggest up front equals the biggest follow though’ – an innocent equation. So J and I to London did go and I signed with L. But not before a severe crisis – L was recording Wishful Thinking doing my songs and I went along one day to listen. I straight away realised what they were doing was nowhere – and thus L was nowhere too, or rather still. Because years ago, he had presided over a hash-up of two of my songs recorded by a friend’s group. As an executive producer; but nonetheless connected and responsible. It did me in to hear another mess of my products, but J quelled my fears  in time for signing day. I was very green, and unaware of precisely what contribution I needed to make to my songs come together – now I believe it’s sympathetic directing – producing. But I did have ears for what felt right and as soon as we started recording my ears started protesting. L had arranged for one of his groups ‘Big Sleep’, who were broke and needed the money, to do the sessions, which were all in one week. By week's end we had a load of awfully disjointed backing tracks. I knew we had nothing. None of it moved me. The group, as a group were good – I’d heard their album – but when it came to my tunes, they just didn’t know where to start. Another weeks’ studio time had to be pr0ocured by L, who was annoyed to delay his departure to Spain and the sun. As the week groaned on, the full picture of the debacle I had acquiesced in came to bear upon me – But L, sensing this, tried to buoy up the situation with hopeful remarks, and sometimes succeeded. But my ears spoke the truth. They never lied to me; I should have been more trusting in them and less in the peripheral voices about me in the ‘real world.’ Wallpaper voices weaving pretty patterns, tapestries of dreams about to come true, a future about to flower. All overdue for redecoration – by me. It was done – L had done it, and I sat back in his mansion looking at him, wondering who was on the outside. He and his entourage would paint me as the one. And there again, they won. Momma said be humble, the meek shall inherit the earth – and from that damning dogma I could not escape. I watched his mistresses play out their games – saw him destitute in every human value; and still I had to believe. Because on that sandy rock, I had built my house. An irrevocable deed had overtaken me. As if I had volunteered to out my head on the block; contrived to bring about my own destruction. Delusions of the tapes being treated as a ‘demo’, to be re-recorded when L had got a proper deal with a proper company came next. Delusions of the album being ‘bought’ into the charts – forced down people’s ears. Wishful Thinking were one of L’s groups. An astrologer had predicted to him, all good tidings vis-à-vis me – maybe the stars would come to the rescue. The torment went on and on. I went back to Birmingham, broken inside, spasticated. There was no escape. I had to leave. That was the only answer. I had to remove myself from every single thing I knew – I had to run away – and run farther than ever before. I had always run away. And my ears had always chased me. – That man had always gotten to me. Unfulfilment is a bitter cup. But now there was money – more than I had ever dreamed of. There was no obstacle – and no earthly chains to hold me. I don’t know if the ears told me to run. Maybe it was them – yes I’m sure of it – the rest, the eyes had been destroyed, blinded. Put out like Samson’s’. Delilah the wallpaper pattern had ordained it. So to the USA and a new life, which would bring its own Delilah’s, and Sheba’s too, very soon. The blind man in his rapture led from success to success, enough to buy back his sight and pick out a path to further destruction. The girl from ‘Lauderdale’, the ‘Sun Birdie’, prized open my eyes with a jemmy; Strapped on the blinkers and saddled me up; towing the carriage of future paradise behind. 

Discipline

Discipline and I were not buddies. They did not sit well together. No, discipline and I were headed in different directions. Folk would say to me ’The Army will sort you out!’ - meaning that when I was called up for National Service I would be forced to knuckle down. National Service was the name for conscription and I was assured that this would make a man out of me. According to the whim of the call up board I could be conscripted to the Army, Navy or Air Force, and this sentence hung over me like the Sword of Damocles. But then National Service was ended in 1960 and I was reprieved. The rigour of the drill sergeant never did get to come near my door. Then along came the Beatles and discipline became officially, a dirty word. My dad had died, taken by a cruel God who was out to get me, and here were the Beatles. There was no contest. They had my vote. 
And now looking back, with that sort of clarity you only get from looking back, I can see that before dad died there were two things that happened to me that were both very significant in the rules they established. Two things that gained a point of high ground over everything subsequent. 
One was the paper round that I never finished. And one was Haringay. 
But I know that something triggered something to do with impatience, something to do with abandoning that affected ever thing I ever was involved with. And so I ran away from the apprenticeship at Beresford Submersible Pumps, I ran away from every difficult situation, I ran away from every woman who gave me difficulty, I ran away from committeeman of any kind. I ran away from every obstacle and problem that rose up. I was unable to confront anything or anyone. I still have difficulty confronting people and situations. 
In fact I think the church is the first difficult thing I have ever stuck with. 

New Street

The Avengers (without Gerry Levene), The Diplomats – both had Bev as drummer.

My old Mark 7 Jag

Vin-speak / old english speak
A chip off the old block

I’ll go to the foot of our stairs

You’ll laugh the other side of your face one of these days

You’ll have to take Shanksy’s Pony! (How to get there?)

He who laughs last laughs longest.

Be sure your sins will find you out.

Many a true word spoken in jest.

	Working Title
	Article
	File
	

	Glory
	Opener for book
	End Game
	

	Carl Wayne
	Chip butties at the Cedar,  smashing the TV set
	End Game
	

	Haringay
	Billy Graham
	End Game
	

	Depression
	Poems and stuff

Running away 
	End Game
	

	songwriting
	Psa 42:8 songs come at night. And so does the devil.
Jeff mid air scripting in the Rum Runner
	End Game
	

	
	
	
	


Psa 42:8 Yet the LORD will command his lovingkindness in the daytime, and in the night his song shall be with me, and my prayer unto the God of my life.

Red Shift 1985
Red Shift was just about the last song Martin and I worked on at Grimm Doo. The lyric was a stew of various galactic concepts and ideas – a piece of musical blotting paper soaking up the background radiation of 1985, as it seemed back then. Of course Red Shift is the phenomenon of light changing spectrum due to its speed relative to the observer. When speaking about Red Shift the observer is planet earth. Scientists call it the Doppler effect (hey I am not making this up, it’s true!) and in more down-to-earth terms the same effect happens to sound for example, when a jet plane comes toward you, passes overhead and then flies away. After passing overhead the pitch of the sound drops – or rather you hear it at a lower frequency than when it was coming toward you. Well, light does the same thing and from observing how the light received from celestial bodies is different – or shifted - scientists have determined that everything in the universe is rushing away from us. And the more distant they are, the faster they are receding! Some are apparently travelling at a phenomenal rate. Hmmm. We live in an expanding universe unless there is some other cause for the light signals behaving in this way… 
It’s an interesting thing and the song has nothing to do with it really, more to do with the trepidous nature of man’s attempts to explain the cosmos and the pomposity of it all when he can’t even explain himself! 
Well at least the man writing the song couldn’t…

It is the morning of our perfectness
The umpteenth of forever

Don’t say goodbye until it’s hurting less

You know that could be never


The chorus turned about the phrase:
‘Just making love. Just making love on the Red Shift coming in.’


Just make it love on the Red Shift coming in. We live in an extraordinarily beautiful and awe-inspiring construction that swamps the imagination in its serenity and vastness. The universe is to all intents and purposes, infinite, and to me a vessel of pure symmetry and endless wonder. Just looking at it and my addiction to depression is healed. 

The problem is, if I am really depressed, I can’t lift my head to look at it. 

Mom couldn’t be shaken. The ground under her began shaking so violently and she tottered and danced and slipped and tripped but she still stood through it. Life landed her the bitterest of blows: Her man was taken from her while in his prime. Her folks badmouthed her, scoffed at her God and how ineffective He was in her time of distress. Her son despised her and she had nothing but duty and thankless servitude to look forward to. But in all this she clung to faith. And the reason was simple. Her faith was a thing that had been built upon a deep foundation. 
You know when you see the earth movers digging down deep and pouring that concrete and steel so low down, you can be sure they are building a high place. And the higher the building the deeper the foundation. 

Yes, God built a skyscraper in mom and in order to do that he had to dig down deep and construct a foundation that could not be shaken. And then He came and shook every certainty upon which she stood just to prove and reprove what He had done. He had built a skyscraper. 

Depression
20 Oct 2006

be not of sad heart

or of imminent fear

The time is not yet here

for this is the age of the twilight time

and the sky is blue and beautiful

and the sun and moon

of perfect duration

and dependable service

and the land and sea, a fixation

as it should be. 

And the quarter that starves

knows not of the other half

nor the golden calf

for this is the twilight time

of laughter and song

and careless wrong

before the wrath of the firmament descends

and ends

the age.

For it is written in the stars

that none of us shall turn that page

sing on.

I wrote that in 1972. Reading it again brings a new vibration to it. The seventies were indeed a time of careless wrong - to me at any rate. I spent the entire decade in pursuit of the elusive pop song along with a multitude of lady friends. I think I believed that the one could somehow lead me to the other. If I resorted to depressing prose it’s no wonder: The Beatles had packed up; abdicated from their throne and left the kingdom ruled by a gaggle of upstarts and court jesters dressed in ever more bizarre threads and bent upon outdoing each other in some new level of perversity. I found it all depressing. I had a kinship with the sixties. I understood the music but the seventies seemed to quickly morph into something else. Where before I had something to stand upon, in the seventies I was on quicksand. 

It was the seventies and I was honing my gift for songwriting. I spent the entire decade in pursuit of the elusive pop song and the equally elusive perfect girl. It was a depressing time. The Beatles had packed up; abdicated and left the kingdom without a monarch. Pop music was ruled instead by a gaggle of upstarts and court jesters dressed in ever more bizarre threads and bent upon outdoing each other in some new perversity. I found it all depressing. I felt a kinship with the sixties music – I understood it but in the seventies I gradually lost touch with the spirit of the hour. Before long I had lost interest in chasing the latest trends although with some notable exceptions – Abba and The Bee Gees fired me up again. 


bouts of loneliness and depression Somewhere I had decided to be a secret creator of things. That is a secret because I didn’t really believe I was 
Either that or I remembered the knife blade of the put down I endured at the hands of a certain  drummer who exclaimed to my face that my songs were hopeless. 

I wrote a lot of poems while I was carousing around America.  

It’s a poem I wrote in 1972. A poem which for some reason I associate with depression. 

Mental health is such a fragile thing. What is it anyway?  Some kind of ability to reason on a flat surface, without any of the bumps of prejudice, fear, or the undue exaltations or denigrations of people or things. Being mentally ill is being nagged by the devil. Being well is knowing that the devil is a liar, full of negativities. Being mentally ill is being extreme. Being well is somewhere in the middle. Not too happy , not too sad. People say you are ill if you want to commit suicide but when I wanted to, I didn’t feel ill at all. It seemed the most logical and caring thing to do for everybody concerned. But it is an illness to do yourself harm because God is life. 


Confidence and zero self-doubt are the engines I never had installed, or else were faulty. I rely on other peoples vim of confidence to drive me along. I can believe in other people when I lose faith in myself. 

Maybe it was not having a dad. Made me look for a father figure everywhere. Yes I am sure I clung to people as surrogate fathers. Powerful, big, confident  I don’t know 
 

End Game 
4 May 2006

If a book doesn’t tell me how to be victorious in some field of endeavour; If it doesn’t show me by someone’s example how to prevail, how to succeed, then at the end of the day, it’s not much use to me. I need to draw some long distance wisdom from the well of life. It has to be a deeper well than my own well, otherwise I don’t need it. It doesn’t matter whose it is as long as it belongs to someone who has won, someone who doesn’t end up hopeless and broke. They have to end up better than they began, otherwise they are no good to me. I need to hear from someone who has trod a path I can relate to. I need a sneak preview of life’s big picture because from where I am looking I can only see the small picture, the mundane, the humdrum
So I begin wondering in what areas I can teach people to win. What do I have knowledge of; what do I have experience of that might be valuable to other people. Valuable, not just interesting. 
I have to identify the nooks and crannies where I have a special knowledge to pass on. 

Songwriting: How to write a song. How Jeff writes a song. Now there’s an area where I am privy to some information. I once wrote a song with Jeff in the front room of his folks house in Shard End. We had made up a tune – I think I was playing piano and he was strumming a guitar – and I remember him hassling me to get the words. ‘C’mon – anything will do!’ (for some reason I was the lyricist in this arrangement!) In desperation I spouted some bizarre lines that didn’t make any sense right off the top of my head. I remember Jeff shouting: ‘That’s it. That’ll do. That’s great!’  I think the song was called ‘Cry my eyes out for you.’ 
I said something like ‘that’ll do for now, until I can get some better ones’, but as far as Jeff was concerned the issue was settled: I was stuck in a frame where words had to make sense and at the time, Jeff’s attitude was that the words were superfluous, a vehicle for the music and nothing more. 
But Jeff loved the sound of words and was always making new words up. Once on tour he came up with the word ‘funce’, which after some deliberation was deemed to be the name for the stuff you find behind the fridge.

Songs

The bible says that songs come at night (in Psalm 42) and anyone who has ever kicked songs around will agree. Songs do indeed seem to percolate at the most inconvenient of times and the dead of night  is definitely one of their favourites. Often, I have lay in bed with toes twitching to an imaginary beat and my head full of wall to wall music, thinking shall I get up - or will I remember it tomorrow? Because when songs come, they come with all the power of the now. You can’t just ignore them.

If anyone out there is interested in what I have learned about it, I will pass on a simple but effective rule that worked for me. If that song is really that memorable – if it’s really that good - you will remember it in the morning and (in my experience) it’s safe to sleep on it. Now the song doesn’t tell you that. The song is telling you how imminently precious it is and how if you don’t get up and attend to its chords or its riff or its hook-line - right away - it will leave you and go find somebody else who will treat it better. Don’t panic. Songs are born as welfare junkies and they spend their dependency freaks. They crave attention from the moment they burst out of the birth canal of your imagination into the world of men and plectrums. But I know that there is probably no greater fear that a writer can have than that of losing a song – of not being able to remember something really special. 

That’s the first piece of advice I have to give. The other is writing chords in mid air scripting 
Now maybe with today’s music it is not quite so necessary to understand this. I don’t know but certainly years ago it was essential to understand the relationship between chords.
On that big wide screen in your dreamland drive in. 

Well, yes I have been a songwriter. I’ve done a couple of nice tunes and so I guess it’s okay to pass on a couple of But  and technicolour. 
Jeff Lynne came into the Rum Runner quite often while I worked there with the resident band. One night between sets I was stood at the bar chewing the fat with him and we began discussing the structure of songs and the fact that pop music usually had identifiable chord structures that was easy to recognise and emulate. We began playing a little game to see who could name the chords to the song playing over the club’s PA system. We agreed that the song was in the key of ‘C’ and the game began. The rule was every time there was a chord change, the first one to bark out the chord scored. I remember that Jeff was better at it than me. He was first with more chord changes he won the game that night. But the point was that songs have structure, chord structure being one of them, and that was a fashionable thing. In our day the Beatles had refined the chord progressions of the previous era and discovered many new ones which were really quite nifty. Bass notes would climb or descend on the chord changes. The Beatles even made one note stay the same while the chords changed behind it. That was a device Jeff liked to use with ELO productions. We loved all that kind of stuff and we would often be talking about a new chord progression we had discovered. I remember Jeff calling me up when ‘Help’ came out and telling me it was the best record he’d ever heard. I agreed with him. It was wonderful.  
And now how very strange it is now to see solid concrete and steel things like buildings and streets disappear, but the songs about them still remain long after the bricks and mortar have been smashed to dust. And so Penny Lane and Strawberry Fields will exist in an air of music when their namesakes lie beneath motorways or theme parks. 

Jeff did nearly all of ‘Hold on Tight’ by himself and it was a hit as we began touring America. I think that was where he began to realise that he didn’t need a group of people to turn his music into hit records and of course, people come with issues and problems and personalities. The problems of dealing with musicians had begun to severely dilute their usefulness to him. He needed support but only to do things which he couldn’t do. Run the tape machines and work the desk in the studio. Play a tasteful piano piece. In the end he found he could do it all by himself and the group thing had become nothing more that the harbinger of trouble that he didn’t need.  
Jeff would never let anyone contribute words or melody to his songs. I don’t think it was fear of litigation, I think it had more to do with the pride he took in his work. 

One time I saw him trying to get a line for a song in the studio and I proffered something as a possibility but I remember he shot back with: ‘No, don’t help me!’ and disappeared back to ‘scribbling-on-pad mode. A little later he explained: ‘Don’t say anything because if you come up with something really good I’ll be sick that I won’t be able to use it.’ 

He dissuaded any helpful suggestions: 

Actors    9 Jan 2006

When I tell my story it’s almost like I’m speaking about someone else. It was like a lifetime ago, another dream, another reality a season passed. 


Rox

He was born before the Berlin Wall came down, a rebel from the word go. A bit like his dad who adopted him in April 1988 from the Dog’s Home in Central Birmingham. Dog number 571 the ticket around his neck said, and his sparkling eyes and jousty body just cried out ‘take me!’ and take him we did. 

He was my pal for sixteen years. When Karen left me I used to discuss the situation with him on the long nights we spent alone together: ‘I’ll get another mommy for you, I promise!’ He would look back at me unconvinced as if to say, ‘Yeah, of course you will dad.’ 
But then I surprised everybody by getting Rox another mommy. To be honest I had to pinch myself several times as well to believe the immensity of fortune that was in my marrying Mandy, Rox’s new mom.

But on All Saints Day 2004 – the first of November - Mandy and I laid him to rest in the clay of Church on the Hill. I realised how very thin he had become as I laid his body into the ground and felt his bony frame in my hands. A shadow of his former self, his eyesight and hearing had been all but gone. And so we buried him with tears but we remember him as that cheeky, rebellious, wilful spark of endless fun. 



Atlantic Crumbs
The CRM course 
He began reminiscing about an era of air travel long gone.. There was a thing called ‘Big authority gradient:’ When the ops manual stated that Captains must be saluted when you introduce yourself to them. You called a Captain ‘Sir’ never Captain, and certainly never by his name. 
It was a time when the chief steward had standing instructions to bring drinks into the cockpit as soon as the aircraft came to a standstill. The main purpose of the ‘Landing Drink’ as it came to be called, was to ensure the company couldn’t collar you for any more sectors. If they tried the reply was invariably ‘oh sorry, I can’t do it – I’ve had a drink!’

Game Park 
A jumbo jet descending into Nairobi, flew below its minima on approach. It made contact with the ground and almost come to grief. Before it had recovered it had gathered bits of bushes in its undercarriage. Years before a Comet had done the same thing on the same approach. The area over which the descent into Nairobi is made is called the Game Park and so the incidents came to be known as the Game Park incidents. When years later the back room boffins invented the Ground Proximity Warning Systems (GPWS), the word went around British Airways that the GPWS stood for Game Park Warning System

Asserting oneself is the oft-repeated phrase, although no one seems to quite know how to define such a thing. 
PC phrases – I am uncomfortable with this….    I have problem with this….

14 Nov 2005

I have said some things, made some claims… Yes I have said that God has done some things in my life and that probably upsets a great deal of people. If I could find a way of telling what must be told without mentioning it… believe me I wouldn’t burden you with concepts that must seem like a bridge too far to span. I have told you some of the exciting things about ELO and music and show biz but really there is something else and I have to find a way of telling it.

You have to go with what God is doing because you’re stuck in it. It might be a time of war, or a time of prosperity like we have lived through these fifty years past. But you can’t avoid getting involved. You can’t avoid what God is doing and the times you are living in. There is a time for everything and we are stuck in our slice of it. Now young men no longer die on foreign fields having been sent there in droves by the established order. No, instead some of them are strapping bombs to themselves and making war on their neighbours, while elsewhere in the prosperous world, civilised young men fall in their thousand beneath self-administered hypodermic bayonets. By some grotesque default, they choose the valour of death in their own gutter whereas in former times men had death in a foreign gutter forced upon them.
It is the age of such things and what can you do when the times you live in force you to take sides? 

‘There is nothing I can do about it’ used to be the cry of the downtrodden working classes but now it is the cry of their sons and daughters who cannot be bothered to do anything. Even thinking is too hard a work. 

29 Oct 2005

I have been shamed and humiliated. In full view of all. Deficiencies, oversights and neglected procedures. Let’s be honest, I want the position, I want the money. I don’t want the weight of responsibility and I don’t want to deal with the regulatory mentality anymore. Now the CAA have moved the goal posts and insinuated a new focus on details, a level of nit-picking that has out patienced me. I do not feel I have the wherewithal to deal with this. I feel that I should leave but not under a cloud. Not put to shame. Because that undermines all that God has done, for the word declares he who trusts in me will never be put to shame. Yes I know that means disappointed too.

Isa 50:7  Because the Sovereign LORD helps me, I will not be disgraced. Therefore have I set my face like flint, and I know I will not be put to shame.

Isa 50:8  He who vindicates me is near. Who then will bring charges against me? Let us face each other! Who is my accuser? Let him confront me!

Isa 54:4  "Do not be afraid; you will not suffer shame. Do not fear disgrace; you will not be humiliated.

Tomorrow
Somewhere in it all tomorrow got ejected out of my thinking. I guess it started when dad died but I wouldn’t swear to it. Maybe for me tomorrow never existed and dad dying only proved the point. To me the future was a let down, it could never be anything else. To protect myself from this awful knowledge, somewhere along the way I decided that tomorrow didn’t exist. A girl friend once summed it up: ‘We’re all dead in the end’ she said, as if mortality somehow crowned our nihilism with special honour. And so I watched everyone else storing up things for their tomorrows while I stood to one side. Giving lip service to it. It was a pretence, because I didn’t want to burst their bubble with my negativity on the subject. So like an unrequited hypocrite I would mouth epithets of hope while the testimony of my life marched to a different drum. Really, I refused the future any thinking space. I would not acknowledge its existence. There was no such thing as tomorrow, never had been! For those who thought there was, it only contained more trouble, more sorrow. I became a drop-out, a street urchin, hanging out with any gang that would have me and tearing around on bikes, never holding down a job, never thinking of what tomorrow might hold. 

Act

Which part to act? So often I forget the scene, or forget to act and commit the unpardonable gaff of being myself. A bore. Mediocrity with bling. The parts are so many, too many sometimes and I tire of the changeovers and question the integrity of it all with words like duplicity sharing the same sentence as motives, my motives. Accusations circle around me, swimming to and fro like a shoal of piranhas waiting their chance. 

One of the parts I learned was as a songwriter. It’s funny how you can appreciate it better afterwards rather than during, when it seems you are dancing on gratifications and hedonism when really you are playing the part of someone who gets paid to follow his conscience. And to be sure when I looked around I saw many who were paid to bend consciences into the blandishments of the party line. And to be sure I envied them because they seemed to be paid more handsomely, and yes, I tried my hand at it myself. All to no avail. 

Then there was being a folk singer and ever finding myself in bedsits and the company of those who without ambition. Ladies who talk soft and if they ever make eye contact it surely means something of momentous importance. For all along, whatever part I was playing, it was a part that included occupying the beds and benefits of ladies. A love junky.  

I suppose now you would call it solo singer, which is more correct. 

Equally you could call it rebellion, insurrection, subversion. For it was a rite of passage into the folk-singing world to be a rebel protesting against something. 


Destination Unknown
You go along for years, working, partying, sleeping and eating…

Then one day you realise, God has been directing your steps! It’s a stunning revelation. You just want to tell people about it. How did this happen? Wasn’t I in control? I thought I was, and I was in control of the minutia. God has brought me to where I am but it’s only looking back that I can see His hand at work in the things that happened.

The victory of the faithful

I was so much around dysfunction and mental health problems when I was a kid, it doesn’t now bother me like it might, but it did then. I could never understood it. Why me? I never understood not until many years later, why I was cut the way I was cut and moulded the way I was moulded. I never had a clue. 
But I started to get an inkling when I saw the victory of the faithful. I don’t expect it will make much sense to anyone else, but still it’s okay to tell you about it. You see God brought a victory in moms life that came at the end of a difficult path: 

Even though God had taken her man, she was still prepared to follow Him when He asked her to make a home for Alf. Mom never said that God had asked her to marry him, she said that she ‘was to give him a home’ and she couldn’t do that without marrying him. So with rather limp justifications of ‘it’s a terrible thing to be lonely’ she did just that, setting all the family, and me, against her. She did it and announced that she was doing the ‘right thing.’ Bringing Alf into the family was a sure invitation to trouble. In effect God was asking her to sacrifice her family and her son, to put them into God’s care. 

Yet through it all, God showed me the victory of the faithful. Oh a long distance victory it was, but I saw it as clear as day. That mom followed the leading of the Lord and the Lord looked after her. She was lifted up, the Lord gave her heart’s desires and made her a lady of worth. I saw it all happen and I was amazed.

I would like to tell about the amazing correlation that my wife has with this story, but that is for another time and another book maybe. 


Now I realise that playing my guitar on the folk circuit in America all those years ago was preparing me to lead people in worship. Now I can see that running a company was preparing me to be in charge of administering a church. Now I realise that being in rock ‘n’ roll set before me role models, positive and negative; the positive to help me identify those with integrity and the negative to help me identify the hustlers and gate crashers. For there are as many time wasters in the church as there are at any rock ‘n’ roll party. Yes, now I realise that my abilities, attitude, personality - all the resources I have gathered on the road - all have found a part to play in the now. 

And I realise also an even more bizarre thing – now I can see that many of the bad things that happened were for good! They did me a favour! God ushered in His purpose often by allowing circumstance and people to come against me. It wasn’t nice at the time but now I have to look at it differently. 


Karen did me a favour walking out on me because I could never have come to a deeper relationship with God without being in the desert with Him for 40 months. The church wasn’t much help to me at that time – they said there was life after death but no life after divorce. That was the end of everything. And yes, it probably would have been if I had done it my way, But I didn’t, I waited on God’s instruction and timing. 

And then in 2000, Mark Jago did me a favour by coming against me because I learned I did not really need that sort of pal after all. He had been a help but when I leaned on him, he gave way. He wasn’t up to the load I put upon him. He didn’t want to be involved with worship music, didn’t want to be involved running a church or even running alongside anyone who did. He wanted excitement and love, motor bikes and ladies with promise in their eye. For some reason I thought I needed shallow encouragements, the sort that come so laced in humour and joy that you are not sure how much is true and how much is the required part of the joke. God said you don’t need that, you need sturdier stuff. In a way, God is about growing up. Yes it’s serious but I guess it has to do with reigning and being responsible. 


I never realised that being part of rock ‘n’ roll I was placed amongst talented people who were preparing before me role models, both positive and negative. You see in the church there are many who are talented, and just as in rock ‘n’ roll, many are insecure and need encouraging. Again just like rock n’ roll, church has its draw of 
hustlers who breeze in demanding a place on the platform of glory because they have an ability and they ‘want to be used.’ It’s maybe strange to think that people would do that but it is a fact. In the church, just as in the back streets of the world, there are self-promoting, comely, entertaining folk who really have nothing of God to give and everything to draw to themselves. 


Angel of Judgement

I saw the angel of God’s judgement over New York. God used a handful of Moslem people to visit a call to prayer upon the world. Be still and know… And all the world stood mouth-agape, silent. The music of the world was hushed and everyone witnessed a scene that were it out of Hollywood, we would think it a ridiculous, far fetched, fantasy. Yes that day we learned that God can upstage Hollywood a thousand times over and that His apocalypse is simply much, much worse. 

God brought us to a standstill, and all the music of the world was silenced before the rumble of heaven. The bible speaks of the seven seals being released, untied one by one. Sudden, global, final, every one a shift in the axis of the cosmos, a collapse in the leg of our certainties. A slow progressive collapse in the superstructure of our certainties. 

Hiroshima 

24 Feb 05

I don’t know exactly what, whether a book or a magazine, but I just chanced upon an article about the first Atom bomb blast on Hiroshima… August the sixth, Nineteen Forty Five it said. It sounded a long while ago then. Now it’s history book stuff. But the article mentioned the fact that in the remains of downtown Hiroshima, impregnated on a wall, you could see the perfect outline of a man etched as a shadow against the stone. It was the evidence of someone who had stood there - for a millisecond while the stone behind him was bleached white by the intense flash - before being blown to smithereens. Well that was it really: 
‘There’s a shadow of a man at Hiroshima, where he’d pass the noon; In a wonderland at Hiroshima, ‘neath the August moon….’ 
The article wrote the song for me. I was in a group called ‘The Ugly’s’ and Willy Hammond, the lead guitarist came around one day and we recorded ‘Hiroshima’ along with some other songs in the front room of my moms house. That was in the year 1969. A year later, Lou Reizner recorded it with the group ‘Wishful Thinking’ using almost the exact same arrangement that Willy and I had put together at my moms house. Apart from recording it at studio quality, the big difference was that Lou had dubbed his own voice onto the record - reciting a facsimile of the original news report announcing the atom bomb attack (he got hold of the transcript of the broadcast). 
Well that song was a real ‘sleeper.’ 
In fact the ‘Wishful Thinking’ version immediately sank into a deep coma… not to be awakened for eight years. Not until 1978 when somebody in East Berlin asked for it to be played on a West Berlin radio station (!!). One thing led to another and by 1979 it had been in the German charts for over 40 consequtive weeks, a massive seller although never higher than about number 30 in the hit parade. 
Again the song went back to rest.. for another ten years until 1990 when the German artiste Sandra resurrected it in a totally new version with a new arrangement and beat. In this guise it finally became a top ten seller, reaching number four in Germany, and later selling big throughout Europe.


Recorded it again with Martin Smith in 1986

Then Sandra recorded it, released in 1990

USA

	30-Oct-70
	To USA Corky's Glen Burnie Coffee House 31st.

	02-Nov-70
	Arlington Cemetery I Joes Toyota w Corky, Deniz.

	09-Nov-70
	NY. Sanford Ross, Mark Roth, Cathy Smith, Nancy. Recording session, nancys cake, Ritchie Haves video.

	07-Dec-70
	NY Trailways. Empire State. Nearly lose Gtr!. Bitter End 8th.

	09-Dec-70
	NY Last Supper for Mom$5. Bus to Balti. Corky BD - 42.

	04-Jan-71
	Leave Corky's 7pm for Florida w Sharon. Cadillac Fleetwood 68.

	06-Jan-71
	Riptides, Lauderdale. WBUS? TUE: Georgia swamps, chain gangs, Daytona Beach, Cape Kennedy

	16-Jan-71
	Rancher Motel - meet Mickey Carroll (Steve Stark manages) O boy I'm cold

	31-Jan-71
	Apollo 14 blast off 4pm. SAT: Ft Lauderdale watching planes land over I95

	11-Feb-71
	Leave Riptides. To WBUS: Leonard w Warren (the Bird)

	23-Feb-71
	Interview Miami Beach Sun. w Ellen.  MON: Fixing Warrens VW

	13-Mar-71
	The Place w Steve & Stephanie Kayne. 2 numbers, then thrown off, Eric Burdon good.  

	17-Mar-71
	Channel 10 TV 38th & Biscayne. w Steve, Steph. I'm going home & Oh Boy I'm cold.

	27-Mar-71
	Practise w Looking Glass. Randy, Paul, Flick. TV show aired.

	02-Apr-71
	Immigration office w Steve Star. US Visa ext'd to 31 Jul 71.

	20-Apr-71
	I find Samantha dead. To Ellens w Warren.

	28-Apr-71
	Tape to Marty Machat, 7 songs. 4 MAY: Lou has sold LP to Ampex. Out end May

	11-May-71
	Sleeve notes by the bird for LP. Move from Warrens to Randy's 13th.

	14-May-71
	Passport renewed valid 16 Aug 76. $5.20. Shanandoah Day.3 shows 7.30 9.00 10.00

	20-May-71
	N.Miami High, 3 shows. Move to Warrens for w/end. Steph from Baltimore - Apt w Stan. 

	07-Jun-71
	Palmettos Jnr High 3 shows. TV channel 10. 5:30 news. 

	10-Jun-71
	Apollo Jnr. Last show. $1200 from bank. FRI: £446 off group. Foto in FtLaud.News

	14-Jun-71
	Goodbyes 2 Warren. Driveaway car, Dependable Motors, for NY.

	18-Jun-71
	NY. Car to Long Island. Macaht's. SAT: Trailways $8.50 to Baltimore. Coffee Shop, I am a celebrity!!

	23-Jun-71
	Leave Baltimore, Corky & Ann wave bye.

	25-Jun-71
	Lou-recording booked Nxt TUE! (no) RT, B&O, Charlies.

	29-Jun-71
	£300 to dish for 1100, loses it on way home! JeffT wants to come to US - he's got some good songs.

	12-Jul-71
	London w Jim. Machat, £2K mentioned. Name musicians for nxt album.

	09-Aug-71
	Steve Stark calls - Jax Aug 31 $500. Practise Gibb, Keith, Rich. Tiresome.

	12-Aug-71
	Lauderdale @ RTs.  13th: Single out in US.

	22-Aug-71
	Gatwick. DC8-63F. leaves 9:30, w JeffT. NY 12.00. Sleep @ NY Intl Arrivals Bldg.

	23-Aug-71
	Machat. 42nd St. Carol Sue & neighbour Nancy overnight.

	24-Aug-71
	Driveaway Rambler. Leave NY 5pm, Corkys 9:30.

	25-Aug-71
	Leave 5:30. Peggy Lee, 7pm. All night. Carolina 6AM. Florida 6PM. Mickey's 1AM.

	29-Aug-71
	Swim in sea w Jeff, Stan. 

	31-Aug-71
	Jax Jnr College. 2x40min. w Bird. Punters fade, I am Disappointing. + 1st & 3rd.

	11-Sep-71
	N.Miami High, cancelled - race riots. John Sebastian concert w Mona, Jeff

	06-Oct-71
	Carol City Snr High w group. Mickey Carrolls BD.

	09-Oct-71
	Coral Gables w Stan. Wild goose chase for Photos.

	14-Oct-71
	Jeff & Stan  @ Bonnie's house - Car Wreck. 16th: UofM. Jeff $50.

	25-Oct-71
	FT.Myers, 3 shows. (+TUE) Jeff back from Gainsboro. 

	28-Oct-71
	Court Case. Stan+Jack Rosenblum. Jeff leaves for UK 1 NOV, Jim leaves NY 4th..

	10-Nov-71
	Palm Bch Concert.

	16-Nov-71
	Eastern 414 to LaGuardia. Carol Sue Apt 12:50.

	18-Nov-71
	Dennis Katz. Dick Cavett show w CarolSue, Mohamed Ali.

	19-Nov-71
	Chevvy Impala for Lauderdale. NY 6pm, Corkys 10pm.

	21-Nov-71
	Dep 12, Crazy Truck Georgia 80mph! Arr 9AM 21 hours, 1200 miles av 57mph. Bad throat!

	02-Dec-71
	Carol Sue to Miami until 6th. 10th Phone Marty - lots of nothing.

	21-Dec-71
	Jumbo to NY dep 10pm via bird. NY east side 1:30. 

	24-Dec-71
	Clockwork Orange w CarolSue. 26th French Connection. 

	30-Dec-71
	Balto. Carol Sue pays air fare. 31st. Philadelphia. Pick up Chevvy. To Corky's 6PM

	02-Jan-72
	Rothstein's relatives, Philadelphia. Back to NY by 10, by train to Madison Sq Gdn.

	03-Jan-72
	Jumbo Drawing. Marty. National CD-10 to Miami 10pm. Miami 1:30.

	04-Jan-72
	H.L.Watkins Jnr High, West Palm Beach. 3 shows

	20-Jan-72
	Key West shows. 20,21,22. Mom to Majorca?

	28-Jan-72
	Cutler Ridge concert. Last gig. 

	01-Feb-72
	Visa expires. Nassau, Hotel. WED: PanAm B720 to Miami. Bird Apt 5pm.

	08-Feb-72
	Delta DC-9, Atlanta 10-12pm. Balti 2 am. Taxi to Corkys.

	22-Feb-72
	NY &back to Balti by Trailways bus. Machat. 

	05-Mar-72
	George to Apt, 3PM. Ann, Maria, Nancy, Laurel, Jane byes. DC9 to NY. CSR. Plane delayed til tomorrow. 

	06-Mar-72
	JFK 1100, Flt 2pm. Donaldson 707-321. Yaw. Mike Jesus. Heathrow 1am.


	27-Mar-71
	Practise w Looking Glass. Randy, Paul, Flick. TV show aired.

	02-Apr-71
	Immigration office w Steve Star. US Visa ext'd to 31 Jul 71.

	20-Apr-71
	I find Samantha dead. To Ellens w Warren.

	28-Apr-71
	Tape to Marty Machat, 7 songs. 4 MAY: Lou has sold LP to Ampex. Out end May

	11-May-71
	Sleeve notes by the bird for LP. Move from Warrens to Randy's 13th.

	14-May-71
	Passport renewed valid 16 Aug 76. $5.20. Shanandoah Day.3 shows 7.30 9.00 10.00

	20-May-71
	N.Miami High, 3 shows. Move to Warrens for w/end. Steph from Baltimore - Apt w Stan. 

	07-Jun-71
	Palmettos Jnr High 3 shows. TV channel 10. 5:30 news. 

	10-Jun-71
	Apollo Jnr. Last show. $1200 from bank. FRI: £446 off group. Foto in FtLaud.News

	14-Jun-71
	Goodbyes 2 Warren. Driveaway car, Dependable Motors, for NY.


America

The bus station in New York was a subterranean precinct entombed in the basement of a skyscraper and bedecked with shops selling touristy trinkets - models of the Empire State building and other vital memorabilia items. It was while I was waiting around for the Trailways coach to Baltimore that I spotted a 3D hologram picture of The Last Supper. It was hanging in a shop window, daring me to buy it. I knew it was something Mom would like so I went in and did the business, and afterwards parcelled it up and posted it to her in England. When I got home it was there on the wall. She loved it. It was displayed in prime position and the provenance of its arrival explained to everyone who came in the house. That pictured stayed with mom, proudly displayed on the wall, until she died. 


Plying our way down the southern states through Georgia, where along the roadside I saw a gang of shabbily dressed people hacking and dressing at the verge while a couple of fat foremen stood watching and a pick up truck parked. It was a chain gang, convicts from a jail tending the roadside. 

Coral Gables and Mickey Carroll. 

We drove across the Everglade swamps one night for a show at Fort Myers. A trillion stars ride shotgun as we drive to Fort Myers.  

Miami Spaceships and Boeings
On the last day of January 1971, Apollo 14 blasted off from Cape Kennedy, a couple of hundred miles up the coast from my Miami apartment. I watched the lift off on TV and then ran outside to gaze at its contrail drawing an arc across the sky, like a victorious white crescent. ’Whatever makes you look up,’ I thought. Yes, I guess that’s why I like flying machines - they make me look up, or rather they stop me looking down for a few minutes. 

Spaceships outbound from the Cape were a rare treat but everyday a whole army of the more sedate metal birds would ply their way into local airports. I had time on my hands and some afternoons I would drive up to Fort Lauderdale airport just to stand and watch the planes skimming in to land across the Interstate 95. I found a place alongside the airport fence that was so close to the runway threshold it was like standing at Ground Zero when a plane landed and once I remember vividly the pilot of a Boeing 727 waving to me out of his side window as he zoomed past. It was a moment of audacious satisfaction, a fleeting communicating between two universes as they intersected for a flash. 
I got used to listening for the aftershock – the crack of disturbed air after the planes whizzed past just above my head. Wonderful. It was like a giant crisp packet being crumpled in the air above.


Bitz
Stephanie Kayne live under the approach path for Miami International.  

Nights were spent in the Coral Gables, at Mickey Carroll’s house. Where I would play all my latest songs to whoever the guests happened to be. 
quasi-background the stuff that barely impinges upon your senses. sword held high and. 

Somewhere attached to this scene also was Steve Stark. He was Mickey’s manager and soon he would be installed as my manager too. A handsome, dashing figure, always attired in the pastel shades of beachwear - as if he were a tourist instead of a resident at Miami Beach - Steve was the archetypal friend of stars and would-be stars, a  self appointed impresario de luxe. 

Montreaux
6-8 May 1986 ELO Montreaux, Switz. Golden Rose Rock TV Special.  Train to Gatwick. BAC 111 to Switz.

We trundled from Birmingham on train that wound its way purposefully southward on a slow meandering route through the home counties, then around the London metropolitan area to arrive eventually at Gatwick airport. It was there where we met up with Martin, who lived at nearby East Grinstead, before boarding our plane for Switzerland. 
By the time Switzerland introduced itself to us it was dark, and as we drove from the airport Jeff’s mood darkened it further. He really didn’t want to do this mini tour of televisual happenings. We were scheduled to mime to Jeff’s new songs from the ‘Balance of Power’ album and one of these songs - ‘Calling America’ - had already become a minor hit. 
But come the morning Switzerland was beautiful. Snow capped mountains and the verdant sunshine cutting through crisp alpine air. And us lot, oblivious largely to mother nature unless it was in the form of shapely females of the species. Montreaux was not as

One morning after a night of considerable revelry, I was sat with three or four others out of ELO, sipping coffee on the patio of the hotel. I think it was Richard, Lou and can’t remember Other guests lounged some distance away, basking in the bright sun and peering at the world through dark glasses. 
Suddenly the door from the hotel to the patio opened and out came Elvis Costello. Almost immediately, screams rose up from the patio and in a couple of seconds Elvis was surrounded by a gaggle of girls who had descended like a plague of killer bees. We watched in bemusement as the girls enveloped him noisily in a scrum of flailing arms, pushing their autograph books at him. He began signing the girl’s books when all at o9nce, with the timing of the Gods, the door opened again and out strode the confident form of Phil Collins. The girls screamed even louder and like a shoal of fish, turned en-masse and ran toward Phil Collins, leaving  Elvis Costello standing alone, pen in hand…  

We thought that this demonstration of the ficklety of stardom was absolutely hilarious and 


by an immediate and sudden kafuffle as a gaggle of girls appear from nowhere and begin to noisily attend him with bits of paper and smiles. 

Liggers

Yes I am a ligger. I come from a long line of liggers. Well let’s not stretch it too much, just a regular ligger will do. It is true that dad was a conscientious objector at some point. Yes, I heard Mom say that he was. And yet, he was in the Air Force - as a ground fitter I think - so I guess he must have tried to avoid call-up on the grounds of his beliefs or something, and failed. When she first met him, dad was a preacher, in Wales I think she said. It’s funny how he was connected with planes, with show-biz (films and Johnny Kiernan), he was a musician and a preacher. It seems I have done it all again, including the getting involved in odd ball ideas. But a ligger. Well I don’t know about dad, I really don’t, but I do know that have some streaks of feebleness running through me, streaks that cause me to shrink back in fear and terpitude from anything outside of my immediate remit. Yes that is the get-out clause: my remit prevents me from an excursion thence, thus I will stay here…
There was a programme on TV about it. Some are scared and admit it openly, but nevertheless they go into the fray. Some hold strong beliefs against war, or think they do, and some event raises up venom inside them, proving to them in a moment of self-catharsis just who or what they really are. All these are honest with themselves and the cardinal statement is: ‘I can fight so I should fight!’ I can, I am able, so I should. That is duty with a captital D. The opposite of ligging with a capital L.

Mistaken identity
I had a lot of lady friends, I think I mentioned that already. Yes a serial womaniser. But now here’s the thing. There was a one lady who I was heavily smitten by. Yes she stole my heart and for a long while I thought I would never get it back again. Yes I crashed and burned over that lady and I don’t think there’s any point in saying just who it is, because you see now it has turned around in a way I could never have imagined. She was a rotter, and really she paid me back for womankind for all the rotten things I’d done in relationships. Yes I got my commupance. 
It was like a case of mistaken identity. There was a resemblance. It was uncanny. Whenever that occurs it can range from the slightly spooky to the It is Spooky. Except it was back to front. I met a lady year ago who 


Postscript
So that’s it. That’s my story. 
I’ve finally come to the end. The trouble is, every time I think I have reached the last paragraph, I recall some other great swathe of happenings that seem to have eluded the record so far. No doubt due to slips in the Freudian ether of the old memory banks. 

But anyway, I realise I have not mentioned anything about Ria. 
‘Ria’ is the title of one of the songs on the album Earth Rise and the name, albeit a code-name, of a lady I once went out with. ‘Went out with’ is not quite correct, ‘went around with’ is more apt to describe the palputations she danced me through. Consequently the song comes across as a manic Neanderthal scream uttered with all the finesse of someone exploding with terminal lust.
The name ‘Ria’ came from a television series called ‘Butterflies’ which featured a wistful, lonely, married lady of the same name as its lead character. ‘That’s who I am’ she told me one day, adopting the name as a nom de plume. 
Tony Clarkin of Magnum helped me put the song together on my 8 Track and much later, the entire rendition was lifted onto a 24 track machine in order to become part of the Earth Rise album. 

Yes for a while Ria figured in things in a pretty hefty way. For one thing she became the bringer of comeuppance for woman-kind for she heaped back upon me all the grief and heartache that I had so nonchalantly handed out along the years of womanising. 

But I certainly wouldn’t remember her now were it not for what happened much, much later. In fact Ria starred in one of the great mysteries that forever beguiles me. It’s a whodunit! She chose my house, because of that my mom moved over this side of town, because of that I went to the church in Selly oak where I met with the Lord and later, met my wife Mandy. Just how Ria could have been so prophetically linked to all this that happened years later, and how so many details dovetailed one into another was and is, spooky. I don’t know if I can find the words to explain it in any helpful way and moreover, I don’t know whether I should. The fact is, after I became a born-again Christian in June 1988, I began going to church and it was on one of those first visits that I saw Ria again! In church! My heart nearly stopped as I caught the profile of a lady with the same features standing some distance away to one side. As you do, when you think you recognise somebody, you can’t take your eyes off them until you have sorted it out. Of course it wasn’t her. It was Mandy. Ria had been the matrix, the facsimilie that I couldn’t ignore at the time. Then the pattern was repeated in a way that was so powerful and scary; yet there was an inevitability about it all. No I don’t want to write this in my book, it’s nobody elses business, but it is an amazing fact that God pointed out Mandy to me in this bizarre manner. Because Mandy is the real blessing upon my life. 
That sense of a repeating pattern has attended a few things I have been involved with, always seems to be the things at the fringe. Where high explosive aggravations have prevailed, emotions spinning out of control, in a dive and on fire, life crashing and burning. When I think of Lou Reizner, Brian Leahy and Martin and then Ed Brown and Karl; when I remember how the Lord looked over Vinnie, so royally, with such precision. Defeating her foes, and giving her the longest span of her peers, and in the end making it so that her times dovetailed and intersected for good with mine. There was such a perfection about it and I received it gladly and with a grateful heart.


Ria bitz 

about a vortex of froth that she introduced into my already disjointed life. please understand that is just about where I was at the time. cauldron  maelstrom rock ‘n’ roll 
Really this is personal and that is why I have omitted it so far, but I feel that I need to explain just one thing about this shameful episode. Ria was like the bringer of comeuppance 




Mandy
My wife Mandy is my crown and the jewel in my crown. She is my prize, my jackpot, the garland, the bunting and the streamers all rolled into one!  Her and me being together seems so natural now, but it wasn’t that way to begin with. No, not at all. Quite the reverse.
Yes I guess you could call it an arranged marriage. Mandy certainly didn’t want it at all. We were friends and that was enough. Indeed she was severely offended by my approaches at first. 
But I had a vision: I didn’t know quite what I would be doing or where I would be but I knew I would be with Mandy! I didn’t know if we would be married, just that we would be some kind of item together. There was an odd sense of the inevitability about it all, like a premonition. It was a strange and unfamiliar time for me. I was walking as if on water, suspended by a call I didn’t understand and responding to signals that were not the carnal ones I was used to. It was a different thing – deep, weighty and scary. I knew that the idea of Mandy and me being together was crazy, impossible and totally out of sync with reality. I was more then twenty years her senior, an old rock ‘n’ roller who had breezed into the church while she was a former missionary, a church worker who was waiting for the ‘minister’ she was to marry…  But I had a vision. It had been planted so deep I couldn’t dig it out! 

Yes we went through a period of circling around each other in a Mexican stand-off but then finally, the day before her thirtieth birthday, we got together. And that’s the way its been. It was an amazing time for me. Things were restored, things that I had cast off and scorned in a former epoch – simple things that I had no right to expect to be restored and surely didn’t deserve. We courted. Yes, we held hands and then after a while, we got engaged. I learned to do everything totally different to how I’d done for the thirty years before! Instead of going to bed first, we got married first! 

Nowadays everyone talks about having protected sex, but I finally discovered what that really means – It’s sex protected by God, because I do believe if you do it God’s way, your protection becomes His business. Otherwise you’re on your own! I knew all about doing things my way, and all about being on my own. Mandy was a virgin until we were married and I know that the one place to have ‘protected sex’ is under the covenant of marriage. So I use the phrase ‘arranged marriage’ because that just about explains it the best. It’s our story and it’s true and that is one gorgeous fact I praise God for.


Mandy bitz
Instead of going to bed first, we courted. 
So I use the phrase ‘arranged marriage’ because that just about explains it the best. I don’t want to labour the point, it’s our story and that’s a fact, but it’s good to explain things some times because it might encourage someone else. Mandy did not appreciate any attentions from me at all, but in the end she was ‘told’ to look at it different. And not by me! - I had the biggest surprise ever when she wrote to me saying she was coming to Birmingham and could we meet up.….?  She told me later how she was reading a book by one of her favourite authors Watchman Nee, when this change of heart came upon her in the form of – well lets call it a visitation. She was led to change her mind, to agree that maybe, just maybe, it might not be such a bad idea after all. Now I’ve said all that and left God completely out of it, but I’m sure you all know just who did the arranging! 

Arranged marriage bitz

She was a former missionary, a church worker who was waiting for the ‘minister’ she was to marry… 
If it’s an arranged marriage, then who arranged it? Well Mandy didn’t and I couldn’t, although not for want of trying. No, the Lord put us together. 
When you recognise again a vision you have seen before, you know that what is to be, will be. Yet it is not passive at all. The vision enjoins you, calls you to the greatest of struggles and demands all of your assets be in subjection to its service. It is a battle, and the vision is the battle cry. There is also nothing so powerful as that you have seen, and long to see again! 
It didn’t make it easy, not at all. It was rather like finding yourself walking through a valley where the walls are steep, too steep to climb. Behind you is the putrid gulley, the bog that you have just extricated yourself out of and ahead, you don’t know for sure what but you do know it is something better. And so you plod on determinedly and in any case, there is a rank conferred upon those in the valley. It is the status of favour. 
I had a vision. The vision didn‘t come from me in fact, it was an incredible thing, an echo from years back that repeatedly meshed like it had been engineered to do just that. Slot into 

Protected Sex bitz
To me it was a totally amazing time. A time of restoring things that I never realised I had lost. I did everything that I had never done before: We courted. I learned to hold a girl’s hand again with Mandy. How instead of going to bed first we did everything totally different. She was a virgin until we were married. Nowadays everyone talks about having protected sex, but I finally discovered what that is - It means sex protected by God, because if you do it God’s way, it becomes His business to protect you. If you do it your way, you’re on your own.  

The Yoko Syndrome 
Amundsen reached the South Pole and Lindbergh flew solo across the Atlantic. What on earth they did the rest of the time is anybody’s’ guess – all that most people will ever remember about them are those giant headlines. When a thing stands so tall, everything else shrinks into the background, as if there was nothing else. 

You might dine out on it for years; You might love it or hate it; You might delight in talking about it or it might turn your stomach each time it’s mentioned. You can call it a blessing. You can call it ‘sick’. But there’s nothing you can do about it. It’s a fixture. You are defined by an epoch that is dead and gone.
Time wrote a line into your story that you can’t unwrite. People won’t let you! I call it the Yoko syndrome:
Whenever Yoko Ono goes on TV, wherever she is, whoever she speaks to, she will never get beyond it. They might speak of lots of things, arty or New Yorky things, property things, mother and child things, whatever.. But they’ll always come back to the one thing: pregnant and simmering:–  John Lennon. It won’t ever be what Yoko has done this last slice of time, it will only ever be what she did with John Lennon.

That is what my association with ELO has been like for me. I find myself tied to the coat tails of an enterprise that is not my own. I have become umbilically connected to a time, an event, they are so momentous, you can’t shake it off. 
Like the accusers who turned upon Peter saying: ‘He is one of them – he was one of Jesus’ friends.’  
You are identified with an event, a person, a period. Classified by association with notoriety, with newsworthiness. You are associated with fame at some point in time and for the rest of your life it sticks to you like glue. 
I must apologise ahead of anything else for those people who are not mentioned. I know a lot of people will be jolly thankful to be left out but then some may be miffed. I tried not to mention anything dark, but I say tried, but then without painting the dark bits, you hav enothing againstv which to see the light bits.  

And it’s part of my journey that I have been fortunate to fly aeroplanes as well as be part of a world class rock group, but I realise it’s the rock group that will catch the attention of most people. Rock ‘n’ roll came from ordinary folk who travelled the same road as me, and some of them became famous from it and took the rest of us up an octave. So 
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Later I would play a song to people, but it always seemed like the song took more away than it gave. Or maybe it was just the performance. Or maybe after all it’s just my perception of that which I cannot accurately weigh. 

Names bitz
I never wanted to be out front on my own, always wanted to be part of a group. Now my name is out front on my CDs basically because none of my old pals want to be associated with my Christian music. Well that’s their choice. It’s a drag having to figure out all the bits myself instead of calling on Richard’s vast repertoire of helps but never mind, I can cope. 
I certainly felt like I needed the support of others and I never wanted to be the front man – even when it was my songs. 
I didn’t think the others were so expendable but Don Invited my opinion on it. 

I was the obverse of Don’s edicts on the matter,  

Germany / Uglys Bitz
Frantic phone messages to Arthur Smith to secure us another boat passage 
defendants in a dock charged with some mass crime, sandwiched up against one wall of the club while opposite against the other wall stood the proprietor, behind his bar. had the build of a boxer and the stern countenance and cropped hair of a storm trooper. The first day we arrived he explained to us the rules: ‘You play too loud you get zis’ he said, showing us his ample knuckles. 
Sybil took me back to her house: ‘Please wait here,’ she said as we entered the hall, ‘my father does not like ze English!’ She disappeared to negotiate with dad about having one of the enemy on the premises, while I studied the exit. Soon she reappeared to say: ‘it’s okay, Come please.’ I followed her across a living room, where dad was engrossed in a record blaring from the turntable, gesticulating to it like he was conducting a Wagner piece. But it wasn’t music playing, it was a speech. I smiled at him but he pretended not to notice. The speech wailed in that classic shriek of guttural German invective, rising to a crescendo of inspiration, when the applause of a crowd would cut in… Sybil and I listened from another room. I never asked her who was making the speech, and I never asked her to marry me either. He barely seemed to notice me as he listened to this, and avoiding eye contact.. 
strains of a record came wafting out – it was a record of a speech. 
MS Chantille to Calais and back...  the MS Roi Baudouin to Ostend next day 

BrumBeat Bitz
Tony also once joined Mandy and I playing a support set at Ronnie Scott’s in November 2000. 
Alan Smith is also a perennial visitor to the Old Sils. He is a keyboard player who also, performed on the recordings for ‘Reel Two.’ Alan has also played live gigs with Mandy and I.
Alan is affectionately known as ‘Mink One,’ a homily to the Goons.

are now feted with honour   into a new glory.   valiant  gallant  promise
was derided and mocked when it came out and is now accorded a reverence and respect out of all 
ageing pop stars and in it you can re-acquaint yourself with long-forgotten faces. 
mighty and the lowly  wayward, harvested to itself its own folk lore.
which I was a small part has been accorded its own dashing folk lore 

reminiscences spicy stories of escapades like gangland skirmishes of the tales of our yesteryear 
Even the seedier exploits have been crowned and retold into heroic bravery 
retired pop stars go along to and maybe get up to sing a few oldies but goldies. 
guiding a crowd and keeping their attentions with his extraordinary humour which seems to me just Mike steers the proceedings with a steady hand and his sure touch 


Grimm Doo bitz
Soon I had my 8-Track Teac set up in the front room and after joining ELO, a collection of keyboards, guitars, amps and myriad other goodies. 
One item in residence then and still in use today is my Ovation acoustic/electric guitar. We first made our acquaintance inside the giant sound stage in Los Angeles where ELO were rehearsing for the Time Tour in September 1981 and in the manner of our meeting I became privy to some of the wisdom of this topsy-turvy world.
I was well aware that when you are a struggling musician you have to pay top whack for everything but it was a surprise to discover that as soon as you become rich and famous and can afford to pay, manufacturers lobby you to use their equipment at give-away, or knock-down prices. All they ask is that if it has a name tag, you will make sure it faces the audience…

As I survey the walls of Grimm Doo -  the house I bought in 81 – and the boxes of taped piles up to the ceiling I remember that a lifetime ago, in another world I wrote songs – the inhabitants of these boxes stacked up – I guess there are about 200 of them that are worth a hearing. Boxes and manuscripts and notepads and all sizes of tapes. From the sixties there are tapes recorded at three and three-quarter quarter inches per second. Bang and Olufson. Gold disks hang from the walls. Heath-Robinson
As soon as I walked in the hall I knew it was for me. I looked into the front room: It had pegboard tiles on the ceiling just like the sound-proofing in a recording studio. At the back, the living room had a small window which looked onto the front room reminiscent as if looking from a control room into a recording studio. And the front room itself had pegboard on the ceiling, looked for all the world like the sound-proofing in a recording studio. Finally the phone number had a friendly symmetry about it, I thought this is for me. This will be my recording studio and home. 

Long Distance Serendipity
Lovers leave things, maybe a note under a pillow saying: ‘I love you.’
And I have sometimes come across things that only God could have left, things that seem to have no particular purpose other than to say, just like the note under the pillow: ‘I love you.’

I had been dangled from a slender thread that I didn’t weave. A wonderful, intricate and at the time, completely invisible thing, put together with care and love.

2003 
Knowing this made it hard to leave the place, but leave we did in January 2003.

Since January 2003 we have lived in the flat above Church, the previous tenant left at the end of last year and the property is vulnerable. We run the church and receive occasional gifts as donations

We moved into the church flat on the first day of the new year. It was a new experience in lifestyle. The church flat is reached from a metal door reminiscent of the portal to a military prison. Inside is a tall echoey The noise of traffic is omnipresent, as is the pervading sense of insecurity. The drill is to lock doors, and certainly lock the car. It’s a new excursion in details to be remembered whenever we are entering or leaving. Not a ‘nice’ area. A brooding latent felony resides over the neighbourhood. Living like thousands of others are forced to. 
Not so much rags to riches as rags to rags via riches. A circular epic. 



Ops Inspector 
I am no longer a commercial pilot worth the name. It was taken from me yesterday, just casually. In fact I offered it up to be stolen: The Ops Inspector was making his regular visitation upon our little enterprise, checking the paperwork and making sure everything is in order. I asked him about the rules for flying abroad when you are 60, aware that some countries don’t allow public transport flights over their real estate when they are piloted by sexagenarians. It was a question we all believed we knew the law's position on… But somehow the pieces of paper that were dredged up suddenly included England whereas before they had just mentioned everywhere else but England. It was my fault for asking maybe, for ignorance surely is a bliss uncounted. 

For it transpires that the rules do not allow someone over 60 to operate a single–pilot aeroplane on public transport flights in the UK as well. Even the traffic spotting detail is public transport because the presenter is regarded as a passenger. So I can fly with a co-pilot, or else without passengers. To put it in simple language I am of no use to the air taxi business any more. Castrated, limp, squeaky and grounded. 

And the awful thought has come to take up residence with me: I am not hearing from God! Because for sure I felt it was the hand of the Lord that was leading me to this job as Chief Pilot. Not just leading but creating the path for me. It was even a path I was afraid to walk on without God beside me, a path of risks and danger that I nevertheless felt secure because he was guiding me and protecting me. Such was my arrogance in the matter, the lofty position that I fell to earth from. So now the clouds and the blue are something I can partake of only from beneath, like everyone else. Earthbound I am.

A great man once said to me a monumental thing: ‘You are hearing from God but Mandy isn’t!’ It was the point at which he ceased to be a great man to me for greatness is always a gift of some sort of worship given from the lesser to the greater. I instinctively knew that he was gravely in error, mistaken - a piper playing a tune with bum notes in it. One of life’s buskers just like me, guessing! His only greatness lay in his expansive and audacious extra-terrestrial claims, or rather in me believing them for a season. 
For I know as sure as night flows day that whereas I hear from the Lord in a patchy staccato way, Mandy hears in the way of one who searches diligently for the Lord’s word, one who waits and hangs upon it like the beggar at the gate of a castle. You get to know things like that when you are married to someone. That’s how I knew the great man was flawed with humanity for he spoke if not with a forked tongue, then with one moved on the winds of expediency. 
From  everywhere I have searched, from the feet of the Beatles, the Maharishi, the Electric Light and the gas of wisdom that bubbles from every great book, every great song even. From every charlatan and con-man I have been graced to meet and get swindled by, I have learned something more about me and about life. If I could put a rule to it would be this: That integrity is inversely proportional to flannel. For the flannel of flattery and comeliness is as plentiful as weeds but true integrity with no frills is as rare as the buttercup with five petals. 
Yes one thing I have learned, no, two things I am sure of, as the proverb might say… 

The Romania Fund has ground to a standstill as surely as if someone turned a tap off. Again this is something that troubles me, for I helped set something in motion believing religiously that God was with me, and he was for a while. But the well has dried up and it seems no amount of dancing around will make it rain again. 


Terry Wogan 1986
What is it behind the cupboard door waiting to fall on you as soon as you touch anything? A dense towering mess of clutter, of recollections precariously stacked…. The Terry Wogan show, 1986, West London television theatre. Terry wasn’t there, a night off or else warned that we were coming! - Kenneth Williams was the compere. Cameras whirred while we mimed to one of Jeff’s hits. At the back of the stage, Lou and I sat side by side strumming at a pair of enormous cellos, our arms jerking in practised strokes so as to avoid colliding with each other, and the screeching wails of our perfected incompetence as the backing track faded away at the end of the song and exposed for one dreadful second before the applause sign went on, the truth behind the pretence: that it was two orchestral monkeys sat at the back, dressed in human-being suits and masquerading as ELO members.

exposed tormented strokes done with the finesse of demented orchestral monkeys. recital  us pumping away of in our pretend opus, a couple of demented monkeys   the true finesse of our pretend playing, 
bows sound of our us pumping away with the finesse of demented monkeys, of in our pretend opus, a couple of demented monkeys. screeching like the sirens of world war 6.

Bahamas
The second time I went to America it was with Jeff Turton in August 1971. I rejoined the Looking Glass and introduced Jeff to the folk club scene. He immediately wrote a cache of marvellous songs and was an instant hit on the folk circuit. Jeff met a girl and went back home. Meanwhile I stayed behind in Miami and in November my visa ran out. A visit to a government office resulted in it being extended but then at the end of January 1972 it ran out again and the nice man at the government office told me I had to leave the country. So on 1 February I flew out to the Bahamas, stayed overnight in an Hotel and then caught the first plane back to Miami in the morning. 
Jeff: Letter to Germany Have you tried new ‘Harry’s new gong powder’

Magnum
Many many years ago when I was studying for my gigolo licence, I bumped into a lady who stole my heart and never gave it back. I loved her completely, hopelessly, deeply - I knew her so well it was like being with the other half of me. But now I call her 'the seductress', I don't give her a name anymore. 

I call her that because she drew me to her in such an invisible way, that she could always claim she did nothing at all (and she did!). We had a deep bond - a one-ness of unspoken understanding which was scary: 'I love you so much it hurts' she would say. I would hi-jack every amazing thought she had and put it into a song. Then one day she unceremoniously dumped me in the most hurtful way she could engineer. 

I learned to fly aeroplanes because I wanted to throw myself out of one. It's comical really, and I just praise the Lord that He looked over me then, when I was running as fast as I could away from Him. He arranged that instead of throwing myself out of the sky, I would love carousing through it so much - quite apart from the fact that when I looked down and considered my plan, I thought: 'I'm not so sure about this - it could hurt!' The simple fact was that the parachute club was closed the day I went to end it all, so I went for a trial lesson in an aeroplane instead! 
But I was determined that I had nothing to live for, and that my life should be ever more nothing, to reflect that reali​ty with honesty for once. All the pompous pretensions to writing songs and having the gall to set my miserable notions before anyone else - as if I knew anything of value - all of that went in the bin. 


Nothing Says bitz
And it seems nowadays when I look back down the kaleidoscope, there are nowhere near so many smiles to be seen as there are tears. But I tell myself that is an optical illusion, something to do with the perspective seen from our end. 
Jim was torn between the certainties of a teaching career and the ever more mystical promises of Jet Records and in the end, the education department won.  
warmed the telephone wires -- the Irish national drink of Guinness -- all living nectar the life-force -- a level of fabness 
13 Jun 76 1st gig . 21 Sep 76 Record ‘Nothing Says’ at Nest.  Nov – Dec 1976 DeLane Lea, Wembley.

I was involved in several attempts to record ‘Nothing Says’ but none ever quite made it to 
seemed to reach close enough to the summit of that first time. There was something I heard in Moseley that was non-negotiable for me,  --  timeless circular message carried high on a lovely three-part harmony: ‘Nothing says goodbye like a tear.’ 


Rum Bitz
and soften his demeanour
One of Big Albert’s team of bouncers was the erstwhile singer of the local group the ‘Redcaps’ and fledgling stand-up comic Mick Walker. Mick managed to be both tall, relatively slim and yet still have the profile and steely air of menace of a bouncer, but always with the addition of a mischievous glint of humour in his eye. In fact Mick divided his time between being a bouncer and stand-up comic as well as often indulging his musical bent by joining the groups in an impromptu performance. Pranks and humour were never far down on Mick’s agenda.
One of the abiding memories I have is of Mick suddenly appearing on stage at the Rum Runner while the group were on break, wearing nothing but his socks, underpants and a shirt collar with a tie hanging from it, standing at the microphone addressing the audience with his stone bouncer stare set to stun: ‘Ehem, Ladies And Gentlemen, can I have your attention please! May I remind all you gents that you MUST wear a collar and tie at all times. Anyone found improperly dressed will be asked to leave. Thank you for your co-operation.’ 
It wasn’t too long after joining ‘Magnum’ that I found myself at Halfpenny Green aerodrome one day and fancied a pleasure flight – a trial lesson it was called. I was hooked, in a nervous sort of way, on the challenge of it. Then after making enquiries I was amazed to discover I could just about afford one hour of lessons per week out of my Rum Runner salary, provided that is, I didn’t spend any money on anything else. So I promised myself I would not buy a drink at the Rum Runner until I had finished my Private Pilot Licence course. It took me six months to complete the course. 


But God followed me around like a shadow - I was working on building a new night club for the local hoodlums. It was there in the bowels of Snobs that I became pals with Tony Clarkin, who originally came from Shard End. and amusing ourselves with the adventures of the building site.
becoming resident at the Rum Runner  
Tony Clarkin and I worked on several of my songs – Ria became a track for Earth Rise although  it was recorded on an 8 track in a house I was looking after for a friend. We did a version of Hiroshima together at a local studio. 


The early morning prayer meeting 

Another thing that gets me out of bed early is the early morning prayer meeting. Once a week we hold a six o’clock prayer meeting at Church on the Hill. You might wonder what sort of transactions can be accomplished at that unearthly hour that can’t wait until a little later… I don’t have a definitive answer except to say that first thing in the morning is a good time to focus the mind outside of yourself, unfettered by the concerns the day will doubtless bring. 
Many will ask: ‘why have a prayer meeting at all?’
A prayer ‘meeting’ – as opposed to private prayer, has its energy magnified by the power of agreement. That is the phenomena whereby a group of people is worth more than the sum of the parts. This happens all the while, especially in music groups – take ‘The Beatles’ for instance, or in any endeavour where the will of people is subsumed toward a common end. 
But why ‘pray?’ Well, the fact is everything happens in the heavenlies first – that is, in the spiritual realm where invisible congregations of beings swirl about doing their business, some to our benefit and some to our great detriment. We make our transactions with the spiritual realm through prayer, for prayer is like a cup of unction that can cause spiritual entities to change course. Prayer is like a bankers draft that calls forth protections and holds back a tide of evil intent, for spirits are clever, they make plans and have purpose and like any good army they sneak into position, creeping up on you when you’re looking the other way, when you are relaxed and confident. It’s their business to keep you relaxed and unsuspecting, don’t blame them! 
History and the weather it seems to me, are the most capricious of things. 
Men seem to exercise some level of certainty over both for quite long periods, proudly claiming a domain over those great unseen tides – those swilling about the atmosphere and those tugging at the hearts of men. How many times our confidence has lulled us into a sense of surety, until we find the landscape suddenly changed by events that make nonsense of forecasts and confound the pundits. History has a way of re-drawing the landscape and redesigning the view of the world in a thrice. 

The economic meltdown - it seems like everyone can see it coming now it’s happened.


Even now I am a closet anorak. I just have to stop and look when an aeroplane sails by, they have such grace are just such beautiful at a jet passing over
It’s a spiritual thing. You spend time pre-flighting the aeroplane because while you are doing that, it tells you secrets about itself. A bag of half eaten crisps lurks in the travel bar with bits splattered on the floor. You fire up the electrics and notice the radios are set to frequencies you don’t recognise. That tells you, in case you missed it on the tech log, that the aeroplane has been out on a mission to some nascent place. 
The Air Taxi company I work for has the contract for providing the aerial traffic survey platform for the local radio station ‘BRMB’ – a compaction of Birmingham Radio – which broadcasts on 96.4 megahertz. 
Then as the earth turns inexorably toward the equinox, the frosts gradually abate and disappear and the de-icing equipment is stashed in a cupboard, filed away like a trip to the dentist, ‘until the next time.’


2001 bitz

Just before then, in the spring of 2001 we had ‘Zoom!’ 
Maybe you didn’t get it, but I did. Jeff sent me a copy of his new album - released under the ‘ELO’ banner, the first for over a decade - and my old mate Richard went off on a secret mission to America…  When he surfaced again it was on stage with ELO: 
They were playing before an invited audience at a TV studio in Manhattan, a light and happy affair. 
I watch Jeff joking on the video recording:´We are ELO… This is the first show we’ve done for 17 years, but we have been practising...´ 
They certainly had. They played a 90 minute set with Jeff taking the microphone between each song and talking relaxed and free like I had never heard him before. Jeff’s new ELO included his girl-friend Rosie Vela, five American back-line musicians and of course, Richard on keyboards. (A ‘Dave Morgan’ is credited on the video as part of the crew, but it isn’t me! In the credits also you can see the name ‘Sheila Tandy’ – Richard’s wife pitched in operating a teleprompter to help Jeff remember his lyrics… – Wow a teleprompter – I want one!) 
The show, like the album ‘Zoom’, was first class, and the televised gigs - in New York in April and Los Angeles in May - were intended to be the flagships for a nation wide tour set to begin in the autumn. But by August, lackluster ticket sales had scotched the idea and then came September the eleventh….

Mandy and I were at home watching live pictures of a skyscraper on fire…. subtitles and studio inserts told the story - a terrible accident had just happened, an airliner had crashed into one of the two Trade Center towers of Manhattan. Camera shots of people waving from windows a thousand foot above the ground, and even some people jumping… Then accompanied by incredulous shouts from the newscasters, a second aircraft slammed into the other building alongside. And our heart’s began to quake as we realised it was no mishap, but a fiendish act of mass murder orchestrated with military timing for just such a shock effect. Frantic news reports told of another airliner loaded with passengers slamming into the Pentagon building near Washington, and there were rumours of yet more aircraft heading for God knows where… We watched in a transfixed dread as one by one the towers crumpled and dropped vertically down in explosions of dust and smoke. You could not help but feel that cold rush pass through you. Thousands of people trapped in concrete, hundreds more that had ridden on an airliners made into guided missiles - And yes, the chimes of world history as one age ended and the other began. The tallest buildings in New York felled, one that Pam and I had stood on top of during a  break in ELO’s TIME tour in 1981. I turned to Mandy and said: ‘Revelation Eighteen’ and we ran to get a bible and read it. There it was, for some reason I had highlighted it the three times it is mentioned: in ‘one hour’ .. city of power.. your doom has come… such great wealth brought to ruin…. in one hour brought to ruin! It had taken a little over one hour from beginning to end. 

When I got back to Birmingham, I spoke with Richard about George’s passing. I remember how, along with the sad news about George, he seemed especially weighed down by what was going on in the world, the news from Israel and the new war brewing in Afghanistan. Normally confident that the goodness and sanity of men would prevail, his optimism was crushed before the tide of evil cresting ever higher. He said to me: ‘I used to wonder when I read about the thirties, how everyone could see that the world was drifting into war and yet nobody could do anything about it. It used to puzzle me: If they knew that, how come they were powerless to stop it? Now I think I understand how they felt!’ 

Richard put words to the helplessness of us all before the apocalyptic events that were unfolding before us. The gulf between us grew strangely wider in the shadow of tragedy. Where in the natural, bad news might forge a common interest, there was no philosophical ground of agreement we could tread. For I could not live with a scenario that didn’t include God and Richard could not live with any scenario that did. 

2001 bitz

We zoomed in upon Jeff´s concerts in 2001. 
At New York, Jeff made a point of acknowledging Rosie as the inspiration for the lovely song ‘Moment in paradise,’ but at the concert that followed, in LA in May 2001, it seemed like the moment had passed. It was a more clinical, studied affair, although the playing was first class, the joy had simmered. ´We do have a new spaceship´ said Jeff but somehow it was not transporting love across the galaxy like it used to. 
During 2002, Lynne was busy co-producing and helping complete George Harrison's posthumously released album, Brainwashed. He was also heavily involved in the tribute memorial concert, held at London's Royal Albert Hall in November 2002. 


ELO

Bringing things up to date… ELO almost made it back to the footlights in a big way. In 2001 they took to the road again. Jeff and Richard reformed with a team of American musicians (excellent according to all reports) and played a couple of TV concerts in the States, intended as a precursor to a nation-wide tour. Concert halls were already booked when it was announced that the tour was cancelled in September (???.) It seems that in the 15 years since ELO were on stage, the fans had moved on and there just wasn’t enough of them to fill the big concert halls that were scheduled.  to go out at the level Jeff had planned. Jeff had left it a little too long. 
My CDs began selling hotly as soon as the ELO tour was announced in 2001 and stopped abruptly the day the tour was cancelled. It was spooky how the two disparate things were umbilically tied together. Like a tap being turned off, interest in my CDs evaporated the instant that ELO’s tour was cancelled.

Later that year George Harrison died.. and I know his pal Jeff Lynne was not far from his side during those difficult twilight days. It happened while Mandy and I were in Northern Ireland. The news flashed out across the world, a second Beatle had gone. He had been ill for some time. The world seem to shrink still more. 


ELO Wissellord
And so it was as a session musician that I got to contribute to studio recordings, and for me that happened in Holland at Wissellord studios, Hilversum, where we worked in 1982 on the album which was eventually to be called ‘Secret Messages.’ Mostly, my contribution was in helping sing the backing vocal parts and as always it was a delight and an education to see Jeff’s method of working. Although to call it a ‘method’ is to belie the visible process the work was composed of. To the casual observer it looked for all the world like no more than haphazard whim. 
At the time, Jeff had been upset by the slagging ELO’s backwards 
There had been devilish and quite nasty messages uncovered when the songs of some groups were played backwards (bearing in mind it’s only possible to do that with a vinyl record driven by hand the wrong way around the turntable – now it is totally impossible to do with a CD). Anyway, the assumption was drawn by some cookie American religious types – that all backwards music was devilish full stop. For sure some groups had deliberately ingrained some pretty nasty stuff using that method, but Jeff used the backwards sound as pure whimsy and fun. But ELO had been tarred with the same feather and that upset Jeff and he resolved to put his own deliberate messages in the album, and even to call it ‘Secret Messages’ to wind them up more. So that they would spend hours looking for it!
So the messages he put in were Pythonesque and zany without any meaning. In a way he knew they would attach meaning to it and it amused him to 
see the industry with which they created – it was a prank played on unknown …
work with Jeff who album ‘Secret Messages’ recorded in 

The one song that sticks out to me from those sessions is the track that eventually came to be known as ‘Rock ‘n’ roll is King’ and as such became a hit song. When I was involved with it in its first incarnation 
We did a lot of backing vocals to that track in its first incarnation when it was something to do with working at the motor factory – that is why it has those metallic clanks on it, it was meant to carry the flavour of presses at work knocking out motor parts in the factory.  


But of course to the public, those pictured on the album covers were the members of ‘ELO,’ never mind what the small print said. And in that sense too, I was not a member because you will not find my photograph on or in any ELO album except the Flashback compilation CD of 2000, in which Jeff acknowledged everyone who had played a part in the groups history over the thirty years since they were formed in 1970.

So when Mandy and I go around performing, I dissuade anyone from describing me as a ‘member’ in any press or publicity material. ‘Former guitarist with…’ is the phrase which captures the facts nicely without invoking any legal thumb screws.

Jeff

I heard somebody talking about ‘The White Cliffs of Dover’ and coming up with all kinds of ludicrous stuff like ‘there is no such thing as a bluebirds in England. The bluebird is an African specie and so there will never be one over Dover.’ 
Jeff would never analyse anything. I mean music of course. Many people - me included - imagined that he crafted his music by prodigous attentions to the many strands of detail that were etched into them. There was a lot of detail oin them, but in my experience, thatv didn’t dictate how he worked on them. He worked more from the top down, not the bottom up. He used to say ‘I never analyse anything,’ and that’s exactly how I saw him operate. He just did what felt good, never asked too deeply why it felt good. Once he had chosen a particular route, he could rarely be dislodged by it not being politically correct, or in vogue, or indeed by any negativity that might be spoken over it. He just went for it. 
I also know that he worked long and hard on his own, refining lyrics or bits of music, and he had the tremendous patience at the end of the day to put together the jigsaw puzzle he had concocted. Because it was a jigsaw puzzle and it did take a lot of putting together. Jeff used every available track of a tape recorder and joked about squashing some more on the side of the tape. 


Jeff L competitive, wins at everything!, respect for English, spelling. Word smith, making up new words, loves words. 

Secret Messages, released June 1983

SECRET MESSAGES, LOSER GONE WILD,  BLUEBIRD, TAKE ME ON AND ON, TIME AFTER TIME, 
FOUR LITTLE DIAMONDS, STRANGER, DANGER AHEAD, LETTER FROM SPAIN, TRAIN OF GOLD, 
ROCK ‘N’ ROLL IS KING. 
11 titles   (Lynne)

Maybe under the influence of Rosie (?), Jeff acknowledged everyone who had been involved with ELO on the ‘Flashback’ compilation CD released in 2000.

Jeff… reactivated the Electric Light Orchestra during 2000, their 30th anniversary celebratory year. ELO's return began with the release of Flashback, a definitive career-spanning retrospective anniversary boxset. The lavish 3-CD collection was followed in 2001 by Zoom, ELO's first brand new album since 1986's Balance Of Power, together with expanded remastered editions of the albums Eldorado, Discovery, Time and Secret Messages. A spectacular live video and surround-sound DVD capturing the band in concert from Los Angeles was also released, while VH-1 dedicated a Storytellers TV special to Lynne's music, filmed in front of an invited audience in New  (FTM website)

Rosebud & Xanadu
14 July 2003
How fittingly cryptic or how cryptically fitting it seems to be all of a sudden, for Jeff to have written the song Xanadu. And yet how sad it makes me to cull any connection between the story of Charles Foster Kane, whose wealth and power ultimately isolated him in his castle-like refuge and my old mate Jeff. The benchmark film of ‘Citizen Kane’ was based on a composite of real-life characters Howard Hughes and William Randolph Hearst- so much so that Hearst tried to have the film suppressed! 

And Jeff, my old pal from Shard End, how it now seems he has digested the Beverly Hills way of life and become digested by it: - There was something that I caught in our exchange the other night: I thought, I had assumed - like you do - that Jeff was settled with Rosie. 
So my phone message had ended with ‘Oh – and love to Rosie’ and Jeff found himself in need of appraising me of the current reality: ‘By the way Dave, I’m not with Rosie any more, I’ve had to make a change there.’ (!!) Rosie Vela, Jeff’s moment in paradise: ‘she said that it’s your duty to save your soul…’ It seems the moment has passed. 

It just sat stark and awkward, Rosebud and Xanadu and Citizen Kane, the mega-successful man. Power and all its accoutrements, all that I, like so many others, have longed for, and yet when I look around and consider Jeff making his ‘changes,’ I find I am infinitely richer and suddenly he is paying too high a price and I thank the Lord for my lot. For I saw in the spotlight of the moment that Jeff was caught on a treadmill of unashamed power, a machine where the changing seems natural, preferable even, while the years tug remorselessly at him. There he is at his Xanadu with that sad mist hanging around its parapets and risers. And here I am with Mandy.


Autobahn (Romania chapter)
I am on the Autobahn somewhere in southern Germany, or maybe we are still in Austria, I am not sure. I have been driving for hours. Big blue signs adorn the side of the motorway: ‘Dusseldorf 400km’ – then ‘Dusseldorf 300 km’. We are on our way back from Romania in our charabanc, plodding ever north toward the White Cliffs of Dover. 
It is back to front land, I drive on the right and sit on the right. No it isn’t back to front at all, it’s normal land. It’s us who are that. We are the visitors from back to front land because the British insist on driving on the left while the rest of Europe do it the other way. 
We are in the centre lane, I am driving and my foot is hard to the floor. Firewalled, 47,48,49… No not quite 50 mph… now back to 48… 
The centre lane is clear ahead which is not surprising, seeing as our ten ton coach is blocking it. I look down at Ferdinand. He also has his foot to the floor. He hasn’t actually said that to me in his guttural mid-European tongue but I divined it when I saw his knuckles fixed upon the steering wheel and above them his staring eyes focussed straight ahead in a determined stare, his whole body tense and on fire as if it was him belching out the cloud of blue smoke down the Autobahn behind instead of his little yellow Trabantz.
The Trabantz - what a sense of humour the East Germans had to produce this jalopy. It has become a collectors item since the Berlin wall collapsed for surely the Trabantz enterprise could not survive any open competition with Volkswagen or Mercedes. The little Trabantz, beloved of the refugees and escapists across the iron curtain, came to personify the state of the East German economy for it was built with all the attributes of a toy. Beneath its graceless lines it had a two stroke engine which had all the vim and pulling power of a lawn mower and made a sound like an asthmatic wasp heading for the hive at full tilt. Ferdinand and I have been companions on the field of battle for a few kilometres now and that is because our bus doesn’t quite have enough energy to get past his Trabantz. And so I am looking down at him and I can see him snatching sideways glances at me, while he is hunched over his wheel like a coiled spring. 

That Trabantz is the only vehicle we overtake on the open road during the whole  threee weeks.

Jago

Well Jago is of course a Shakespearean character who, stricken by feelings of rage and jealousy, secretly begins a plan to destroy Othello by making him believe that his new wife is having an affair.
In plotting his downfall, Jago use personal inside information of relationships that he has been privy to. Mark played guitar in our little group that we formed for the Tile Cross concert, and for about a year after that. But he made it clear that he didn’t like the music or the company, or both, and for the last six months it was hard going before finally, he played his last gig with us. The musical tensions were all the more testing because he lived with us at the time. He occupied the back bedroom of our house in Northfield and so we were privy to the ups and downs of his love life which was like watching someone riding a bucking bronco. 

Postcript, Vinnie, Ria, Mandy, Arranged Marriage, Nigel, Jeff, Coronation Marquee, 2001

Church: 2009


Yes I lead worship at Church on the Hill and I guess the church is the one success I can point to! It’s something I can look at and say ‘I’ve hung in there despite the aggro.’ Now please understand that without help I could not begin to make such a claim. 

For ten years now we have kept the church open every week as a place of worship. In that time there has been many occasions when it looked like the aggro would win, and I’ve often got to the point of saying: ‘That’s it, I’ve had enough. This is just a cartload of trouble!’ 

I’ve had to learn how to look beyond the things that people say and do, and try to not to be offended by the many indifferences heaped over the enterprise of promoting the gospel. 
Along with that, in the practical realm, I have had to learn how to do the worship and how to preach! Imagine - me preaching! It was of those things I did not think I could ever do. 

When a plane takes off and you are the pilot, something quite fundamental happens as the wheels leave the ground: You don’t have time to ponder if you are good enough or what people will think of you if you make a mistake. You realise there is only one way it’s going to be: You are going to fly that mission and then get the plane and its passengers back down again in one piece. It’s as simple as that. And if you are a Christian you know that God is not going to allow you to crash and burn. 

Strangely enough, preaching can be a similar kind of thing. You might harbour worries about your competence or skill, or even worthiness .. but as soon as you launch off, you are committed and there is no point in looking down longingly at planet earth. You have to keep going; get the ship where you want it to be and then try and get it back down again on terra firma. Oh you might make a terrible hash of it – the arrival might be real bumpy. But you know what I’ve found? God can use the bumps even to reach somebody, to teach somebody. In fact God can use anything and he especially likes to use us when we reach the end of our own resources. 

Yes at times it has been quite a bumpy ride. One of the things we have had to learn is that talk and promises can often come as easy in church as it does in rock ‘n’ roll: 

We were so delighted when a couple came in and announced they had both talent and calling to do a children’s’ work. Over the course of some weeks we made plans together and the church bought equipment to host their Sunday school program. It all lasted about two weeks and then the couple left. No reason, just left! 
We have learned subsequently that it’s not at all unique for people to leave after being promoted to a position of responsibility: 

One couple had been coming to the church for years when the wife suggested she could do the church Newsletter for us. I was delighted. She did first newsletter and they brought the copies to church the following Sunday and that was it. That the last time they came. They never said a word. We visited several times to ask what was up but each time they reasssured us that it was various unscheduled family things that had stopped them making it to church. They never came back to church and we never knew why. 

Another time a former pastor came into the church and after the meeting called me to one side: 
‘My wife and I would like to worship with you at Church on the Hill, if that is okay with you?’ 
‘Absoultely’ I told him, ‘that would be fine’. 
‘Okay’ he said, ‘here is my tithe, we’ll see you next week’.
He gave me a handsome cheque made out to the church and I thanked him, shook his hand and that was that. He walked out of the church with his wife and we never saw him again. It’s amazing but true! 

So many disappointing things have happened, but then I have been in rock ‘n’ roll where spin and hype are the norm, and the true state of play always exists on another planet. 

Running a church puts you in touch with all sorts of dark things. Some are easy to understand – having a drink problem is a terrible affliction. You know at the end of the day the fix is to stop drinking but for the person concerned, it isn’t that simple. 

There was a lovely couple who had been coming to the church faithfully for quite some time before we ever knew of any darkness behind the smiles - and when we did, we were gob smacked at the measure of it. We woke up to the fact that the lady was a serious drinker, but not just a tipple-in-the-evening kind you understand but in fact, over ten pints a day! (I could hardly believe it – she was only a small lady - where did she put it all!) Even more staggering, we discovered she had been an alcoholic for 29 years(!!). Straight after a meeting we would see here slip out of the church but we never knew why. It was to open a can of beer in the car and have a quick sup! When we got to learn about this we discovered that she was eating very little and her sustenance came almost totally from the alcohol which sort of kept her going in one continuous dawn to dusk haze. 

But one day she decided she had had enough. She wanted to quit and asked for our help. Well, to cut a long story, it took four separate courses of treatment over a period of over a year, with the lady staying at our house for several days at a time. The ‘treatment’ was a de-toxing regime, with Mandy on hand night and day to help with simple caring, and then as she became stronger, sessions of prayer to try and rid her of the underlying causes of the drinking - self-hate, rejection and bitterness. 

Three times she went through the de-tox ordeal. Each time she would shake so much she could not take a drink unless somebody held a cup to her lips. That is how bad she was. Three times it didn’t work - she was back on the booze within two months. But then, on the fourth time, eureka! 
She has been free from alcohol now for about five years and is even able to stand up in front of the congregation and speak at meetings, and to act in dramas that her husband and children also participate in. The turn-around in the whole family has been amazing and a mighty testimony to God’s power.

However some dark things are not easy to understand or cope with. Some are spooky and disturbing to be around. Like having troubling spirits in residence….
A man came to the church one day to ask us if we could help him – there were ‘things’ going on in his house. We could see he was troubled as he told us about the manifestations – objects moving around, noises and voices. We visited his house and as always, and asked for his permission before we prayed for him. (There is no point in praying unless the person wants to. God will not force himself on people. There has to be some measure of agreement, even if it’s only: ‘I don’t believe in all that but go ahead, let’s see what happens!’) 
This man was ready to try something new. ‘Yes please’ he said. We began to pray and the very moment we mentioned the name ‘Jesus’ he fell to the floor and began writhing and retching and crying out in strange moans. Something had been instantaneously stirred up. His wife ran in and looked on with shock and horror at her husband lying on the floor howling as if in pain. He told us after how surprised he was even at the reaction he had; - We were pretty surprised too! Anyway, the manifestations in the house subsided but the man himself was still troubled from time to time and several times he came back for prayer, although he never came regularly to the church. Every time we prayed for him he had some release (and in the same dramatic way as that first time) but I would say he has never been fully delivered. Each time something has been broken, but like the alcoholic lady, the main villain seems to hide cleverly behind a wall of outer defences and it takes a determined and protracted fight before victory can be claimed. So in this instance I would say the results are inconclusive. 

Although direct spiritual oppression looks different to alcoholicism, it’s actually another part of the same agency at work. The same destructive enemy is at the root. All of the wickedness that comes against us must submit to the name of Jesus when it is spoken with the authority of belief. That is why evil spirits recoil from the mention of his name. It is also what identifies him as the saviour, the fact that all issues, all problems, must yield to His power. Most issues can be resolved by a person submitting an area of their life to Jesus. The examples I have given are those where people have been driven by the desperation of their situation into calling on his name
But for many that is a lot easier said than done. Let’s face it, the way you got to be enslaved in the first place is to ‘call’ on something other than Jesus: to entertain a (‘harmless’) bottle, or speak (‘silly’) curses or profanities – to wear (‘a bit of fun’) amulets and trinkets, or the engage in (‘its only a game’) ouija boards or tarot cards. 
These things are only ever there because they were invited in. They have been given a legal right to be in your house of thoughts, they didn’t just barge in and take over. They are invited guests who in the end, you can’t wait to get rid of! 
The mindset of knowingly or unwittingly inviting an enemy into your life-space must be the first thing that is undone. It is astonishingly hard to say ‘I was wrong’ in part because the power of the thing itself comes alongside a persons pride to conspire against a person making such a declaration.  

Anyway these are just two of the many stories we have of people who have come to the church. They all have a story and they come with all sorts of problems. Many find shelter in the companionship of church community from dysfunctional or broken homes. Such situations are rife on Frankley estate, where the church is, along with drug-taking, abuse, self-harm etc. It is one of the worst areas in Birmingham. 
The police joke that when a car goes missing from the Moss Side in Manchester they look for it in Frankley!

In fact it’s almost normal. Being unable to function without alcohol is a terrible affliction but you know at the end of the day the fix is to stop drinking. It’s easy to drink in secret but not so easy to cover up the smell or the ruddy complexion or the befuddled state of mind. So it is a sort of ‘accountable’ affliction. You can see it and check on it.

Mandy and I carrying the singing, the preaching, and occasionally we have someone from outside. 

Running the church is an adventure in smallness as much as ELO is an adventure 
Afterwards the man said how surprised he was at the reaction he had, and the fact he had no control over it. when this thing came over him. We were pretty surprised too! Afterwards, the manifestations

Written as a reply to a fan from Russia who asked about Balls.

Balls

For me, the group Balls lasted for one month and a day. It was formerly inaugurated on Monday Feb 3 1969. It was a heady time all round. Two days earlier I had been offered a job playing bass with The Move. At the time they were Number 4 in the UK singles charts with ‘Blackberry Way’, and my song ‘Something ‘ on the B side. Carl Wayne was courting me big time and had even arranged a flat at Streetly (a very posh part of the Midlands area) where I could write songs in peace. Meanwhile, Tony Secunda, the new manager of Balls, had arranged for the new group to be salted away in the countryside of the New Forest. His pal Tiny (who of course was huge), ran the local pub and had sourced a bungalow a short drive from the village of Fordingbridge, Hampshire, where we could all be uninterrupted as we pursued the quest for pop stardom in fine English style, as country bumkins. 
Yes it’s true, New Forest Donkeys came roaming in the kitchen of the little wooden bungalow that we inhabited (I have a photo to prove it!), and flagons of country cider was the standing order on shopping day. Richard’s recollections are spot on. It was a beautiful place. 
We’d not long started Balls when Carl Wayne announced to me on Sunday 23 Feb, that he wanted to record a song of mine called ‘One Month in Tuesday’ (which went by the affectionate nom de plume ‘Corky’ on account of the fact it began with ‘Corky wrote today…’). I was in Birmingham at the time and I called Trevor to tell him and he was hopping mad about it, suggesting that Charlie was up to no good. Charlie then called Tony Secunda, but he was strangely and uncharacteristically ambivalent about it all. When I returned to Fordingbridge on Monday, I learned that Trevor had left abruptly for London after the phone calls the day before. He re-appeared with Denny Laine late on Tuesday the 25th and the two of them proceeded to play all night at a very loud volume. Just why Denny Laine had come along, seemed somewhat sinister to me, and the next day, I spoke to Steve Gibbons about it. He didn’t know why he'd come either and was bothered about it himself. We both get hold of Trevor but he denied that any change in the group was afoot: ‘Absolutely not. Denny is just sitting in with us cos his thing has fell through’ he said emphatically. We were re-assured. 
Things lurched along for another week and then, on Tuesday, 4 March, Trevor and Steve Gibbons took me to one side. Trevor said to me: ‘This band aint happening!’ (I felt a certain relief to hear that. At last somebody had put it into words) He continued: ‘And er, we have decided that er… well er.. you, that is you and Richard… er… well er… you don’t fit.!’  
That was it. I looked at Steve. He was wearing a grimace of resigned displeasure,like somebody who had acqueiesed in a plot but then was having second thoughts about it. But it was too late. 
I could sense it had been ordained by the master tactician himself – Tony Secunda, together with Trevor and Denny, with Steve’s agreement tacked on. 
I baled out immediately and I think Richard left the next day. 
Keith Smart left the group also around this time )although I am not sure precisely when. I do remember being surprised, because Keith had been Trevor’s closest pal. 
So no, I never played any gigs with them. We did do a recording session at a studio in Andover on 26 Feb.  ‘Goodbye my friend’, ‘ Buffalo’ and ‘Now that you’re leaving’ are the titles we recorded.

Keith must have meant it was so bad it was frightening! I can’t relate to the statement of being so good!! 
Any history past that first month I can't help with. As I remembered this, I can only recall that the whole month seemed to be full of intrigue and palace plots. We did play a few things, but they were interminable 12 bar blows that went on for hours, the archetypal rock n roll groove. I didn't much like the groove and I didn't much like the poltics. I guess that's why I don't mention it!

Laurie Hornsby wrote in his book 'Brum Rocked On!' that according to Keith Smart the Balls played just one concert in Fordingbridge Village Hall. Is is true? Do you have any memories of this (or any other) Balls' concert?

Do you have any memories of that time that you could share? Steve Gibbons once said that 'there was too much bread', and Keith Smart described the Balls in Fordingbridge as 'it was so good it was frightening, but it wasn't to be'. Could you please share your opinion?

Richard Tandy told to ELO Fanzine in 1999 that Fordingbridge 'was a beautiful place, donkey's in the garden and in the kitchen, country pubs, cider etc.' Real donkeys in the kitchen? Or is this some kind of idiom?

Do you remember when and how Denny Laine became involved? Was it Secunda's idea or was it because he was Trevor's friend?

And finally - when do you leave The Balls? Some sources say it was 'after a couple of months', some 'end of summer'?

These are my question. I'll be happy if you would answer any of them - the ones that are interesting to you or the ones that you want to answer.

Glory 

01 Nov 2006
There was glory everywhere. In everything. There wasn’t much money, food was scarce and only very basic. People didn’t wear nice clothes and the houses were cold and damp but there was glory. It hovered like incense over the rooftops and chimney stacks. It was Israel after David had defeated Goliath, before the rot set in and the kingdom was carried off to Babylon. Yes, that’s the land I grew up in. The war had been won and Goliath was dead and there was a shortage of everything - except glory. It was in the lanes, in the terraces and homes. It was in the air. It was in the cities, trapped with sweat and grime between paving slabs. Glory. There was glory in marching bands, in processions and street festivals. There was glory in the new National Health Service and in the names of famous companies, in their motifs and flags. There was glory when the national anthem played and everyone stood up. There was glory in village halls and bandstands and scout huts and in cinemas and films and in words that streamed through the speakers of the wireless. There was glory on the pages of every newspaper, in every magazine and comic. No one made fun of this Israel, no one looked for ulterior motives in its leaders or spoke disparagingly of its heritage or murmured against its God. Because of the glory. You didn’t need to ask about it. You belonged to a people delivered from the fire and there it was before you. A fact as big as the day.

A Longfellow poem hung in our living room: ’Sail on, oh ship of state…. the hopes and fears of all the years is hanging breathless on thy fate!’ (I think Roosevelt sent it to Churchill to encourage him during the war). But anyway, there it was on our wall, and not looking one bit out of place. It was as if gravity came from a different place back then and though nobody could tell you where, everyone knew which way up was. 

But every day must set and now the glory is long gone. So long gone it’s hard to really remember it at all. An age has passed and by and by, people have come to scoff at that moment of greatness and indeed to scoff at all greatness. 
In some weird way, we have become pompous in worshipping mediocrity. Proud to speak of low things but lifted all the same to 

A Longfellow poem hung in our living room: ’Sail on, oh ship of state…. the hopes and fears of all the years is hanging breathless on thy fate!’ 


It was given special weight by mom who would read it out with all due emphasis and gravity like an actor at the Palladium.
Carl Wayne 




01 June 05 last edited 15 May 09

The pie stand had closed early for some reason. We looked out of steamed up car windows at its deserted facade in despair. 

‘Oh no, I’m starving. What’re we gonna do?’ someone said.
‘Let’s go to the Cedar Club for a chip butty’ suggested Charlie. 
’The Cedar club? Don’t be daft. You can’t get a chip butty at a night club!’

‘Yes you can,’ chuckled Charlie. ‘Just watch me.’ 
So that's what we did. We drove down to the Cedar and installed ourselves at one of the tables opposite the stage, in the dimly lit gulley that passed for a restaurant, and watched with glee as Carl Wayne ordered chip butties for us all. The waiter smirked politely, scribbled something on his pad and disappeared inside the kitchen. We pulled faces and giggled expectantly and after a short while the waiter re-emerged with a tray from which he began to serve us with exaggerated decorum and broken English: ‘There you are sir,… Enjoy your meal..’ - Giant doorstep pieces of bread cut into sandwich blocks spread thick with butter and in between, chips. Glorious.
Yes chip butties at the Cedar Club became part of the folk lore. That and the obligatory race through deserted night streets. It was the thing to do for some reason. The last one to get there was… well the last one to get there, what more need I say? ‘There’ might be someone’s house, or a club, or some venue of perceived importance to lads who perceived only glory as really important. Glory with a bit of outrage and silliness thrown in. 

Yes it was the age of being gloriously and outrageously silly. Charlie had a different take on glory to me though, and one of the more outrageous things he used to do was to smash up a television set on stage: I thought having a Beatle haircut was revolutionary, but destroying 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. Carl Wayne 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, Carl was fixed into a mean pose and lost in apparent meditation. All the time lights were flashing (yes, that was a new thing too, before the name ‘strobing’ was ever invented) and at the back, Bev Bevan industriously flailed away at his drumkit. I do believe I saw the slightest flicker of a grin pass Bev’s face as a roaddie shuffled by holding a table followed by another roaddie - Upsy, the chief roaddie 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 - Carl Wayne had picked up an axe from somewhere and was circling around the table like a lion stalking a downed gazelle, going around and around, first one way and then the other for what seemed like ages until… 
Suddenly he exploded. Wallop. The wooden cabinet split apart. More blows. Bang. The tube went with a tinkly popping sound…  Charlie was lost in manic rage. He smashed the axe down 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 roaddies returned to retrieve the pieces of the television 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 upon moving up and out of Birmingham;  the Midlands; anywhere remotely provincial, and stepping up into 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 on to a trajectory that would make them a household name. It was a fact that unfolded before our Brummie eyes. 

And in between these goings on, we recorded loads of my songs, mainly at my moms house. I must say that Charlie was an honoured visitor, one of the few amongst my musician pals to gain moms unreserved approval. She’d make sure the table cloth was clean when Charlie was coming to visit, and he always paid her special attentions too. We never spent a long time on the recordings. It was never a job, always something like: ‘I’d like to play that song to somebody Dave. Let me have a tape of it.’ And me replying: ‘Oh, I don’t have a decent demo of it yet.’ And Charlie would say: ‘Right, I’ll pop around at so-and-so time and we’ll record it.’  That was the way it happened. I would be frantic with care about every syllable and crotchet but Charlie would just turn up and sing my song, and in three minutes it would all be over. Mom would make a cup of tea and be fussing all over him while I was scribbling the name of the song on a tape box, with a note that Carl had sung it. 
Life in the Brum beat 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, sing or write 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. 

with all the hopes that time gave to our atomic hearts. Life was for the a raging solo 

could treasure. resounded like so that time was 
a new army marched out of Birmingham with the Move at it’s head., the lights shot up everywhere There were many lights that dazzled us and many that would dazzle us later, but at the time, the brightest was the Move.

But then what is a song but a piece of precious nostalgia welded into a ditty so that you won’t ever forget how wonderful, how daft, how outrageously silly, we all were.  

I think Charlie looked upon me as some kind of waif and stray. He knew my incurable naivety needed protection against a world full of hustlers and he was the one to provide it. ‘Penny Music will be the name of the company’ he proudly told me. It was a time when we coursed the streets at night. 
I played him my songs and he immediately jumped on them. There was the slightest whiff of a competition between me and Roy Wood, which I think Charlie had a hand in fostering for the betterment of the creative juices. I did not want to enter into that because for one thing, Roy was a proper musician and I was merely an as yet, undiscovered impostor. It came to a head with ‘Something’ and ‘Blackberry Way’ – both had been recorded and both sounded to me a departure for the Move – my song ‘Something’ even more so with its string accompaniment. Curiously Trevor seemed to like it although it was the most un-revolutionary, un-subversive sounding piece. Anyway, the Move needed a hit around that time because their last single hadn’t done too well. Don Arden asked my opinion about it – which song should be the A side? – I told him ‘Blackberry Way’ and as every one knows, it went on to become Number One. ‘Something’ was on the flip side. I suppose I would have had some A sides if I had joined the Move as Charlie wanted me to, but I stayed with Steve Gibbons and the Ugly’s and Charlie and me gradually drew apart after that. It finally came to blows over royalties to ‘This Time Tomorrow’, in a solicitors office in Reading: At one point voices were raised and Carl rose up shouting and reaching across to punch the publisher involved. I walked out in disgust. Charlie was not happy with me doing that and we were never close pals again.

Romania 2001

Everybody but everybody painted a bleak picture, basically: 'Don't go unless you have to, be very careful while you are there!'. There were rumours of a regime ready to catapult Romania back into a repressive soviet-style era (not true), of galloping inflation (true), of not being safe anywhere on the streets (gross exaggeration).

So I expected the worst when we landed at Romania’s 'Heathrow' – Otopeni airport, Bucharest. I remembered before the armed guards shepherding passengers with that mean look that comes so easily when someone is given an AK47 to hold; Toilets that were, well how can I say it delicately - misused and just left un-cleaned by the staff; Strangers shuffling up to you and saying 'Dollars, Marks?', obviously selling something - black market money, drugs, a girl?? .
But I started to get an inkling that things had changed somewhat when I saw the amount of people in the terminal using mobile phones. I thought maybe this is a network around the capital only. But no, mobile phones worked all over Romania and not only that, the land line system had been totally refurbished so that even in remote villages, public phones have the same reliable and easy to use equipment.
Miti met us at the airport and soon we had hired a car and were driving with Miti in the back. I could see the changes since my last visit in the autumn of 1992 were not just cosmetic – There were indications everywhere of enterprise – shops and businesses big and small rising up from nothing, from a people who just ten years ago, had no experience of it. 

And there was colour everywhere! Never again will I bemoan advertising boards, for in Romania I saw they had redeemed what had been a vista of unremitting grey drabness. The outlook was also helped by the simple fact that many buildings seemed to have had a lick of paint whereas before it was an oddity to see anything but greyed or yellowed paint work, invariably cracked and patchy. 

We head for Constanta about 250 km away, and then we drive north past Mamaia beach and the campers park where Miti and I first met, to the town of Navodari, where Miti's sister Helen, and her husband Rudi, and their now, big daughters Denise and Claudia, are waiting to greet us outside their apartment block.
How well I remember coming here for the first time in 1990 as Miti tried to help us get gas for our camping stove. Now they make their home openly available to us and Rudi has obtained two days off work so he can be with us.

What a change in Navodari! This town was built by the communists essentially to support the massive industrial plants nearby (in particular, the giant oil refinery called 'Petro-Midia'). Navodari was a housing complex for workers with all the functionality of a labour camp and little else. 
But in 2001 it had gained a new ambience of colour, enterprise and refurbishment. Gone were the lines of shabby grey people shuffling wearily through drab streets and I saw many young folk in fashionable, even expensive-looking clothes. Shops were selling things - like paint, or a can of Fanta, or a nice cake! – simply unheard of before. Even the pavements were in the process of being re-laid in a neat block brick, it was quite unlike the Romania of before.

Surprisingly, I soon discover that Miti and Rudi aren't so aware of any improvements, I guess it has just grown up slowly around them. 'Do you notice any change' they ask with a serious look that says there hasn't been any.

Even the venerable home-produced 'Dacia' car had been brought up to date. A Dacia was once an object of scorn and derision, much like the Trabanz of East Germany, but the new models look great. I remember once going to hire a car in Bucharest, and upon asking in a spirit of socialist solidarity 'could I have a Dacia?,' being told in authoritative manner by the Romanian girl: 'You do not want a Dacia! Believe me, you want a Citroen, a Ford, an Opel - but you do NOT want a Dacia!' But in 2001 the hire companies were proud to offer the Dacia along with the Citroen, the Ford...

In Enisala village, about 100 km north of Navodari, I meet Miti's family again and introduce them to Mandy. It is lovely to see mama and papa Zaharia once more, mama hugs me affectionately, addressing me as one of the family. As always everyone in Miti's large family is overwhelming in their hospitality to us. In the Zaharia yard are chickens, ducks, rabbits in a pen and a chained-up guard dog barking for affection. As we are about to leave I notice the donkey that papa Zaharia uses to pull his cart. 'Hello Donkey' I say, entering the dark shed where he lives to give him a pat, while vaguely hearing behind me shouts from Miti of 'No! - Dave ...' The next thing I know is the donkey has turned his back on me and with a quick flick, distributed the contents of the floor upon my countenance. I emerged from the donkey shed covered in donkey poo… 
We stay one night at Miti's family home in Enisala village. It is a sobering education to sample life where there is no plumbing, no toilet or bathroom.... In fact going to the toilet is an adventure to be remembered and cannot but leave you aware that the substance of prosperity is measured in simple things which add up to comfort and ease.

On the road back to Navodari we see the petro-chemical plant in the distance, like a giant city. 'Ceaucescus's Candles' - Miti says pointing to the three big smoke-stacks. Visiting the beach one day, Mandy commented how perfect it was in every respect except...  a couple of miles away you can see the dark skyscraper outline of the giant plant. Only the communists could build such a monstrosity in such a position, on display as if it were a work of art.

We drive north to stay a few days in Tulcea. At a small town crossing point on the Danube, we stop and walk alongside the big river, watching kids swimming and hand-rowed ferries plying their way across the fast moving current. A old Russian lady with muscles like Arnold Schwartzeneger rows her boat to the riverside and after what looks like an argument, but is really just a normal discussion in emotive Romanian, collects the fare from two young lads before parking up and going for a rest. 
Not very far across the other side of the river is Ukraine, and the tops of buildings in the city of Izmail can be seen in the distance. I wonder what life is like there, and if you can buy a can of Fanta in a shop. Miti says the economic situation there is worse, and I know Miti's scale of what is worse or better is as different to mine as the Romanian Lei is to the pound. 

After a wonderful ten days we say our goodbyes to Miti and our wonderful hosts in Navodari, Rudi and Helen. Beginning the long trek home, we drove over the big Danube toll bridge and again, I got a smart little blue-coloured receipt handed me by the toll clerk. It's just a little thing, but I remember well how this was once a land where 'paper', as we would know it, simply did not exist. Every document would be on a rough grey, corrugated material that you would not find hung in a toilet in the west! 

But all that is history now, along with the mindset that created it. No longer is Romania oblivious to the shabby-quality world that communism built for them. Now everywhere you can see a quality emerging in goods and work. Where before you felt a sense of being trapped in a system that didn't care, now everywhere you can feel that big broom of aspiration sweeping it steadily away. The once oppressed people are finding their feet and their confidence, and new expectations are being loosed as ordinary folk for the first time, have access to the tools needed to turn their back on the sad past. Where before, all they had was a dilapidated, worn out and unreliable infrastructure, now new things are coming on stream. The average wage in Romania is still astronomically low, it is still a very poor country compared with western Europe. But sometimes statistics don't tell the whole story and in 2001, I could see the palpable hand of God's blessing moving over the land...

I kept that little toll ticket as a memento, like I kept the previous corrugated one, a small artefact to encapsulate the Romania I found in 2001 compared with the one of 1992.

End Game
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