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Not exactly Spain, more Stafford and the gig. The show, the do. 

Transport. Travel to another realm, another view completely. God is in charge. 

So let’s RUNAWAY some. It’s an original song, originally writ by moi. But there was another RUNAWAY: years ago, Del Shannon sang this one. 

Anthology

LSD

Paul: LSD heard you would never be the same again after taking it. Never be able to get back, to see things the same way ever again... Not sure I wanted that.. 

Maharishi:

John elbows his way for a place on the helicopter with the Maharishi. Paul asked him why he was so keen: ‘I thought he might let me know the answer!’

He was searching for the answer – or for someone who could tell him the answer. And there were the rest of us, thinking HE had the answer!

Aggro

Re John and Yoko. John takes his new album ‘Two Virgins’ round to show Ringo. ‘Oh I see you’ve got The Times in there’ says Ringo, ignoring the fact his dick was out! 

Broken friends. 

Vectors

Art of ATC is to vector you – point you- in a direction where, if you suddenly lose all contact, you’ll still be safe.

Heartbeat 86

ELO, Robert Plant, Roy Wood, Moody Blues, Applejacks, UB40, Ruby Turner, George Harrison, Denny Laine

Roy Orbison died suddenly in Dec 1988

The bull of the cord 

I never liked being in a crowd. Never liked running with the crowd, shouting with the crowd. Never. Only ever went to a couple of concerts and never went to a football match. No, I never wanted to be in the crowd or one of the crowd, never enjoyed it at all until just now, here in Spain in a small town outside Valencia called Chiva.

Mandy and I are guests of Luis Miguel and his wife Monica. Luis Miguel is a gentle giant of a man who, except for his skin colour not being green, looks for all the world like the incredible hulk. His Charles Atlas physique comes from a regime of working out which began at the tender age of eleven when he was chosen for after-school training by the Valencia football club. Ten Years later at the age of twenty-one, he was selected to play in Valencia’s first team and did so for three years - at mid field - until a recurring back problem forced early retirement in 1993. And so Luis Miguel got to step down out of a life of some fame and notoriety - and the only world he had ever known, football - into more mundane and certainly more obscure pursuits. Anyway that has nothing to do with me enjoying being in a crowd. It’s nothing to do with Luis Miguel, it’s the bull.... 

When we first walked around the olde-worldy town of Chiva, I remarked that crime must be really bad around here because there was such robust protective ironwork outside shops and banks, mounted on giant hinges so they could be swung into place. I thought that sleepy Chiva must be a community targeted by ram-raiders and the like: 

‘Ah no Dave – that is to protect against the bull.’

‘The bull?’

‘Yes once a year the bull runs through the town.’

‘Pardon me. A bull runs through the streets of the town?’
’Yes.’
’Ah I see – and the people watch safely behind these iron barricades?’

‘Yes some do, but many people also run with the bull.’

‘…prople run with the bull?’

.....

Would you believe there are just two towns in Spain where they do this - run with the bull through the streets that is - and yes this is one of them. And yes it is a cheeky, hair-brained thing to do. 

It just so happens that our time here coincides with the ‘festival of the bull’ which lasts about a week. 
Because we are guests of Luis Mi we got invited to some plum locations, one of which was a sort of ‘pit stop’ – a house where bull and runners stop for a breather. 
I should explain that the bull has a line attached to his horns - the festival is actually called ‘el Torico de la cuerda’ which roughly translates as ‘the bull of the cord.’ The ‘cord’ is a gaily coloured rope to which various spaniards of suicidal frame of mind hold on to, and pull the bull along to begin with. But when that bull starts running, there is no way to stay ahead of it. The bull runs much faster than any man, and he quickly overtakes the pullers of the cord who end up being pullees instead. Fortunately, the bull cannot keep going at full tilt for very long and soon slows down or stops for a breather. 
Where was I – yes we were waiting for the bull at somebody´s house. The front door opens straight on to the narrow street – oh I suppose it’s wide enough to get my Vauxhall down minus the wing mirrors. Suddenly the men with the rope come crashing through the entrance with the bull in hot pursuit. They slam the door behind them and wrap the rope around a staunchion on the doorpost. I think the idea is to hold the bull close to the building so he cannot get a run at it! 

We reached through the iron grill of the door to stroke him as he stands there (cutchy-coo, there´s a nice bully wully). He is panting, his tongue flailing in the warm August heat while his eyes consider us with apparent disdain. There we all are, prisoners in the courtyard of this house with the nice bully-wully at the door. 
All is under control, no problem.... until they unwrap the rope ready to continue the bull run... 
It all happened so quickly – the bull rams the door, the men holding the cord go flying and suddenly the door is open, the bull has got his head inside, everyone in the house is screaming and running in one direction – I join them. (Excuse me, is this the way to the toilet?) 

For a full second it is like a scene from Jurassic Park until the bull-runners recover the initiative and pile their bodies against the door, it´s their weight versus the bull. 

After some heart-stopping moments they have sorted the situation out and managed to maneouvre bull, rope and people who know what they are doing into the desired place and then... 

Whoosh! - Off they all go with the bull leading at warp factor ten down the tiny street with it seems, all of Chiva following behind at high speed in a cloud of shouting.

It is all rather like being caught up in a light-hearted version of the storming of the Bastille. A quite unique snapshot of communal fun Iberian style, of the whole town coming together in a way that I guess only exists in England in some point of crisis. To the locals this is a community sport, and sport it certainly is although not exactly ‘sporting’ in the English sense as the bull is extremely unlikely to win the contest. It is after all a town of ten thousand against one but the odds are not ten thousand to one, and therein lies the sport. For that powerful, wily beast gets his day and gets to call the shots. In every way the bull is the star of the show. On a later occasion I learned how cunning these guys can be: Checking out the situation – casing you -while looking nakkered is one of their party tricks, and they can suddenly move with surprising speed and purpose to administer the coup de grace - the five-ton horn up your backside. 

Anyway, this year I am told that the ‘cuerda’ - the cord - must be at least 14 metres long, by edict of Brussels or local council, I don´t know which. This is because while the bull-run progresses around the town, people are in the habit of cutting bits off it as a memento and so the cord gets shorter and shorter. So it has to start off an adequate length to allow for that... 
I must own up - they´ve cut me a bit of it which I am bringing home and will treasure. 

PattReady from Espana-patt.

The Bull of the cord. The time August 2004. The place Chiva, Spain.  Torico de la cuerda del Chiva
Bull Bitz        el Torico de Chiva, Toros de la cuerda, Torico de la cuerda del Chiva
When we first walked around the olde-worldy town of Chiva, I remarked that crime must be really bad because there was such robust ironwork outside shops and banks. – Protective grills mounted on giant hinges so they could be swung into place. I thought that sleepy Chiva must be a community targeted by ram-raiders and the like: 

‘Ah no Dave – that is to protect against the bull.’

‘The bull?’

‘Yes, once a year the bull runs through the town.’

‘Pardon me. A bull runs through the streets of the town?’
’Yes.’
’Ah I see – and the people watch safely behind these iron barricades?’

‘Yes some do, but many people also run with the bull.’

‘…people run with the bull?’

.....

Yes, they run with the bull. And let me tell you that bull runs fast,  faster than a man can run. When he is fresh, he comes up that street going like the wind. You cannot outrun him, you must try to dodge him, to outwit him. A majestic, proud beast, he quickly overtakes the men holding on to the coloured cord tied to his horns, soon they are hanging on to it, chasing from behind. 
The bull runs around and around the gulley of the narrow streets while the people ahead fold away to each side. He looks mean and intense, staring ahead like he intends to gallop right over anyone in his way. Nobody hangs around to find out if that is the case. But soon the bull is tired of galloping and stops to take a breath. He gazes around at the fusilade of humans staring at him from every direction. He eyeballs us all…. And everyone in the town eyes him back. Nobody glances away when he is stopped. 

After all, it is us versus him, the town versus the bull. And the sport is in him snorting and us being scared, in him bolting and us running as fast as we can. 
Yes the sport is to try to run with the bull, which is possible when he is a little tired but you need to be an olympic medalist to attempt keeping up with him when he is fresh.
For a whole evening that bull holds all the cards and all the town in its thrall. When he decides to go a particular way, that’s the way he’s going. An enormous cry goes up from all those in front as they scatter at full speed.

I get to watch all this on the night from a prime position - an aerial view. A balcony overlooking the main street. In fact as the bull progressed around the town, we migrated around the rooftops to other prime locations - balconies donated by friends and family of our Spanish hosts, Luis Miguel and his wife Monica.
Then we found ourselves down on terra firma and in the house of a man priviledged to have the bull call on him.- it is a custom and a great honour to have the bull stop at your house. We drink wine in the kitchen waiting for the bull. Suddenly the shout goes up and we all rush down the courtyard and into the street. Around the corner of the tiny alleyway comes men with the rope, running hard. They crash through the door, two or three of them, shovelling us back inside as they do, and slamming the dooor behind them and then wrapping the rope around a staunchion on the doorpost. More men appear outside and are ushered in quickly as the bull closes on the house. The slack in the cord is taken up constantly by the men inside, and always re-knotted to the doorpost, until the bull is right outside the door. I think the idea is to hold the bull close to the door so he cannot get a run at it. 

I reach through the iron grill of the door to stroke him as he stands there (cutchy-coo, there´s a nice bully wully). He is panting, his tongue flailing in the warm August heat while his eyes consider me with iberian disdain. 
So there we all are, prisoners in the courtyard of this house with a bull lashed to the front door. But it’s all under control, no problem....  
No problem until they begin to unwrap the rope ready to continue the bull run. 
It all happened so quickly (how did the bull know??) – suddenly he rams the door and the men holding the cord go flying and the door is flung open. Now the bull has got his head inside, everyone in the house is screaming and running in one direction. (Excuse me, is this the way to the toilet?) 

For a full second it is like a scene from Jurassic Park until the bull-runners recover the initiative and pile their bodies against the door, it´s their weight versus the bull’s strength. 

After some heart-stopping moments they have recovered the situation and managed to maneouvre bull into the desired place and then... 

Whoosh! – Off they all go with the bull leading at warp factor ten down the tiny street and with them, all of Chiva following behind at high speed in a cloud of shouting and gesticulation.

It is all rather like being caught up in a spanish version of the storming of the Bastille. A quite unique snapshot of communal fun Iberian style; Of the whole town coming together in a way that I guess only exists in England in some point of crisis. To the locals this is a community sport, and sport it certainly is although not exactly ‘sporting’ in the English sense as the bull is extremely unlikely to win the contest. It is after all a town of thousands against one but the odds are not a thousand to one, and therein lies the sport. For that powerful, wily beast gets his day and gets to call the shots. In every way the bull is the star of the show. 
Watching from a rooftop late at night I learned how cunning the bulls can be: Checking out the situation – casing you - while looking exhausted is one of their party tricks, and they can suddenly move with surprising speed and purpose to administer the coup de grace - the five-ton horn up your backside. 

Yes it’s called la ‘Toros de la cuerda’ - the bull of the Cord. And this year I am told that the ‘cuerda’ - the cord - must be at least 14 metres long, by edict of Brussels or local council, I don´t know which. This is because while the bull-run progresses around the town, people are in the habit of cutting bits off it as a memento and so the cord gets shorter and shorter. So it has to start off an adequate length to allow for that...  I must own up – somebody has cut me a bit of it which I am bringing home and will treasure.

37 Calle Del Dr.J.Lanuza

The only other town where they do this is Pamplona in the north.


Enjoying yourselves we presume (fresh sticks a plenty hmmm) Oh well suppose you want to know how it went, well we had a new lady come called Sarah and guess what it looks like she will fit in just fine (mental health about 25% sane) and she sez she is coming back aaarrgghh and bringing her friend with her, her friend wasn't allowed out tonight, it was a full moon!!!

Well seriously it went well, Paul gave a good word and the choruses wasn't too bad.

Dave, Pauline, Val, Paul, Wendy, Patrick, Sarah, ah yes Sheila visited us and prayed at the front a new version of Our Father!! she wanted prayer coz her friend had died under the floorboards!!!

The church was fine once we opened the windows there was a nice odour of rotting food in the bin but we opened all the doors and got rid of the offending black bag and voila it was fine for the people to enter.

David is very poorly after his chemo so pray for them, he is returning everyday to the hospital for anti-sickness drugs which do not seem to be working.

Wendy has her 6th month anniversary being free from alcohol and she is giving her testimony at Kidderminster next Sunday am, its her longest time ever of being free from drink, Praise God

hope you are having a SPANKINGLY good time

Love and blessings

The Piors

Rosebud revisited

Jeff and Rosie sent me a copy of Zoom in June 2001. It had just come out.

We zoomed in upon Jeff´s concerts in 2001. Set in a time, at the very end of the last epoch, just before the world changed in September. ELO were playing a TV studio in Manhattan, a light and happy affair. Jeff announcded ´We are ELO, the first time for 17 years, but we have been practising...´ 


They certainly had, they had rehearsed a 90 minute set and Jeff was talking free and spinning threads of gaiety and fun. The concert that followed, in LA in May 2001, although a much swisher affair, had a different aura about it. 
At New Tork, Jeff had given Rosie a public accolade as the inspiration for the lovely song ‘Moment in paradise’ but by Los Angeles it seemed like the momenthad passed. Although the playing was first class, the ambience coming from the stage was altogether more frosty. 

´We do have a new spaceship´ said Jeff but it was not transporting love across the galaxy anymore. 

This superlative concert video is a godsend for fans of Electric Light Orchestra, since ELO's Zoom tour was cut short, sadly, because of lackluster ticket sales. Judging from this tour-opening performance (in May 2001, at the CBS studios in Los Angeles), those canceled gigs were a major loss

Patts

Formed as ‘The Dominettes’ in Birmingham in 1962 by Steve Gibbons, The Uglys recorded several singles for Pye including Ray Davies ‘End Of The Season.’ Towards the end of the sixties they issued ‘And The Squire Blew His Horn’ and ‘I See The Light’, which had a psychedelic taint. They evolved into Balls in April 1969, but never got it together. Gibbons went on to make a solo album, Short Stories, before forming The Steve Gibbons Band. Pegg had earlier left to form Way Of Life and later joined Fairport Convention. Hill later played in Mongrel and O'Neill joined a flagging Mindbenders.

MOMENT IN PARADISE

She never cried, she only tried
To fly beyond her dreams
No walls around her mind

Deep inside she'd try to hide
That she was way beyond her means
No borders and no lines

She said that it's your duty to save your soul
To save it for someone
Moment in paradise
Just a moment in paradise
Oh, yeah
 
She floated out upon the wind
That blew my thoughts into the night
She knew the things she had to know

She drifted high above my mind
Blew my brains out, did alright
I think she knew it all along

She said that it's your duty to save your soul
To save it for someone
Moment in paradise
Just a moment in paradise
Oh, yeah

She said that it's your duty to save your soul
To save it for someone
Moment in paradise
Just a moment in paradise
Oh, yeah
Moment in paradise
Just a moment in paradise

HIROSHIMA

Theres a shadow of man at Hiroshima
Where he’d pass the noon
In a wonderland at Hiroshima
Beneath the August moon
And the world remembers his face
Remembers the place was here
Fly the metal bird to Hiroshima
And away your load
Speak a magic word to Hiroshima
Let the sky explode
And the world remembers his name
Remembers the flame was here – 
Hiroshima
C Dave Morgan

NAPOLEON’S BRUSH WITH DEATH

During Napoleon's invasion of Russia, his troops were battling in the middle of yet another small town in that endless wintry land, when he was accidentally separated from his men.  A group of Russian Cossacks spotted him and began chasing him through the twisting streets.  Napoleon ran for his life and ducked into a little furrier's shop on a side alley.

As Napoleon entered the shop, gasping for breath, he saw the furrier and cried piteously, “Save me, save me! Where can I hide?” The furrier said, “Quick, under this big pile of furs in the corner,” and he covered Napoleon up with many furs.

No sooner had he finished than the Russian Cossacks burst in the door shouting, “Where is he? We saw him come in.” Despite the furrier's protests they tore his shop apart trying to find Napoleon.  They poked into the pile of furs with their swords but didn't find him. Soon, they gave up and left.

After some time, Napoleon crept out from under the furs, unharmed, just as Napoleon's personal guards came in the door. The furrier turned to Napoleon and said timidly, “Excuse me for asking this question of such a great man, but what was it like to be under those furs, knowing that the next moment would surely be your last?”

Napoleon drew himself up to his full height and said to the furrier indignantly, “How could you ask me, the Emperor Napoleon, such a question? Guards, take this impudent man out, blindfold him and execute him. I, myself, will personally give the command to fire!”

The guards grabbed the furrier, dragged him outside, stood him against a wall and blindfolded him.  The furrier could see nothing, but he could hear the guards shuffle into line and prepare their rifles.  Then he heard Napoleon clear his throat and call out, “Ready! Aim!” In that moment, a feeling he could not describe welled up within him; tears poured down his cheeks.

Suddenly the blindfold was stripped from his eyes.  Although partially blinded by the sunlight he could see Napoleon's eyes looking intently into his own - eyes that seemed to see every dusty corner of his soul.

Then Napoleon said, “Now you know.” 

Author Unknown

In all the struggles of life, it is very difficult to fully understand how somebody else feels unless we have “sat where they sat.” Fortunately for the Christian, we have a Savior who understands our every trial and 
temptation for as God's Word says, “For we have not an High Priest which cannot be touched with the feeling of our infirmities; but was in all points tempted like as we are, yet without sin.  Let us therefore come 
boldly unto the throne of grace, that we may obtain mercy, and find grace to help in time of need.” (Hebrews 4:15-16)
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