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Music Lessons
, which made it all the more frustrating when later, mom paid for me to have formal piano lessons. I did not “take to it” and within a month, despite my mom’s best efforts to pursuade me to continue I was victorius in gaining my freedom from this oppression! Though I stopped the lessons the music continued

Girl upstairs - belly caught in mangle - the mind boggles.

Man jumped off death train - friend jumped on top of him and was shot. Whispered by a visitor at one end of the room, thought I couldn’t hear.


Removed:
Once I was up there however, I completely forgot my internal vows never to do this again I learnt to “just do something”! I suppose that was my equivalent to the old adage “The show must go on”!


This happened in a hotel room in Holland. Our desperate attempts to find out the chords and play the song properly was occasioned by Jeff staring into the middle distance and repeating ‘wrote a note of major sadness…’ quietly to himself. Jeff was moved to a state of sublime awe at the poetry of it. His antenna could always be raised by a great tune or lyric and it was this time by Jim’s song. Years later I sent him my version of it (from the Reel Two album)and we chatted about it and this episode.

Check all the ‘Hims’

From Ch7 for Ch8:

Yes I was a serial womaniser. For a couple of years in the late 70’s I lived with Sheila, who later married Richard Tandy. She was a resourceful and supportive lady but I cheated on her like I cheated on pretty well every girl-friend I ever had. 
May the Fourth be with you
While the British were plotting to send one lone Vulcan Bomber to the Falklands in 1982, I was busy getting married for the first time. 
Pam is a wonderful American lady who I had met near the beginning of ELO’s American tour – she actually picked me up in the most romantic manner by chasing me around gaming machines in a Las Vegas hotel lobby: 
It was 18 September 1981, a few days after the start of the American tour and ELO had just jetted in from Fort Worth, high on our fame and good fortune, me higher than most. The lobby of the Aladdin in Las Vegas was laid out like a supermarket, with aisles crammed full of one-arm bandits. I’d never seen anything like it - it was a teeming bazaar of beings doing battle with row upon row of burping, winking robots. People sat on stools transfixed like zombies, pulling handles while staring intently at the strange hieroglyphics which forever betokened the promise of the next pull being the last you’ll ever need. 
As Richard and I negotiated our passage through the crowded aisles toward the lifts, I noticed a girl playing a machine seemed to be the same girl I’d seen in the previous aisle. Sure enough as we came to the last aisle, she re-appeared around the far end and quickly insinuated an interest in another machine along our line of travel. 
That was how I met Pam: “Didn’t I just see you back there?” I said as I passed her again.
“Who me?” she said with a beaming innocence.
She was a beautiful black-haired lady of American Indian descent. I came to know her as a person without negatives, a free spirit and pillar of strength. She never got depressed, in fact the word ‘depression’ was not in Pam’s vocabulary. My Mom loved her, and why not? She was a joy to be around. She was forever “Yes” while I was forever “definitely maybe”. 

“Will you come to New York?”  
“Yes”. 
“Will you come to England?”

“Yes”. 
“Will you marry me?”

“Yes”.
We were married in Birmingham seven months after we met, on May the fourth, 1982. 
“May the fourth be with you” joked Richard in homage to the famous ‘Star Wars’ line. 
There was a short clip on the local TV evening news about it, but the main news that day brought the word ‘Exocet’ into our vocabulary – it was the day the British Cruiser ‘Sheffield’ was sunk in the South Atlantic. 
At the reception, Jeff Lynne, Jim Cleary, Richard and myself all got up, togged out in posh suits at the Strathallan Hotel, to play music to the gathered guests. 

My marriage to Pam lasted two years and the reason it failed was my womanising and depressions. I was a serial womaniser and that, coupled with my bouts of communication blackouts, defeated our marriage. Nobody else was to blame but me. I had somehow thought that being in the ambience of her eternal optimism would heal me of my demons. But it didn’t, it just painted over the cracks for awhile.

Move to the TIME tour ?

I met my second wife Karen on a blind date in 1984: Phil Hatton and myself were at a loose end one night (Phil was later to become Jeff Lynne’s personal road manager). He suggested we could maybe meet up with a couple of girls he had met at the ‘Elbow Room’ recently. Out came his ‘black book’ of phone numbers and before long, two girls were knocking at the door. One was Karen. I never dreamed I would fall in love with her, but before long, that’s what happened. 
Then one day, equally unscheduled, she announced to me that she was leaving to marry her boss! 
I was gutted. I pursued her with letters and messages and songs and finally she came back. 
By the time we got back together I was healed of being a serial womaniser. Karen was the first lady I never cheated on. We were together for almost 10 years. 

Move to Don’t worry about the money?


---------------------------------------------------
This is presently at the end of chapter 8. Move to the end of the book??

A writer is somebody cursed by a job that is, in the modern parlance, twenty-four seven. You can’t switch off. The commission is to regurgitate and re-engineer all the reverberations of life that come your way. Many of those resonations are centred upon love and romance. Because it’s a fact, love is on its own, it’s top of the bill. When it comes to town it causes the heart to vibrate on that one magic frequency. 
Talking of frequencies, there are only eight notes in an octave, twelve if you count the black ones. It’s inevitable that some of the combinations get repeated isn’t it?. 
That’s my story and I’m sticking to it. 
---------------------------------------------------

Loud thoughts
If you ever have the audacity to say the words ‘God has spoken to me,’ you will notice people mentally reaching for the straight jacket… It’s not an un-natural response, and it’s a fair question to be asked: ‘Oh yeah - HOW?!’

And the more time goes on, the more answers I have: He has spoken to me in what Dorothy Scrivenner wonderfully describes as ‘Loud Thoughts’; Sometimes He has spoken by imparting what I can only describe as an ‘Inner Knowing’ - what the private detective might call a ‘hunch’ - or the scientist might label ‘a flash of inspiration.’ God has spoken to me through dreams and through the megaphone of circumstances that I could not ignore. My dad dying was one such experience. But I’ve never known Him use the megaphone when a penny whistle would do. In my limited experience, He speaks in ways that are simply powerful enough to get my attention.
I don’t mean ‘magical’ in the context of trickery – I mean it in the context of coming into contact with a superior intelligence! For as the scientists who are busily searching for other civilisations in outer space readily admit: ‘the methodology of a superior intelligence (or civilisation) will always appear to us as magic.’ 
And it is magical because if it really is the Lord of heaven speaking, then the message can’t be wrong! It might not accord with reality, the situation or the circumstances, but it can’t be wrong!

Later on, when God spoke to me about Mandy, it was indeed a message totally at odds with my reality. So much so, that I found it hard to take on board. Many times I thought I was going off my rocker! 
But today I am married to Mandy, and I want to say that out of everything, this is the most extraordinary, wonderful thing that God has caused to happen for me. Mandy and I both know it is a miracle of God. It is something I thank Him for daily. 

I made a decision that night to go with the inner call. There were no big flashes and I didn't feel so very different.
When I was born again in 1988 I was in a relationship with a lady and we were living together. At first Karen was not happy about me being a Christian but after a while she came along to the church and made a commitment herself. Then it was suggested by the pastor that maybe we ought to be married and soon, that is what happened (31 March 1989). But it didn’t last. A couple of years later we had just drifted apart. She soon stopped going to church and became more and more distant toward God, and toward me, because I was often to be found down at the church. Finally she left me on Boxing Day 1993 and I hit rock bottom. In the world, when your wife leaves you people commiserate with you. In the church, when your wife leaves you, people avoid you. Nobody quite knows what to say or do. Church is not a good place to be when you’re going through divorce. 

Somewhere in it all I began to value God’s opinion more than I valued my own opinion. I’d always done things my way but I decided I was going to do it God’s way. 
God caused me to want what I had always scoffed at: A courtship, a innocent relationship where we held hands. God caused me to value marriage and commitment and all the things that I had for so long rubbished. God showed me which way was up.


The song says: ‘You just keep waiting and love will come your way’.  And after a long period of waiting, a period of loneliness, He put me together with Mandy. That was 15 years ago.
11 Sep 2012

Somewhere along the line I came to believe that God had promised Mandy to me. I had a powerful belief that somehow we would be together. I didn’t think through how that togetherness might shape up - I didn’t imaging that we would ever be married for example. I guess I thought we would be ministers together or something  like that. 

Then in 1995 a disaster happened. Mandy got a boyfriend! I had never known her ever to have a boy friend, but suddenly here she was going out with Guytano, a Swiss guy. Even worse - he was a good guy. A solid Christian man with prospects, and from Switzerland too. I was completely wrong! God could not have promised Mandy to me, of course not. What a ridiculous idea! As if she would ever be with me. I thought I had been deceived big time to think such a thing. Things went from bad to worse. News filtered back to Birmingham that Mandy and Guytano were engaged to be married. 

Then an amazing thing happened. Out of the blue I heard from somebody that ‘Guytano had called it off’ - Guytano, not Mandy! And Mandy was upset - in fact she was broken hearted because of it. 
It was one of those times when as much as I idolized Mandy, I couldn’t really come alongside her in sympathy because - well I began to think - maybe it was true after all! Maybe God had promised Mandy to me! 

Patterns - The original bit about Uncle Joe and Jeff
You might be wondering what on earth my Uncle has to do with ELO – it’s a fair question. If there are no patterns to be found in the chaos, if we are really adrift on the winds of purposeless chance, there isn’t any connection at all.
The fact is, Joe used to work at a factory in Tile Cross called ‘EPE’, and for a time, Jeff Lynne happened to work there too – I think he was an apprentice. Anyway, Joe used to give Jeff a lift to and from the ‘EPE’ everyday in his car. Mom was never happy with people taking advantage of Joe and I remember well her confronting him about it: ‘I hope he’s going to pay your petrol money for going out of your way everyday,’ Joe replied firmly that Jeff had promised him ‘When I make my first million Joe, I’ll see yer all right.’ I suppose it’s the sort of remark that’s just forgotten – but I believe that God heard it and he didn’t forget, because you see the fact is, Jeff did make his million, and Joe was all right.
Oh - Jeff didn’t come riding down Briddsland Road with a cheque made out to Joe. - The connection wasn’t that visible, and it doesn’t need to be. Jeff gave me a job with his group, I bought my mom’s house. Mom looked after Joe - right up until the day he died.
========================================
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You might be wondering what on earth my Uncle has to do with ELO – it’s a fair question. If there are no patterns to be found in the chaos, if we are really adrift on the winds of purposeless chance, there isn’t any connection at all.
The fact is, Joe used to work at a factory in Tile Cross called ‘EPE’, and for a time, Jeff Lynne happened to work there too – I think he was an apprentice. Anyway, Joe used to give Jeff a lift to and from the ‘EPE’ in his car. One evening I overheard Mom grumbling to Joe about it: “I hope he’s going to pay your petrol money for going out of your way everyday,” she said to him accusingly. Joe shot back immediately saying that it was okay because Jeff had told him: “When I make my first million Joe, I’ll see yer all right.” I smiled. It sounded like the sort of thing Jeff would say. He was always cheeky about doing good in the pop business. 

Years later when I was writing this that throwaway remark made me smile all over again. Because that’s exactly what happened - Jeff did make a million and Joe was all right. Jeff gave me a job with his group, I bought my mom’s house. Mom looked after Joe - right up until the day he died. That job with ELO caused a blessing to fall upon our house and everyone in it, a blessing out of all proportion to the ‘petrol money’ mom had been worried about! And Joe? - All he ever wanted was to be in the company and safety of his sister. And that wish was granted. Vinnie looked after Joe right up to the day he died.

A throwaway remark, easily forgotten but God didn’t forget it. 
I remembered this exchange and it made me smile all over again because I believe God must have heard it too. You see the fact is, Jeff did make his million, and Joe was all right. 
Jeff gave me a job with his group and that caused a blessing to fall upon our house and everybody in it, in a way out of all proportion to the ‘petrol money’ mom had been worried about! 

Looking back I can see how Joe was blessed in a special way. All he had ever wanted was to be in the company and safety of his sister. And that wish was granted. Mom looked after Joe - right up until the day he died.

I suppose it’s the sort of remark that’s just forgotten – but I believe that God heard it and he didn’t forget, because you see the fact is, Jeff did make his million, and Joe was all right.
Oh - Jeff didn’t come riding down Briddsland Road with a cheque made out to Joe. - The connection wasn’t that visible, and it doesn’t need to be. Jeff gave me a job with his group, I bought my mom’s house. Mom looked after Joe - right up until the day he died.
That job with ELO caused a blessing to fall upon our house and everybody in it. It was a blessing out of all proportion to the ‘petrol money’ mom had been worried about! Looking back I remember how all Joe had ever wanted was to be in the company and safety of his sister. And that wish was granted. 

Added bit for later in book? 

I’ve always known Jeff to be punctilious about keeping his word. It was noticeable to me because it was different to how I saw other ‘pop stars’ operate. If Jeff says ‘the cheque is in the post’, you can begin spending it because it’s on the way! I speak from experience because he has helped me financially several times over the years when I have been stuck.


It might sound like I am painting Jeff to be unreliable. Actually the opposite is true: Out of all the show biz folk I have known, he is by far the most punctilious about keeping his word. In all his dealings with me he has always been scrupulously correct and truthful. This exchange is something that I heard fall from the lips of my Uncle Joe and the reason I report it, is because whatever Jeff said to him, the fact is, what Joe said that day, actually came true. Jeff did make a million and Joe was all right because of it. 

So I think it’s a lovely story because of that - I was a bystander on this apart from the fact I was the No, the fact is I never heard Jeff say 
  

Added bit 
We handed the church over to another pastor. Within three months he had obliterated it: The name was changed; the congregation scattered. After 18 months he left the building and it began to fall into disrepair. We watched while all that we had built up, the relationships and the bricks and mortar, dissolved before our eyes. It was a sobering season and I felt responsible for a certain lack of due diligence in handing it over.
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