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```This is intended to amalgamate into a chronologic order the SEVENTIES stuff.
How flying became the main focus while I was at the Rum Runner.

Maybe include other stuff:

* Jeff, Richard & Bev coming to the Rum and Snobs to pick a bass player (Kelly)
* Jeff and me figuring the chords to songs in the Rum

* Astrology in Miami. Learning to draw charts and consult ephemeride’s.

* Apocalyptic songs & visions begin to inhabit some songs.
* Trip to New York on a new DC-10. Marty Machat and Carol Sue. Genesis of Paradise Garden.

* Late 60’s – mention of the time recording songs at Richard’s mainly – demos like 1984 etc
* The song ‘Blind Jane’ written for Janet Doyle.


FOUR  - SEVENTIES


Big Yank 
Lou Reizner was a strapping hulk of a man, bronzed and broad-shouldered, effervescent with that easy optimism that naturally infects Americans and equally naturally, bewilders the British working class, from whence I was begotten. 
Lou, proprietor of Reizner Music Inc, had gained an interest in me as a songwriter and travelled to meet me in Birmingham one summer’s day in 1970. I picked him up from New Street station and then on the way to my moms house, he spotted a strange apparition: ‘What is that?’ he exclaimed. ‘Hey Dave, pull over a minute.’ 
I waited in my car outside a showroom for Reliant three-wheelers (!!) while, through the window, I saw Lou squeezing his giant torso into this, the archetypal conveyance of the English poor. It couldn’t possibly have had any transportation interest to him, I imagine it was a jaunt of pure daftness, an item of zaniness to turn up in at some Golders Green party. 
That day I played Lou all the good songs I had written and soon afterwards, I was invited down to his London offices to talk turkey: 

Lou lived in a sumptuous palatial residence in Kensington, right next to the cavalry barracks. The big ornate first floor room that was ‘the office’ had as its main focus an enormous carved wooden desk. Behind the desk, lay french windows, and beyond, a balcony overlooking Hyde Park. All kinds of curios hung on the walls or stood poised in position around the room. A sword hanging in its sheath, an enormous globe gimballed atop its stilted bucket… I dare say each one could tell a tale of being held in regal hands, or of witnessing some august conjunction of the rich and the powerful. 

Lou sat at his desk with the trees of Hyde Park swaying behind him while turkey was talked, and a deal was done. He signed me up as both writer and artist, giving me a handsome advance against my songs.

Then after the shortest slice of time, I learned that he had produced an entire album of my songs with a British group called ‘Wishful Thinking’. The album was to be called ‘Hiroshima’, the title of one of the songs. Lou had heard the scratchy demo I had done with Willy Hammond’s help on my B&O recorder and zoomed in upon its simple message, but I have to admit I was enormously embarrassed to hear the finished version: Lou himself had done the voiceover, a repeat of the actual broadcast that reported to the world the explosion of an atom bomb over Hiroshima in August 1945. 
Shortly afterwards, Lou booked studio time (at Morgan studios, north London) to record an album of me singing my own songs. For a couple of weeks, while this was rehearsed and recorded, I stayed with him at his office-cum-apartment in Kensington. One day he came in from an appointment, installed himself solemnly behind his massive desk and addressed me with all seriousness: 
‘I’ve just been to visit my astrologer Dave, and she has told me that the things I am now working on - that means your music Dave - is going to have great success.’ 
He studied my response, which was a puzzled ‘Oh!’ It hung in silence for a few seconds, like a pregnant question, for I had never before heard of such a weird thing. Someone with the power to divine the future… 
How strange it is to recall now, for indeed Hiroshima was by any yardstick ‘a great success’ and yet  not for Lou.
Folk Singer
The advance from Lou enabled me to buy a ticket to the United States where magically, a career as a folk singer began to unfold the very first day I ever set foot on American soil.

But in order to tell you about America, I have to tell you about Turkey first. Yes, you are right, that is the wrong direction completely, but that’s rock ‘n’ roll. Really, it was only going to the land of Caliphs and Minarets that enabled me to get to America. Let me explain...

I was with a group called ‘Blaises’ and for three months in early 1967 we were resident in south-east Turkey, playing five nights a week at the giant US Air Force base called Incirlick – where Gary Powers had taken off on his fateful U2 spy mission in 1960. 
One night we were playing The Officers’ Club when a lady caught our attention from the platform - she was easily the most sparkling and vivacious lady on the dance floor: 
‘See that bird there?’ bass player Bob whispered to me while we were playing. 
‘Yeah, she’s mine, lay off’ I giggled back. 
‘Oh yeah?, we’ll see about that.’ 
In the break a man came up and complimented me on the way I sang the song ‘The lady is a Tramp’. ‘My name is Joe Corcoran’ he said, ‘come over and have a drink with us.’ 
I walked across the dance floor to his table and was introduced to his wife. It was the ‘bird’ we had been ogling (!!) 
‘My name is Turkan’ she said, explaining that she was in fact Turkish, ‘but everyone calls me Corky.’ 
Close up I could see how her stunning features had discounted her age, which was only thirty plus, but then, when you are as I was, twenty plus, anyone beyond the next magic threshold inhabited the realm of moms and aunts. 
I became a regular visitor at the Corky residence in the nearby town of Adana. We became good pals. Yes, pals- don’t get any ideas! Although she was beautiful, Corky was always like a surrogate mother to me.

The following year while she was en-route back to America, Corky and her daughter Deniz came to spend a day with me in Birmingham. Before she left, she extended an open invite for me to stay at her home in Glen Burnie, Maryland - if I could ever afford the ticket to get to America, that is.

And so in the autumn of 1970, after recording the album of my songs with Lou Reizner, I found I had both the appetite and the money to take Corky up on her offer.

I landed at New York’s JFK airport on 30 October 1970, wide-eyed and jet lagged and carrying an acoustic guitar in a leatherette bag. Waiting for the connecting plane I struck up a conversation with the then-unknown group ‘Black Sabbath’, who had heard my Brummie accent at the check-in desk. We travelled together to Philadelphia, a stop on the way to Baltimore. I had never met them before, although they were from Birmingham.

Corky was waiting to meet me at Baltimore airport with an enormous welcoming smile and expansive hugs. After installing me in my own room at her house (‘boy, my own room! - I never had my own room at mom’s house in Tile Cross’ I thought!) she drove me around the ‘sights’ of Glen Burnie and we popped in to the local shopping mall. That’s where I met George Richardson, the effervescent manager of one of the shops: 
‘Oh so you’re Corky’s friend – Oh, you met in Turkey and you’re English,  Oh – Wow! – AND you play guitar! – Hey, I run a coffee shop here in Glen Burnie. Why don’t you come down?’

He seemed to be describing something other than a retailer of coffee beans, but I’d never heard of the expression - 
‘What’s a Coffee shop?’ I asked.

‘Oh you know, a place where we all sit round and play music’ he replied in the easy, silver manner of the salesman he was, adding that ‘tonight’ was ‘coffee shop’ night. 

That was how I got to be performing in front of people the very first day I was in America. I played a few songs – some of mine and a Dylan song ‘Just Like a woman.’ It went down so well I became a regular at George’s Coffee shop before branching out for new horizons.

The horizon that beckoned was in a southerly direction, and I was propelled toward it by a girl I had met (a ‘dizzy broad’ Corky called her disapprovingly!). Sharon had in mind toasting herself in the Florida sun and away from the freezing Baltimore winter of January 1971. Together we planned a way to get to the sun via the auspices of a drive-away car (that’s a car whose owner has jetted on ahead leaving it to be delivered to him. Only in America do such things exist it seems).
It took two and a bit days to ply the 1,200 miles down the eastern states of the Union in our posh 1968 Cadillac Fleetwood that I had been commissioned to deliver to it’s owner in Miami. In Georgia, we passed a chain gang of convicts at the roadside, hacking at the verge with hoes and shovels while a couple of overfed foremen stood watching... At Daytona, Florida, we drove along the beach - the same hard shoulder of sand stretching for miles where Malcolm Campbell’s Bluebird had pushed the world land speed record to over 400 mph in the 30s. 
Just north of the city of Miami, in the coastal town of Fort Lauderdale, a little motel caught our eye: the ‘Riptides’ it said proudly on the high gaudy neon sign. We pulled in and rented a room. 

That evening I found myself sitting around the pool beneath the mild tropical winter sky of Florida, strumming my guitar while the motel manager and a couple of other young guys listened. The manager immediately telephoned a friend of his – Ron - who had a late night show on a radio station in Miami (WBUS - ‘Magic Bus’) and got me to sing down the phone to him. 
’Can you go down to the station and do a session for him?’ the motel manager asked me.
’When?’
’Now!’


Miami
I spent quite a few late nights at the ‘Magic Bus’ station with Don the DJ. One time he got me reading the news over the air and I remember stumbling over the pronunciation of places in Vietnam that figured with sinister repetition in the news reports of the time. But the thing I remember most about that little closet of a studio is that that is where I met the Bird: 
’Hi’ he said, bursting into the room like a politician appearing from behind a curtain. ‘My name is Warren but everyone knows me as the “Bird” - I just heard you on my radio and I wanted to come down and meet you in the flesh. So - here I am! Hello!’
’Oh wow, that’s nice. Thanks. And yes, hello…’
The ‘Bird’ looked like an American version of Confucius, his spindly frame animated with an elastic swagger bedecked by an ever-ready, knowing smile. Before he had left the studio that night he had offered me a place to stay and in a short order I had moved in with him, becoming the beneficiary of his home, his Volkswagon car, and really everything he had – except his girl-friends of course. I had entered into the pot-smoking hippy culture of America, where everything was communal property. 

The Bird and I became staunch friends and allies. When the album that Lou had recorded was released in America he wrote the sleeve notes for it. He was a sharp, clued-in man always riding on the vim of a contagious optimism. It was also the first time I really got to know Jewish people – Warren was from a Jewish family and not unreasonably, happened to have Jewish friends. I quickly came to appreciate how dexterous and resourceful they all seemed to be, and to understand a little of how it was they had such a pre-eminence in business, especially the music business of course. 

Somehow, I don’t recall just how, I became hitched up to a local music impresario named Steve Stark, and through him, I met up with a singer named Mickey Carroll. When we met, Mickey was sat with two other musicians high up on an elevated balcony overlooking the bar at the Rancher Motel, Miami, playing his guitar and singing and smiling down at us through his Don Juan moustache, while delivering a Vegas ambience of musical cool.
After his set, we went ‘backstage’ to the changing room. Steve asked me to play him something and the song ‘Oh boy I’m cold’ climbed out of it’s pram into instant fame: I had written it in Corky’s basement just a couple of weeks before, and when I played it to Mickey Carroll, he gushed superlatives upon it so much that I wafted out of the Rancher Motel on a cloud of pure cotton wool. I guess the reason Steve wanted me to play a song was so that Mickey could vet me. Anyway, I must have passed because soon Steve swung into action as my manager and I had write-ups in the local papers, a TV appearance, and then a spot singing in a bar in south Miami. 

During this time I spent a fair few evenings down in the Coconut Groves at Mickey Carroll’s house snuggled amongst the trees. We played songs and talked and laughed a lot while his lovely wife Pat plied us with eats and drinks and looked after their baby toddler. 


For some reason I became interested in astrology. Like many things  that took my fancy I dived into it fanatically. Soon, I had purchased ephemeris’s – tables of the planetary movements - and learned all about stuff like declination, and taught myself how to draw up astrological charts. I thought this was pretty cool and I could foresee a stream of income coming from my new found expertise. But the problem was I knew how to construct the charts but had no idea how to interpret them into predictions or anything of actual practical use. 

By now my bar job in South Miami had turned out to be a tougher assignment than it first seemed. Looking back, I think that my impression of Ritchie Havens – the flavour of the moment - was something of an acquired taste for the uninitiated and my impression of me was only marginally better.

Looking Glass
Consequently before too long I was jobless and somewhat financially embarrassed. In March I saw an ad in the paper for a job playing bass with a group that had some kind of special programme and lots of work for the right person. I responded to the ad and met the group ‘The Looking Glass’ – Randy, Paul, Flick, and after a short audition, Dave from England – me! The programme certainly was special – they had been contracted to do evangelistic concerts at High Schools all over Florida! I had never heard of such a thing. An evangelistic show, playing rock ‘n’ roll and then giving the gospel? Paul, the lead guitarist, did most of the talking. They wanted me to have a go. I tried a scripted piece but quickly found out I was too nervous to say a word over the microphone if it didn’t have a song attached to it. So I concentrated on playing, bought a second hand Fender Precision bass guitar and throughout May and June of 1971, The Looking Glass could be found playing to a captive audience of pupils at schools with names like Palmettos Junior High, and North Miami High. Some times we played three times in a day. 

I ended up spending a year and a half in America in two visits separated by a short spell back in England in between. On both trips I played with ‘The Looking Glass.’ 

I also appeared as a folk singer but I have to admit I was not wonderful at it. At one place I got booed off. Mind you, the crowd were waiting to see Eric Burden – the next on the bill - at the time. A roomful of seething rhythm and blues fanatics were greeted by Moi, with feeble acoustic guitar and wobbly voice and they were not amused. It was what you might call a tough assignment. 

I made the second trip to America with Jeff Turton, who it transpired, had a serious girl-friend upset and was anxious to disappear. If he had been French he would have joined the Foreign Legion but as it was, he came to meet me at Richard Tandy’s house and after telling me about his troubles, asked me ‘could I come back with you to America?’ Well, I had an apartment in Miami, and contacts out there so I said yes, why not. I remember he played me some of the songs he had written in the wake of his recent dramas. 
We set off for Gatwick and climbed aboard a lovely long stretched DC-8 owned by some fly-by-night outfit that has long since become extinct. Full of hope and every little cash we landed at JFK and decided the only way we would be able to stay in New York long enough to get some cheap transport to Miami organised, was to find someone – preferably a nice young girl – who we could stay with. So we began approaching every suitable looking girl we laid our eye on and asked them if they had somewhere we could stay. Needless to say the response was not what we wanted. In the end we wound up at Carol Sue’s apartment – she was the secretary of Marty Machat, who was Lou Reizner’s attorney. 

But thirty years later, my ragged experience folk-singing in America came into its own in an arena I would never have dreamed of in a million years – being a worship leader on guitar at Church on the Hill, Northfield, Birmingham, England! 


Rum Runner
It was in the early 70’s that the ‘Rum Runner’ night club gradually took over from the ‘Cedar’ as the premier nocturnal hang-out for Birmingham’s musicians and the like. The Rum Runner could be truthfully described as an underworld joint as it did in fact occupy the entire basement of a disused Victorian workhouse on Broad Street. It was reached by a long alleyway which descended like a rickety slipway from street level down to the club’s dimly-lit entrance. 
The subterranean world of the Rum Runner was perennially guarded by Big Albert and his team. Like a posse of preying mantis’s Big Albert & Co monitored the stream of revellers that passed before their all-seeing gaze with a special eye for their continued eligibility, or otherwise, of the Rum Runner’s grace, favour and festivities. 
Yes I would describe Albert as a large man and I can tell you that he kept order in the Rum Runner in much the same way that the Romans kept order at the farthest reaches of their empire: by a system of simple, well-understood rules. Albert’s rules were so simple that anyone who got to visit the Rum Runner more than once could understand them perfectly:
‘You come in here causing trouble and I’ll break your neck,’ he would declare to the crowd waiting at the entrance, an announcement seemingly made to no one in particular but often magically zooming in to spotlight one who, Albert had already divined with his steely glare, was especially in need of that information. Even so, there was no undue malice in his tone, just a matter of fact helpfulness; a description of cause and effect as neutral as a professor explaining the law of gravity to his pupils. 

As I became a regular visitor at the Rum Runner, I got to witness Albert’s rules in action many times: Often this would take the form of a rugby scrum surging through the labyrinths of the club - Albert and his crew motivating a ‘trouble-maker’ toward the exit like an army of ants would roll a piece of bread toward their nest, the crowd parting before them like the Red Sea as they inexorably progressed their quarry toward the entrance, and the final resting place of all ‘trouble-makers,’ the cold cobblestones of the  alleyway beyond. 

I had worked at the Rum before, for four months in 1970 as part of the resident group, ‘Fred’s Box’ It was just before recording my album with Lou Reizner. ‘Fred’s Box’ was actually a piece of electronic wizardry, a sort of prototype guitar effects pedal that guitarist Fred had built. The story, as told me by Bob Catley, is that the gadget became enshrined as their name one day when they had been casting around looking for something to call themselves. But I never did get to figure out just why university graduate Howard Williams answered to the name of ‘Fred!’  
By 1973, Fred had moved on taking his box with him and leaving only the singer Bob Catley remaining from the original line-up. Around him a new ‘Fred’s Box’ had arisen with Tony Clarkin on lead guitar and Kex on drums – a group that would shortly be calling itself ‘Magnum’ . 

At the time, the Rum employed two groups to play each night – one to do the early stint from ten to twelve and another to pick up the remainder, until two o’clock and closing time. In addition, the club’s owners - the ‘Berrows’ family (one of whom was later to taste fame as manager of the hit group ‘Duran Duran’) were employing the musicians of their groups in the daytime, as navvies working to build a new club. It was in the ground floor of an office block, a half a mile from the Rum Runner, a building that was now in the process of being gutted and refashioned into the night spot that would be one day be called ‘Snobs.’

Through my frequent visitations to the Rum Runner, I got offered a job with the other musicians as a labourer at the pubescent ‘Snobs’ - a prospect I promptly said ‘yes’ to, being in need of the cash at the time.

And so I spent my days in the summer of 1973 covered in muck and dust along with the other Rum Runner musicians - banging, drilling, humping, fetching and carrying…  Still the indecorous work we did is not what I particularly recall about it. What I remember best is how it became a comedy house of heinous pranks: 

I remember the day that drummer Kex found his brand new boots had been pinned to the concrete floor of our makeshift changing room with an industrial gun, and the fact that the same device was used later to nail someone into a toilet (I don’t remember who it was). 
And the afternoon when Grant (a guitarist in the ‘other’ band at the Rum) was using a power hammer to excavate a portion of the concrete floor… Now a ‘kango’ is a noisy thing even when used in the open air, but inside the shell of the new club, the din it made was absolutely deafening. Grant’s efforts went on for quite a while until finally, John (bass player from the ‘other’ band), unplugged Grant’s kango and cut the plug off the lead with a big pair of scissors. 
For several minutes choice words of anger were bandied to and fro across the room, Grant arguing he had to get the job done, while John suggested he did it some other time when he wasn’t there. 
All the rest of us agreed with John. 

A veneer of peace descended upon the workplace as Grant laboured to rewire the plug onto the severed power cord. Twenty minutes later it was done and he announced this fact loudly to us all, adding by way of disclaimer for any subsequent damage to eardrums that he would now be continuing with extra fervour and intensity because ‘he had to catch up on lost time and get the job done.’
‘Oh Grant?’ the voice of John sang to him from the other side of the big room.
‘Yeah?’ said Grant, looking up as he reached to insert his newly wired plug into the socket of the extension lead. 
In the distance, John held the far extremity of the coiled extension cable, offering it up like a bouquet of flowers, with its solitary petal, the electric plug dangling limp and helpless, while in his other hand he held the pair of scissors ….
‘No, don’t do that,’ pleaded Grant. 
’Well, are you going to make that racket with that thing again?’ John rasped back firmly.
’You know I’ve got to get the job done,’ said Grant, appealing to John’s sense of reason. 
It was the totally wrong appeal to make at that juncture. 
’Okay then,’ said John impassionate.
The scissors sliced through the wire and the plug fell with a plonk to the ground, and after John and Grant’s shouting and our gales of iniquitous mirth had died away we all spent the rest of the afternoon in a state of tranquil harmony, apart from the fumes of Grants’ displeasure hovering about us like a grey cloud. 

I became pals with Tony Clarkin, the lead guitarist of ‘Fred’s Box,’ during that stint as a labourer. 
One night after a days’ work at ‘Snobs’, I was in the Rum Runner as usual, standing by the stage watching him playing, when Mr. Berrow came in and spoke with some visible stern-ness to the bass player (who happened to also be in charge of the musicians working on the new club). The group took an immediate break and disappeared for high-level discussions.
Tony Clarkin reappeared a short time later and came up to me explaining that some administrative chicanery had come to light and the finger of blame had fallen heavily upon their bass-player.
‘The gaffer wants him OUT right away' Tony said.
'You play bass, don't you Dave?' he added, more like he was telling me than asking me. 
'Yes' I confirmed.

‘Do you want the job?’
'Er, yes.’ 

'Right, you're in.’ 
'Oh, er.. great, thanks - when do I start?'’ 

'In five minutes after I've had a wee and chatted up that bird over there.' 

* Pete Oliver stint as lead guitarist.

That’s how I ended up playing loud bass guitar for ‘Magnum.’ I don’t recall the instance the group changed its name from ‘Fred’s Box’ but I do remember the new name being Tony’s idea. 
‘What’s a magnum?’ I asked him.. Of course it was the gun Clint Eastwood used in ‘Dirty Harry.’

It was really the genesis of the heavy-metal group who were later to sell many tens of thousands of records and become a cult hit amongst Christendom’s head-bangers and leatherwear rockers, under the propulsion of Tony’s great songs and guitar playing. But back then they were still just a resident group at a nightclub, playing the flaccid hits of the day and being perpetually told to turn down because the waiters in the restaurant couldn’t hear what the customers were saying to them.

Mick
‘Gents must wear a collar and tie at all times’ the notice said in the foyer. It was something that Big Albert & Co loved to recite like a mantra to the crowd baying at the entrance. 
One of Albert’s team of bouncers was a man named Mick Walker, a one time singer with the Birmingham group ‘The Redcaps.’ Mick managed to be both tall, relatively slim and yet still have the profile and aura of a bouncer but always with the addition of a mischievous smirk ready to break out into a grin at any moment. Pranks and humour were never far removed from Mick and in fact he divided his time between being bouncer and stand-up comic, as well as often indulging his musical bent by joining the groups in impromptu performances. 
One evening, while the group were on break, the taped music suddenly stopped and Mick appeared from the rear of the small stage. The customers gasped. So did we. He was wearing nothing  but socks and underpants and the collar of a shirt from which hung a somewhat poorly knotted tie. He strode up to the microphone: ‘Ehem... Ladies And Gentlemen. Your Attention Please. May I remind you that Gents MUST wear a collar and tie at all times. If anyone in the club is not properly dressed they will be asked to leave. Thank you for your co-operation.’ Like a model on the catwalk, Mick whirled around and exited the platform with excessive feminine wobbles of his backside while we all roared with laughter and the girls in front of the stage covered their mouths and gawped wide-eyed at his spindly white legs. 

My womanising reached a natural point of crisis. For years I had navigated my way across an ocean of love affairs and uncommitted liaisons. I loved them and left them, never wanting to get too involved or hitched in any way. I hated the idea of marriage – as far as I was concerned that was definitely for somebody else. Really I hated the idea of commitment. I would never have admitted it, and never voted for it in a referendum, but I operated totally according to the manifesto of free love. I had been lifted up and carried along on the wind of the sixties. I was a product of it, I operated according to its principles without ever really subscribing to it. Inside I was pure traditionalist, I never spoke in favour of the way I lived and never believed in it. I just operated in it because I could get away with it! 
To cut the story, one of them finally did to me what I had done to them. 

The idea crystallised that jumping out of an aeroplane ought to do the trick and show her, the rotter, just how much she had upset me. I went out to Halfpenny Green airport one day to see if I could get a ride in the parachute club’s plane. (I knew they always flew with the door removed). But when I got there the club was closed.  

Hampstead Road
In August 1973 I moved from Mom’s house to a big old house across town in Great Barr. My girl friend, Pam and I rented it together with Bob and Megan, both musicians. Pianist and singer Bob was later to join Roy Wood‘s Wizzard. Some ten years previous Megan had shook the Birmingham scene by being a bass player in a group – for a girl that was unheard of!. The band she was in was also the first Birmingham group to get into the hit parade – the ‘Applejacks’ went to number 7 with ‘Tell me when’ early in 1964. 

Flying
* something began which became as important as music.
She upset me so much, I didn’t want to go on. That was it really. I sank into a mire of morosity (if there is such a thing) and began conspiring how I could end it all. I finally decided that I would jump out of an aeroplane. Yes, that would do the trick and show her, the rotter. It was in pursuit of this ugly plan that I went out to Halfpenny Green airport one day. I had been there before and I knew where the parachute clubhouse was. I made a bee-line for the clubhouse, ready to go for a ‘familiarisation flight’ where my secret plan would swing into action. But the club door had a sign on it ‘Closed’ It was the wrong day. So I went for a trial flight in an aeroplane instead and as I sailed around looking at the good earth below I realised something about the me and the long drop below and about the evil thin g that had carried me to the airport that day. I realised jumping out of . 
 
In September 1973 I began a private pilots licence course at Birmingham Airport. Flying soon became the brightest star in my sky, eclipsing music and girls and every other star in my sky. I loved it. Whereas I always felt a bit of a flop at music, not being a natural virtuoso to put it mildly, with flying I swam through the course with ease. Learning all that stuff was pure joy for me and by … I had my Pilot’s License issued.  

I realised I could afford it if I was frugal. I promised myself I would not buy a drink for six months 
For six months in 1973 every last disposable penny of my wages was funnelled directly to the flying club at Birmingham Airport who taught me to fly aeroplanes. Thereafter flying continued to consume my spare cash (albeit at a slightly lower rate) along with my interest. 

”Yes”
It was an era where I was saying ‘yes’ to everything. So for example when a friend named Kim Holmes came into the Rum Runner one night and sidled up to Tony and I at the bar, musing aloud that he needed a carpenter to build his new recording studio on Bristol Street - and did we happen to know anybody who did that sort of thing? - I immediately said: ‘YES, - we can do it!’
’Excuse me - Who is this WE you were referring to?’ Tony asked as soon as Kim was out of earshot. 

‘You and me of course’ I said, ‘we can build it for him. You’re good at building things and if you tell me what to do, I can help!’

Tony and I built ‘Nest’ studios for Kim. It took us about three months beginning in October 1973, working in the daytime while playing the Rum in the evenings and when it was complete, we used the studio to record many songs. Later in the 70s I recorded there with Jim Cleary, and also did the demo for my song ‘Princeton’ amongst others. 



I was with Magnum for two and a half years and for most of it we worked as the resident group at the Rum. It was the musical equivalent of a nine to five job, steady and secure and forgotten about as soon as you went home. 
 

After the job at the Rum Runner came to an end in June 1975, Magnum did some stints as a backing group on the cabaret circuit, providing the back line in turn for Eddie Holman, Mary White and Del Shannon, all of whom had at some point in time, been famous - in Del Shannon’s case I think mega-famous is more appropriate. In 1975 we cut a couple of records which sank without a trace – ‘Sweets for my Sweet,’ an old Searchers hit from the 60’s that we resuscitated with a manic beat courtesy of Kex, and a song I wrote called ‘Baby I need’ which was never released. I don’t remember who the baby was, but my need at the time was for a change from strumming bass guitar as loud as possible. I didn’t really feel in my heart that Heavy Metal was for me and so at the end of 1975, I left Magnum.




Nothing Says
The first time you hear a great song can often be a moment frozen forever in time. It is also the instant you really know how good the song is. That’s the thing about the first time, it’s a point of ultimate revelation: The time you know that there is nothing so beautiful as that you have seen, and long to see again. 

There are many Beatle songs, which stopped me in my tracks when I first heard them. ‘Eleanor Rigby’ is one; I first heard it when I was driving through the centre of Birmingham in my Jag. I pulled over, parked up and listened to it, mesmerised. To me it was just enchanting and beautiful. Long after it had finished I was still transfixed in a stupor, just wishing to hear it again: ‘All the lonely people, where do they all belong?’ 

Many years later, in 1976, another great song came to visit upon me not from the speaker of a car radio but from the proverbial ‘horses mouth’ as it were, sung by its creator and custodian, a rotund bearded Irishman named Jim Cleary. I was visiting a pub in Moseley village, Birmingham and Jim was one of a three-piece group playing to the packed room. 

One of the songs they performed that night was ‘Nothing Says’ and instantly, like ‘Eleanor Rigby,’ it was a slice of music I just wanted to hear again and again. It glowed with a timeless circular message that came through loud and clear - Nothing says goodbye like a tear - but the musical pirouettes it danced around to transport that message was, upon first hearing, a pure enigma to me. Jim had a way of honing chords that confounded any rules of music I knew about. After meeting him and hearing more of his songs, I soon discovered that ‘Nothing Says’ was not a fluke or a one-off, but just one of a whole series of devastatingly original songs by Jim. I was instantly jealous and conspired to be in a group with him, maybe to discover where he kept his vial of secret tunesmith unction and yes, to steal a bit of it if I could.

I fast became privy to Jim’s Irish proclivity for Guinness - with or without a whiskey chaser, depending on the position of the sun over the yardarm – and for a while I thought maybe the secret unction was in that, but of course it wasn’t. It was in places I could never reach – growing up in the streets of Dublin, migrating with mom and everything you can carry onto the Holyhead Ferry and the promise of prosperity in Birmingham, and finally the fine halls and finer verbiage of the University of Birmingham to buff and polish the rich tapestry that the university of life had already given him.

I was to spend many happy hours in the company of Jim’s effervescent banter: the whiff of the Blarney mixed as it was and still is, with his studied Etonesque vocabulary imbibed from his University days. 

We became pals and before too long I had teamed up with him as ‘Morgan Cleary’, first as a duo and later, as a trio with the addition of lead guitarist Bob Daffurn. During 1976 we were playing local folk clubs and pub sets in and around Birmingham.

Then in the autumn of ’76 Richard Tandy breezed back into Birmingham from his globetrotting travels with ELO. He called me to say that he was able to get studio time to record me with him producing, and did I want to make an album?… ‘Wow Rich – Yes! But er…’ Richard had never heard of Jim Cleary and was a little taken aback when I tentatively proposed the album be of Jim and me instead of just me, but after hearing Jim’s songs (I think we sang them together in the sitting room of his Moseley flat), Richard was soon sold on the idea. Studio dates were booked at DeLane Lea studios in Wembley, North London, and during November and December of 1976 we spent seventeen days recording twelve tracks for an album produced by Richard Tandy for Jet Records (Don Arden’s label, made recently rich by ELO’s successes). 

Under Richard’s aegis, we were swept up to unheard-of levels of swish: We were chaperoned to London in a big Ford car driven by Upsy, booked into a proper hotel instead of one of those seedy Bayswater bed and breakfast places with beds you were reticent to lie on and toilets you were scared to sit on. And the place itself – DeLane Lea – this was not built like an adjunct to somebody’s shed as we were used to – No, it was a proper recording studio, the best I had ever seen and one I believe that ELO had previously used. At any rate, I remember Don Arden’s office had an account with them and picked up the tab (or do I remember it because they didn’t pick up the tab?  It’s one or the other…)

Yes it was a side of the music biz where the grass was definitely greener and Richard was eager to show it to us and to broaden our vista a little toward the glad hand of fortune that had broadened his so generously. There, with a proper sound engineer, we laid our souls bare before proper microphones wearing proper stereo headphones. No expense was spared. If josticks and camel sauce be ordered along with fish and chips then God forbid the roadie to come back without it as specified. Steve Wheate came down to help us with drums and Jim Cleary entertained us magnificently with his Irish caricatures, quips and beer cans, and when they ran out and Jim fell spark asleep one night, we bound him from head to toe in gaffer tape as he lay on the studio couch and then denied all knowledge of it when he woke up snorting like a polar bear in his straight-jacket truss several hours later. 

But all that glitters is not necessarily the source of the Nile and the end of the story is that our finished album was never released. It languished somewhere in the vaults of Jet Records, my six songs and Jim’s six - for a short while the toast of the town, but thereafter condemned to be orphans of unknown whereabouts. 

The end of the recording sessions, marked also the beginning of the end of the Morgan Cleary group. 
Show business is both a ‘show’ and a ‘business’ and in it you oscillate between the two. So our show ended and our business began with talk of deals flowing between London and Birmingham like pieces of paper blowing on the wind. Somewhere beneath the paperwork and ever more mystical promises of Jet Records, our little ship capsized and slowly sank along with our dreams of hit albums, or even released albums. At any rate Morgan Cleary didn’t last too long after DeLane Lea.

And when it was finally ended it was all I could do to get the disappointment out of my system and roll it all up into a song called ‘Princeton’ (and I suppose in some weird way the University town signified a place of discovery, like we had stumbled upon the secret of how to build a new particle accelerator or something. But really I was just thinking of Jim’s wonderful music and Irish prose, his lepricorns and space ships and the planets they took us to, the sheer magic of it all). Anyway ‘Princeton’ was my message to the cosmos, a swan song in memory of our little group which I loved dearer than any woman. 


But back to Jim’s song… Nothing says goodbye like a tear and nothing says hello like a smile. 
Yes it was burnt into the oxide at DeLane Lea but I have to say it never quite recaptured that magic I had first heard in Moseley, never quite made it back to the summit, and that crystal-untouched snow. For me, somehow the picture was overlaid with the slushy footprints of our exertions. But like an inconsolable lover, the song would not let me go and years later I had yet another go at it. In 2001 with Jims permission, I did a version of it and released it on my ‘Reel Two’ CD. 


A little bit of knowledge 
I’ve heard it said that a little bit of knowledge is a dangerous thing, but I know from experience that sometimes a little bit of the right information can go a long way, sometimes it can save the day. 

In 1977, I was living with Sheila, in her house. Sheila worked, I didn’t. I stayed at home composing songs and working on projects, a bohemian freeloader full of promises but without the wherewithal. 
I was on the dole but they wouldn’t pay me anything. Every week I went to the seedy office at Sheldon and sat in front of the grill with my complaint of poverty, and every week a girl stared dispassionately back at me and intoned the same words: 
‘I’m sorry Mr. Morgan but you are not eligible for unemployment benefit because your girl friend is working.’
In desperation I looked up the phone number for the Claimants Union. I telephoned and made an appointment. Sheila and I drove over to the address in Balsall Heath. We expected an office but the address was a terraced house. A big black lady opened the door holding a tea-towel in one hand: 
‘Yes, you got de right place, dis is de Claimants Union - come in!’. We were ushered into what was obviously her sitting room. She excused herself and went into the kitchen to finish up what she was doing and then came back wiping her hands on a towel and sat down: 
‘Now, tell me the nature of de problem?’  
I told her about my weekly visits to the Sheldon benefits office and my unsuccessful pleas for help, and suddenly she exploded. Standing up she began to speak forcefully:
‘You listen to me. You go back there again, and you ask dem to show you “where is the clause in de social security charter where it sez de woman must keep de man!” - The Social Security charter sez de man must keep de woman but nowhere sez de woman must keep de man! You sit there and you don’t leave de office until they tell you where it sez this. – You promise me, you will sit until dey say where!’ 
She repeated herself in her strong Jamaican accent and made me promise that I would sit in the Social Security Office until they answered the riddle she had set. 

The young girl behind the grill said the same as before: 
‘Sorry Mr. Morgan we cannot pay you anything because your girl friend is employed.’ 
I repeated the phrase as near exact as I could remember it:
‘Please would you show me the clause in the Social Security charter where it says that a woman must keep a man.’ The girl looked stunned. She stared at me silently for a few seconds and then got up.
’Hold on please.’ 
She disappeared behind the upright screen dividing the beggars from the kings, no doubt to ask the majesties beyond what manner of words, or what composure of clause or regulation, could be summoned to dispel me most rapidly from her concern, and her desk window. I looked around at the exhortations stuck upon the furnishings and walls: ‘Don’t forget you can claim for this or that benefit if you or your partner are this or that.…’ The notices to the vagrant class to which I belonged, instructing all in what manner it was fitting to approach the throne. The begging bowls must be of certain dimensions and be proffered at the correct time, but the tinkle of cash was assured by royal edict.
Suddenly she called me: ‘Mr. Morgan?’ I looked up, her head was craned over the divider: 
‘Your case has been re-assessed and you will be getting £52 per week, back dated to when you signed on. Okay?’ 
‘Er..Thank you’ I said, but she had already slunk back behind the divider. 

The Claimants Union didn’t look like much, but that black lady with the tea towel sure knew her stuff.


SEVEN  -  FLYING

Flying aeroplanes and getting up to play on a stage have one thing in common: 
Every time is like the first time! Oh you might have done it a thousand times before, but if ever you get to the point where you feel blasé about it, that’s the time it will come and show you that you’re just a beginner. 
They both seem to be endeavours where an inordinate amount of time is spent hanging around in a torpor of boredom waiting for something to happen. Then, when something finally does happen, you find yourself catapulted into the opposite extreme, an all too brief slice of time spent working at 110% in a whirlwind of intense nervous activity. 
But then afterwards… Ah! When the wheels touch down; when you step off a platform back onto mundane reality, back into the benevolent service of gravity. That’s when you know why you do it. 
The fact is both flying and getting up in front of people is one part ordeal and two parts blessing and privilege. Both never cease to be a challenge to me. 

Aerobatics
Kevin was a fellow musician who used to frequent the ‘Rum Runner’ night-club where I played with Magnum. No sooner had I got my Private Pilot’s Licence in 1974 than I began canvassing pals who set foot in the club with the question: ’Would you like to go flying with me?’ 
Kevin jumped at the idea and was immediately hooked by it. We spent a lot of time flying around together and often, when we were safely aloft, I would show him how to do various things. Really it was the result of flying with Kevin that first invoked in me the astral notion that one day, maybe I could teach people how to fly. 
Before very long, Kevin’s interest in flying had propelled him to take up a course of training himself. He was a star pupil, going solo after just four hours of instruction. It was an all-time record for the flying club at Birmingham. Apart from his natural aptitude, he always accredited this to the time he spent being unofficially coached by me. 

But as soon as he completed his training and got his own licence, his love for flying took off in a big way. Kevin quickly zoomed past me in the number of flying hours and qualifications he amassed: Before long he had obtained an instructors rating, then an Instrument rating, then a Commercial Licence, then he sold his stationery business and purchased a flying club at Birmingham. One day he suggested to me that we go up together in the aerobatic Cessna he had just acquired for his flying club, so that he could show me the aerobatics he’d just learned. 
We climbed into the little machine. The cockpit was distinguished from the non-aerobatic variety by an industrial array of heavy-duty seat straps replete with military-looking buckles. Being strapped in was an experience in confinement which brought to mind being a guest of the electric chair. 

We got airborne and aimed ourselves into the ‘FIR’ – the Flight Information Region – safely away from Birmingham’s busy airspace. Kevin immediately set about imparting to me some of the tricks he had learned. It turned into as much a lesson in English as one in aeronautics: 
’I’ll talk through a barrel roll’ he said, and began diving the aircraft while giving a running commentary to explain what he was doing:
’Now I pull back and raise the nose fifteen degrees. Now check…’ (I thought I wonder what ‘check’ means - it must mean check the nose is where it should be before the next bit) ’Now full aileron and some rudder’ 
The sky quickly rotated in unison with my stomach and we were thrown this side and that in the little cockpit before finally everything went back right-side up, blue sky up above, brown earth below. 
’Right, now you have a go!’
Kevin talked me through as I took over the controls: 
‘Dive the aircraft. That’s right, now pull back, raise the nose fifteen degrees, now check!’ (There he goes again with that ‘check’ thing - I thought - ah well, the nose is where it should be..)
’Now full aileron and some rudder’ he intoned over the gale of wind noise. The sky began to rotate in an entirely novel fashion as we both gazed out of the window, buffeting against each other. 
‘What are you doing?‘ he yelled as we found ourselves looking down at the blue sky – and up at the brown earth. We were hanging by our straps, upside down, as the aircraft slowly ran out of energy. It tottered there for a couple of seconds while the two of us pushed and pulled the controls like bumbling idiots in a Hollywood comedy, all the while shouting at each other. Finally, the little machine collapsed into a corkscrew dive, performing what must have been an un-catalogued manoeuvre, before eventually coming to a state of equilibrium right-side up.
’You didn’t check!’ said Kevin accusingly, while we both giggled nervously at the clumsy arc we had just described through the sky.
‘Well, what exactly do you mean by CHECK?’ I shot back.
’It means you pull back and then check! - STOP pulling back!’ 
’Oh’ I said, duly corrected, and we both laughed and jibed at each other with insults and blame for the incompetence of the whole spectacle. 
Once the significance of the word ‘check’ had been duly etched on the tablets, Kevin continued on with his display of aerobatic prowess. He seemed to enjoy making all the manoeuvres as fierce as possible, something which I have never cared for. The whole exercise left me with no longing to take up aerobatics myself. 

Hector
As Richard Bach wrote: ‘You always teach best what you most need to learn.’ 
I found I had a flair for teaching people to fly. Really it was only because my appetite for learning it myself was so ravenous. And so eventually I took the course of training to become a flight instructor.

Like a motorists who must sport ‘L’ plates on their car, a flying instructor in England must first work in reduced capacity as an ‘Assistant Instructor.’ This meant being under the supervision of a more qualified person, a device that meant you could not, for example, send a student for first solo. 
In 1979 I spent the summer at Humberside Airport, learning how to be an assistant instructor. 
‘We can give you guidance as to how to instruct’ the man had said, ‘but we can’t show you how to teach. Your students will do that!’ 
(‘What a cop-out’ I thought, ‘that’s exactly what I’m paying you all this money for!’ )
But how true it was. 
I was later to discover for myself that students do indeed show you how to teach - and how not to teach - as indeed I, as a bungling pupil, had shown Kevin that day. 

But I wanted to tell you about Hector… 
Hector was a wizened old man of about 80 years of age, a legend in the British flying fraternity. When I first met him at East Midlands Airport in October 1979, he was stood gazing out of a window, a cigarette permanently wedded to the fingers of one hand, a cup of tea occupying the other. 
I introduced myself – Yes I was the bloke booked in to be tested for the issue of an Assistant Flying Instructors Rating, I proudly confirmed. 
He looked back out of the window and up at the sky.
‘Hmmm. It’s a nice day for aerobatics David’ he said with his thin shaky voice, ‘would you like to do some aerobatics?’ His voice sounded for all the world like a Spike Milligan impression. 
(Aerobatics – Ugh! The thought of hanging upside down by the straps again passed before me…) 
‘Er, no thanks’ I said cowardly. 
‘Oh’ said Hector, the friendly smile fading from his face. 
The atmosphere changed as suddenly and surely as if my words had caused the sun to go behind a cloud. 
‘Right’ he said coldly, ‘well, off you go, check the plane over please and I’ll be out in five minutes.’ 

Soon Hector and I were ensconced in the little Cessna and he was giving me a list of things he wanted me to do. What had before been the squeaky little membrane of an inoffensive old man had suddenly gathered all the fearsome gravity of a Richard Burton oration…. Hector had turned into a monster.
He remained so for he duration of the test, even slapping my hand after we had landed and I reached to retract the flaps: ‘Don’t EVER let a student see you do that – one day it will be the undercarriage lever!’ he roared scoldingly.
I thought: ‘That’s it! My first instructor’s test and I’ve failed!’ 
’Pull off here’ snarled Hector pointing to a taxiway. 
The aircraft came to rest and I began running through the after-landing drills, trembling inside.
‘Yes, well that’s all right David,’ he said, his voice singing sweetly – the change took me by surprise. It had gone back to the Spike Milligan impression again.
’What – you mean I’ve passed?’ I asked incredulously.
‘Yes, of course David. No problem. Park the aircraft over there please, and we’ll go and have a chat, get a cup of tea and write up the forms.’ 

The next time I arrived for the instructor’s test with Hector it was like a Déjà vu experience: 
He was stood by the same window, clutching the same omnipresent cup of tea and cigarette. He gazed up at the sky and said exactly the same thing: 
‘Nice day for aerobatics David. Would you like to do some aerobatics today?’ 

‘Yes please’ I said, and the spell was broken. The sun carried on shining and Hector beamed back at me. 
‘Shall I go and check the plane over?’ I asked.
‘No, that’s okay’ he said, stubbing out his cigarette, ‘we’ll do it together’  
Hector was a different man. 

I sat watching the world turn around like I was watching TV. There was hardly any ‘g’ loading – the thing that makes your stomach reposition itself to somewhere just under your chin - it was the exact opposite of the ungainly fairground ride that Kevin and I had before. Of course, Hector was a past master at the art of aerobatics and Kevin, by comparison, had been but a beginner.

I got to do several annual renewal tests with Hector and got used to the drill: If he asked to do aerobatics I always said ‘Yes’. 
One time while we were airborne on a test, he asked me if I had ever heard the ‘Blue Danube’ played on the Stall Warner. Now the Blue Danube is of course, a Strauss waltz, and the stall Warner – well, that is a device fitted to the airplane that blares out in an ungraceful ‘honk’ when the aircraft approaches the stall. 
’Er, no I don’t believe I have ever heard that played on the stall Warner Hector’ I said bemused, wondering what on earth was coming next. 
‘I have control’ he said, and then began humming the first bit of the Blue Danube tune: ’Da da di da da’ – and then suddenly, he pulled back so quickly and violently on the controls that the stall Warner followed on in perfect timing with ‘Honk-honk, Honk-honk.’ 

After the flying there was the oral test where he would seek to discover the extent of a student’s knowledge base, always with the cleverest of questions, couched in his playful and wacky way: 
‘If you and I were in jail for a long time David, I dare say we would get to talk about flying quite a lot - you know to pass the time away – Maybe one day I might be discussing with you why it is that maximum control deflection can be made at a higher speed in a heavily laden aeroplane than in the same aeroplane when it is lightly loaded. It’s strange isn’t it? Would you be able to tell me why that is David?’ 
That is how Hector would eke out of you the bounds of your aviation wisdom. He sometimes asked for hard facts, but more often asked the sort of question that betrayed your intuition, or lack of it, for aeroplanes and the atmosphere they inhabited. 
Yes Hector Taylor was a wonderful old-timer of the Spitfire vintage. Like every instructor I have ever flown with, I always learned a lot from him. 



Parallel Universes 

The phone rang: ‘Mr. Morgan?’

‘Yes’

‘My name is Kennard and I’m attached to the Patent Office. I am calling with reference to the application you made on 25th November 1980, regarding ‘wing tips’. Can you confirm it was you who made this application?’

‘Er.. yes.’ (I am thinking: ‘Oh no, he’s going to say stop wasting our time with your silly ideas.’)
’Are you aware Mr. Morgan that under section 22, paragraph 1, of the patents act, the comptroller can prohibit publication of any application deemed to be of potential interest to the Ministry of Defence?’
‘Er, yes I am’ I had vaguely read something to that effect in the pamphlet.
’Well I am directing that that be so in this case. As of now, you will not publish or communicate any information relating to this application to any person who has not been authorised by this office to receive it. Is that clear?’
’Y-yes.’
He went on to ask me if I had already discussed it with any person or company and I told him I hadn’t.
’Very well then, you will receive an official notification of this conversation by return of post. Is all that understood?’ 
‘Yes.’

‘Thank you, good day!’
(!!)
Mr Kennard’s letter arrived the next day. I still keep it as a memento.

The wing tips idea (‘Vortex Management Wing Tips’ - a lofty name for a very simple idea) was an extra-musical project I was pursuing at the time. I had made some rough sketches and sent them off to the patent office as a provisional application. It was a shock to get the secret order slapped on it and of course it didn’t last long: Some two months later the letter came saying that the defence of the realm could survive without my idea after all, and I could now tell the world about it. 

The rigmarole of trying to obtain a patent was something I had already become familiar with a few years previous:
The first ‘idea’ that I ever went the full course with was something that came to be called a ‘Timescale’. – A printed piece of elastic fabric held in a plastic container, it looked a bit like a slide rule. The fabric had a scale of minutes printed on it and could be adjusted between a range of speeds, the whole arrangement being designed to correspond to the scale of aeronautical charts. 
I had just got my Private Pilots Licence in 1974 and was planning cross-country trips, measuring the distance along sectors and then doing a sum on a circular slide rule to figure out how long it would take. Suddenly the brainwave came to me: What if I could make an expandable scale able to cope with the different speeds over the ground (according to whether the wind is for you, or against), then I could just read off the time by measuring it straight off the map! 
’But does a strip of elastic fabric expand equally along its length?’ I thought. I tried it out quickly, it worked. Eureka! I shot around to a friend’s house with a hastily convened mock-up and showed him. He encouraged me with the look of someone who is not really sure if I needed hospitalisation or not…

That little invention became like Frankenstein’s monster, a creature that took over my life. As well as running the gauntlet of a patent application, I ended up forming a limited company to manufacture the Timescale. By 1978 running the company was taking nearly all of my time. 
I sold a lot of those ‘Timescales’ all over the world, making many interesting contacts doing it.

Hal Shevers in America was one. He owned the foremost shop for pilot accessories in America – in Cincinatti, Ohio. He was one of my biggest customers and when I went to the States with ELO, I called him up and told him I was about to start a USA-wide tour with a pop group.
’Oh really Dave, I didn’t realise you were a musician’ he said.

(Well I hadn’t told him. Making gadgets for pilots and playing music in a pop group seemed like they belonged in parallel universes).
’Say, what’s the name of the group you’re playing with Dave?’

‘They’re called ELO’

‘Sorry Dave, what was that?’

‘E-L-O, it stands for the Electric Light Orchestra.’
’Okay’ he said in an uninterested monotone, ‘well if you make it to the Ohio area, give me a call. Maybe we can meet up.’ 

It was early November when I looked at the schedule and realised we would be in Cincinatti on the sixth. I called Hal’s office.

The secretary put me through with lightning speed and Hal’s voice was suddenly singing down the line:
’DAVE!’

‘Hello Hal…’ I said, but he quickly interrupted:

‘Dave… it seems I was the only person in the whole WORLD who didn’t know who the Electric Light Orchestra was! When I asked the guys who work here if they’d ever heard of the name they went ballistic. Listen, is there any chance you can get any concert tickets for my staff, otherwise my name is mud around here?’
I told him I would see what was available and get back to him and then he asked:
‘What airport are you flying into?’ I checked the itinerary and told him.
‘I’ll be there to meet you!’ he said. 
And he was. He flew to meet us in his Piper Aztec and was waiting on the tarmac as our Viscount pulled up. 
My future wife Pam was travelling with us for that part of the tour, and while the rest of ELO left in limos for the hotel, Pam and I departed in Hal’s private plane. He chaperoned us via another small airport to his house and then on to the show at the Riverfront Coliseum. After the show there was a restaurant dinner with the staff from Hal’s company (I think there were 26 in all who I had managed to obtain tickets for). The next morning he gave us a tour of his business (Sporty’s Pilot Shop) before we rejoined the ELO airplane to fly to the next (and last) date in Bloomington, Indiana. 

Making the Timescale work was for me, a joy. It took me up a learning curve that tested me, and stretched me so much I thought I would snap like the elastic that composed it. But in the end, the many technical difficulties and financial impediments were overcome and it became a reality. 
But I have to admit, as it metamorphosed into a business, it slowly turned into drudgery. I became the pick-up truck, the invoice clerk, the packaging agent – everything I was never cut out to be. I suppose it would have been different had it actually made any real money, but although the developed Timescale worked great (it even got a write-up in Flight International), as a business it was a flop. For a while I was imprisoned by the business machine I had created, a machine that was essentially a cripple. Some of the time while I was nominally a ‘Managing Director of a limited company’ I was also on the dole! 

But the thing that was to unshackle me from this monster was totally unrelated and unexpected:

A telegram arrived one day in March 1979 (yes, those were the days when news, good or bad, arrived by telegram). It simply said: 
IF YOU WROTE HIROSHIMA PLEASE TELEPHONE xxxx (a London phone number).
I phoned the number and was told that my song ‘Hiroshima’ had been in the German Top 50 for almost a year! 

I had almost forgotten about it. The telegram caused me to remember that I had once been a songwriter! The sweat I had put into songs had come from the pores of my soul, whereas the Timescale had drew me closer to middle earth where the normality gene thrives, songs could always claim the higher ground because they were dredged from a deeper well. 

It was the recording of 'Hiroshima' that Lou Reizner had done with the group Wishful Thinking, the one that had made me grimace with dismay when I first heard it in 1970. The Germans loved it and had bought it by the bucket load! Apparently, it first got noticed because of listeners in East Berlin calling to request it on a West Berlin radio station! Such is the rhyme and reason of rock 'n' roll history - unfathomable! That a song about the ultimate weapon should find its only fertile ground straddling the ultimate divide of the time - the Berlin Wall.
The telegram had come from the German publisher who was hanging on to my royalties instead of sending them to Lou's attorney in New York. He suspected I might not get paid if he sent them on. Before long, with his help, a legal way was set up for me to receive royalties direct from him.

The money paid for a decent car, an eight-track Teac tape recorder, and a trip to America in 1980. I still ran the Timescale business but it slowly wound down like a rusty flywheel - and I had no more energy to spin it up again. In 1982 I sold the whole thing to an Australian.

Some years later, in 1988, I was pursuing another idea, which I really expected Mr.Kennard to call about, but he never did. My 'Force-Generating Apparatus' (as the patent application was somewhat anti-septically labelled) is a revolutionary contraption, which although I have spent a lot of time and money on, has simply not worked - yet!
It is a gyroscope 'machine' - an inertial engine. Years ago I left the prototype stored at Richards' house. He called up one day asking did I want to collect it. - 'It sure is heavy for an anti-gravity machine' he said!
But I still harbour hopes of making this idea work one day.

Full Circle
Lou Reizner had died aged 44. 


I had known Lou Reizner as a paragon of virtue in the business of self-care. He was for sure a picture of health, a pin-up for a body builder mag, had there been such a thing in 1970. It wasn’t a surface affectation. I can describe Lou, without disrespect, as a complete health nut. Of course he didn’t smoke or drink alcohol, in fact he drank only bottled water shipped in from abroad. He ate all the ‘right’ kinds of foods – strange stuff that I had never heard of. Nutty things floating in strange sauces, cardboard wheaty flakes that stuck to the roof of your mouth, to be washed down with the inerrant juices of some obscure, but healthy vine. (Dinner time was a pinnacle of torture for me, there were no beans on toast or chip butties to be had staying at Lou’s place). 

So when Steve Wheate brought me the newspaper cutting reporting that Lou had died in June 1977 aged just 44, after a long period of illness, I found it especially shocking, knowing so well the priority he had set on things that should have guaranteed his eminent longevity. 

The song ‘Hiroshima’, which Lou had spotted and made the flagship for the Wishful Thinking album was indeed enormously successful, becoming a European hit not just once, but twice. But the Big Yank who had first nurtured it was never to partake of its success. 
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