
t P 

EL^g nothing 
KING SIZE FULL COLOUR PIN-UPS OF 
GERRY-MOODY BLUES-STU JAMES IN CROWD 
FAIRIES • ROCKIN’ BERRIES -THE WHO FREDDIE 



hîfabl 

0 Lulu, who I think is just great seems to spend 
most of he« time shopping for new outfits to 
wear on—end off-stage In feet, she seys 
every shopping days a holiday 
I went down to ’ Gadzooks the other week 

She came charging up like an auburn haned 
thunderball and yelled out a welcome hello 

Dont move Don’t go away'” she com¬ 
manded "I want to ask your advice about 
some new dresses I ve bought There’s no one 
better than a man to tell a woman what suits 
her i ” (How about that 1 She’s net even 
seventeen yet ') 
So for about twenty minutes Lulu held an 

impromptu fashion parade for my benefit 
Any time. Lulu Any time 

hl there. And a happy BankT^S 
you, too. What wül you do, ! 
wonder ? I’m devoting my ent 
tune to my dog Fred. He's 
longer walk than he usually do^ ** 
Incidentally, again Fred says thank 
for all the nice letters you have ' 
written about him. 

Billy Hatton, of The Fourmost k 
a date with a Shark for his Bank ’ 

Holiday. (I’ll stick to Fred, that*.n 
He plans to go hunting manden 
off the Rock of Gibraltar with the 
other boys from the group 
we don’t lose him’ And we'll rcr*. 
on what happens in the next 
few weeks. 

Have a nice holiday all of you and 
we’ll sec you next week—when 
FAB goes romantic. 

Luv, 

The Ed. 

free apple they wanted to balance it on ~ 
bead for some cunous reason I <hd wv I 
steady the large« lor the lads I felt * b.7oT, 
hero, but I needn t have worried at ail w«i 
not much anyway 
I Stood gingerly with my fingertip« b— 

touching the target at the end of a very wm. 
taut arm They let twang their shah« ar^ w f— 
one fut the bulls eye area 

The one that dadnt whiued between n« m 
the target But that I was heartily assured •« 
quite deliberate. Just to add that little touch at 
excitement to the proceedings 

You could have fooled me I 
Now their parties are something else 1 Ewy 

thing is so weM organised, with tons of food I« 
every taste 

Mike Pinder stations himseM by the doo to 
keep gate crashers at bay while the other boys 
rush around being model hosts The last poty 
they had started at about nine and it was M 
all happening at twenty past five the mr 
morning when I limped out into the cold 
morning air 
And the guests ? They would have made a 

Pop programme producer tremble with anbo-
pation like George and Paul Beatle frank 
Searcher Goldie and The Gingerbreads. Michad 
Crawford. Lulu. Twinkle and others too numerous 
to mention 

NEXT WEEK TIKI 
FABULOUS IS -LFN 

(as always) with the dreamiest, dishiest pop-stars. We lift the veil on l bar romances 

with loving pictures of Mk* Jagger and his steady, lovely Chrissie Shnmpton Tel 

you about The bee-oo-tiful Byrds. We've dropped in on the bachelor hats of boys 

any girl would love to arch. A Dave Berry fan tells you just what he means to her. 

?°nUS’ * t“«®' double picture of the MANFREDS, 
plus all the facts on the group with "the one in the middle " 

Fall in love with FAB IN LOVE next week lot these ronum.c stones and pictures. 



Pop crowd. ne' vvoijld most of the 

Paul Samwell-Smith (it's 
eas,er to ca^ ^'m /ust p/ain 
"Sam" hke everyone e/se does) 

W Yardbirds has just bought 
fl 4 himself a new car It's a Lotus 
y ~Wf. E,an and looks very elegant 

Just the sort of sports model for 
nipping down to the coast 

Paul Samedi- hme permitting 
Smith I bumped into him with the 

afore-mentioned roadster the 
other day, gaped somewhat, and made some 
crack about not knowing he was in the 
millionaire bracket. 

His reply. I'm afraid, is unprintable. 
Having parked, he started messing around 

with something under the bonnet. Being slightly 
of a nosy disposition. I enquired just what he 
was doing. Apparently, he was just switching 
on a super new gadget he'd had fitted—an anti-
theft device. 

"Once I switch it on." he told me proudly, "it 
makes a terrible racket if anyone tampers with 
the car. In fact, you only have to rock her gently 
and a horrid great noise starts up" 
Of course. I had to have a go and gave the 

Lotus a very gentle rock. And waded No 
horrid great noise. Sam swiftly checked that he 
had in fact switched the gadget on. 

"Try again." he ordered. 
I did. Much harder this time. Still nothing 

happened I pushed the car violently, tried 
opening the door and was even tempted to 
kick it. 
Still nothing happened for the third time of 

trying. I don't know who was more dis¬ 
appointed. Sam or myself 

The last I saw of him. he was peering sus¬ 
piciously into the murky depths of garbled 

9?Ln9Ju"Zus,v ,h,s war that 
m^d he.° *hat he slammed 

>d >n * of disdain and 
disgust when surprise, surprise ' h all started 
nappemng 

Horrtd great noises everywhere ' 

• I admit to being a bit 
on the vague side but 
compared with one 
Dave Davies I'm a para 
gon of remembrance 
Dave Kink is so forget 
ful it's /ust not true 
Recently, as a slight dig 
in the ribs admittedly. 
I gave him one of those 
books on how to train 
a super memory I 
At first he was in¬ 

sulted. but later changed 
his mind and said he 
would read it 
tn fact. Pete. Mick 

and Dave Kink poted 
religiously through it in 
a determined effort to 
improve then memo 
ties Then Dave rang 
me to ask where I had 
bought the book 

"You see. I've got to 
buy another." he said 
"I'm very sorry, but I. 
eh. well, that is. I cant 
remember where I left 
it!" 
So much for books 

on how to obtain a 
memory ' 

I WENT down to the pop scene's new "in" club, the Scotch of St. James (very 
posh, don't you think?), a few nights ago. 
Lulu, Georgie Fame, Harrison Beatle, The 
Moodies and The Animals were all there. 
I noticed Mr. Fame cutting a very nifty 
caper on the dance floor. He was looking 
extremely well. I thought that he had been 
at the sun-ray lamp and said so. 
"I’m on a health jag at the moment." he 

admitted, "but I prefer natural sunshine. 
So whenever I get the chance I rush out 
to soak up the sun.” 
That's all very well, Georgie, but the sun 

must shine a bit more in Mill Hill, London, 
N.W.7, where you live, than it does in 
Streatham, London, S.W.16, where I live. 
Ah, well, you can't have everything, can 
you? 

If ever you should 
want to write a letter to 
Millie, don't send it to 
her home address! I 
suggest one of the top 
European or American 
hotels might be more 
appropriate In the past 
fivemonths. she reckons 
that she has only spent 
about a week at home 
in Earls Court. London. 

"I am so busy travel 
ling round the world." 
she grinned. "that 
whenever I come back 
to London I feel a bit 
like a tourist myself." 

HERMAN 
P. J. PROBY 

-plus KINGSIZE COLOUR PIN-UPS OF: 

GEORGE HARRISON MANFRED MANN 

l DAVE BERRY LULU and 
DAVID WESTON (Dick Turpin.) 

&bj fab, FABULOUS ... on sale next MONDAY, pnce Is. 





acting very coy 

for a shot of sea 
They managed 

to Brighton 
air and sun. 
? the sea 
G sun was 

/vnos 
happy 
doing 

nothing 

¿ Look who’s at 
the candy 

floss, then ! It’s 
our top pop artistes 

K The Who going Any-
J F way, Anyhow, Any-
► where they please, to have 

a busy time doing noth-
ing much at Brighton. With 
a whole day 

before a one-night stand on 
the south coast, The Who 

id what any other live-wires 
’ would do on a summer 

av and ,hc r'”* ,rain







i i J. 
The Walter 

of thùttr 7 nut ,o "hol' j tntI British seaside town. 

H'alb^rs on t he-

It's an all-out battle here to see if Scott or 
Gary can stay up the longest. Even with 
those heavy loads on their shoulders, 
John and Jimmy are having quite a laugh. 

Pretty GirU Everywhere!" 

Southend is very British and the Walker 
Bros, very American. We decided to mix 
the two together and see what happened. 
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ones. 

souvenir. 
BETTY HALE 

here , 
Pouring 

All that fresh air makes a 
boy hungry. So our Walker 
brothers drctdrd to try out 
some good old British winkles 
and cockles. Jimmy had to 
assure the others that they 
teere edible, though! 

, --— • ic temóle_craw 
hke the big d.pper al Ihc 
They go much too fa«— 
»“«de. In the States w“ have 
limits.“ e »pwd 

high and the boys jumped off and 
crashed on to the stones. 

“That jump was great,” they said 
and ran back for more. 

This sent Scott really into action. 
“Let’s fight,’’ he said. 

He got on John’s shoulders and 
Gary climbed on to Jimmy’s and 
started a duel. The idea was to unseat 
the other. But Gary collapsed into 
gales of laughter. Just couldn’t stop. 

“It’s your face,” he told Scott. 
The steeds were getting a bit 

giggly, too, and everyone was wobb¬ 
ling about uncertainly. In the end 
both riders were thrown on to a pile of 
deckchairs. 

Then it was “ta-ta” time (a Walker 
Bros, pet expression) and we piled 
back into the car and headed for home. 

Everyone was wide awake and very 
talkative on the way back. The 
Walker Brothers are mates of P. J. 
Proby, so we went on about what a 
great guy he is. And they wanted to 
know what Sandie Shaw would be 
like on a date and did I know Cilla ? 
And how expensive London is for 
living and had 1 been to The Crom¬ 
wellian lately ? 
After I dropped them back at 

their flat, I felt • bit loocly- Bu* 
when I got home I found all 
John’s comics piled on the back 
seat. Tm keeping them as a 

°" ior * * a Superman 
A expen 
w coloured 

m  black .nd 

At Stratford wc 
]^n5o buy comics 
and Spiderman fan 

ï“ > °"1* 

"So do we,“ I »aid 

“g" Well," in ,he St.«« 
people keep to them. — propic «erp to them I'he amt 
patrol all the time, *o you have to ”P

John is a hot rod fan and he didn’t 
seem scared of the crazy drivers. His 
own car back home is a Thunderbird 
We didn’t talk much on the way 

down till John suddenly yelled out in 
his super Californian drawl: “What 
are all those boats doing there ?” 
Lying on the sandy mud were 

dinghies, cruisers and boats of all 
kinds. This was the front at Southend. 
But the sea was way out of sight. 1 
explained about being able to go to 
Southend-on-Sea and never seeing the 
bnny. The boys looked disbelieving. 

“l.ook at that old hotel,” pointed 
Scott, who had woken up now. “It 
has to be a joke.” 

It looked perfectly normal to me. 
Just a timbered place perched up on 
a small cliff. I suppose it was slightly 
olde worlde but the boys thought it 
was really quaint. 

As soon as we’d parked the car, the 
boys said they were hungry. So we 
filed into a restaurant and had a sort of 
lunch. 

Gary' had two banana .Melbas and 
no first course. Jimmy had a coke and 
nothing to eat. John asked for steak 
and a salad with Thousand Island 
Sauce (he’s a bit particular about food). 
The waitress brought him French 
Dressing which he accepted. But he 
carefully took the egg, tomato, cucum¬ 
ber and beetroot out of his salad 
before he ate it. 

After our sort of lunch it had stopped 
raining. 

“I’ve lost four pounds,” said Scott 
as he stood on the scales in the main 
street. He was gorgeously skinny and 
tall in his kinky continental looking 
hat and dark glasses. 

Then they progressed to a shell-fish 
stall and began tasting the winkles and 
cockles, with plenty of salt and sonegar. 

“We arc meant to eat them, aren’t 
we?” This was Scott. “They’re all 
gritty but I’ve eaten a lot.” 

The other boys weren’t so brave— 
they just sniffed at theirs. We all 
trooped down to the little stalls by the 
pier and the boys bought pineapple 
and peppermint rock. 

Gary’ was missing for a few seconds 
and came back with a pocketful of do-
it-yourself gliders which the boys 
pounced on and began to assemble. 

They flew beautifully. I became a 
glider retriever till John’s went off the 
edge of the pier and crash-landed in 
the sea. _ 

Eventually the gliding became more 
sophisticated, with those without 
them stoning the others as they flew. 
In the end, all were grounded. 
On the shore, the gum chewing 

Walker Brothers climbed on to a 
trolley-type gang plank that was just 
lying around. It was about ten feet 

-- «VI rune 
whj’e. he say,, 
^«.«curled Up ,n . „ 

. «.red of * 

dn^ »2? "I ."«h«- 7he 

Oops -there they got 

John decided that Scott had 
been riding just about long 
enough -so he got dumped! 
Lucky for him, there just 
happened to be a landing sur¬ 
face closer than the ground. 





Five Moody Blues at a loose end after playing at a 
Manchester Club, bombed 
down to Marineland out 
on the sea front 
at Morecambe. 

♦ loun I v, i ar »e I’e Mood« B|ur\ ['■'P h<it sunn. 
• »’»Jojo s»!, .1 ,J pop Jlon.j to Mai n« land j-.J hJte

V " r '.m, „ 01*0 J >r a* lOuAd »»Ort' 10 in th«- mom -mJ cantil 6 at 
' h • '■'* ’ J»v topa, 4s cnVancr fee Iddlm ont» ’s i.» r 1Kr 

» o<M, ,ou could «- XJ Up t^e do>;>h<n\ 
,, Sr 1’. < «r n Our (Mt*»» cons«- Irons lhe

■ ' • SraqurMrum Cji fo-n-a san « av fl pp<t m t^e TV Se«^s ol th» sam» 

-i» «.»■ yo a O«.J and IrrO |h«m the Mooda-s kt»cd it and th* 
" " ’ ’ " hr »Ow '‘» m4n •" '’"!*• |..mpet 1 hat named them to |wmp up
• M € Jh fi I At jrvtl d0 !<>!% CW« V 

. Oon .s *at ^,1, mlnested m the < aces »dh alicato»» and 
« «»a K- Ama/or .an t.v a .1 had 1û tw pOMiwI. drained jaj, 

* «n trrd • .j |.m«< tame round 

«Jet a . . ’ ’’ r " jM ,hr ' doiph.ns d-dn t 
H t 

rt, A • ih^e ^oryeOu» Uer*c tKal-n Mood, Bhm around th» 
' Aere l„uS, to «jet t’nl tuilier eh * 

■ jr. J 
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Rebel Router. 

!• I hit became thcu 

btc in number 

< 

t 

a Rrum 
Robbs’« 

* 
;> 

C him with former 
B< ‘bbx 1 homvon 

Star Inc 
»e Ilian 
earning 

c e 

are still known at 
group, even though 
from near Literpol 

e 
e. e C 

& 

e 
? 

n 

currcnils arc m the midst of 
a ters successful summer teaton 
at Great Yarmouth, where thev 
are appearing with The 
Ha<.hclort 

these dais 
appeal io audiences N «|| tge 

ranges, and «ertamis t«m i., 
hate real latimg p w»,' 

single So Ihc Ies League 
released it as a single themselves 
and it was their tint big chart 
success 
. . . are a very versatile group 
I’ting the talents of both Geoff 
and C3tte as lead singers and 
including impersonations and 
comedy spots bv (Jive, their 
stage act it a real knockout' 
. . had another big chan 

success with P.<rw Afuw’i 
. lost their bass guitarist. Roy 

Austin, m Mar, and replaced 

usualls be found at The 
< lub or The < n>m 
when ihrs hate an 
off in I . >nd^n 

•HIE F/XCT IS-Thc Rockin’ 
Berries have very quietly slipped in¬ 
to a prominent position on the pop 
scene. They’re a unique and talented 
group, and we’re wild about them. 
THE FACT IS—Lots of you have 

been asking for more info on I he 
Berries—so here are the facts . . . 

First g t t'-jtether tn fi rm a 
skiffle gr —jp m IW». although 
( huck. Terrs. < lite and Geoff 
had pracucally grown up to¬ 
gether m Birnuncham. 

ongmalh featured tnotdv 
< husk Bcm numbers m their 
Kt— thus their name—at a 
time when Mr Bem was 
telatisds unknown in Britain 
and noNdv was performing his 
v'no 

md Chuck Rem on a visit 
t • this countrs. and he agreed to 
Ku me honorais president of 
their tan dub 

ooh mJude one of I hulk's 
numbers regulativ in their act 
now I .wi mans other groups 
iumjxd«»ntbc Betts band*agro, 
so I he R xkin' Bernes h.-pped 
ofl 

signed with |\e Biccaddls 
rc\i-rd laKl in i«*»! and released 
an carls diw. / Afru« /.< 
Hurl Y.u. whiuh entered the 
lower regions of the u harts 

went to a parts at I’ J 
Probs 's flat shottU after this 
icsotd w as out I here a mate <>f 
Ptobs. him Towles, suggested 
thev resold a numKi ualkd H.’t 

are alwavs in the moxl for a 
g<« J parts ' 

used io do most of their 
travelling bv tram Thev were 
quite well known to all the 
ticket cnlkstoes on the route 
between I ond..n and Burning 
ham 

have a dark green Humber 

S Rockin % 
Berries facts 

htst mato< hit 
ulaim then biggest break 

wav when MaurisC King, who's 
now their manager, same :.i 
Birmingham to wakh their a.t 

arc connected with the 
success stues of I he Iss I cague 
•s a performing gr.-up The 
league boss ha.1 written a 
numbst ( u, 

and ortcrcd it to | he 
Bs-UKS Ihcs dCuldcJlo UW It 
n in IP track rather than a 









For Flink Holiday nriv 52*2 McO^,‘, 

girl a second look In brilliantly 
LIONtl «LAIR-. 

¡eitles jar a violet jell shift with bonzo-
stzedflowers on the front. (Both dresses 

T PAVING a gas in her holiday gear, 
II model girl Vicky, cuts a dash in flame . 
red felt with bold white cut-out shamrocks. 
Songbird Peanuts plays it cool in a sleeve¬ 
less, round-necked felt shift with yoke and 
hem in white and the rest of the dress in 
nutbrown. (Both by Simon Ellis, 79s. lid. 

felt hat has triangular cut-outs on 
it. (By Edward Mann, 29s. lid.) Her 
boots are white Courreges style. (By 
Dolos, 89s. lid.) Peanuts—hand in 

• • y»vht^ 
WMML •CMuWtie met* n 

* Lord Johns m 
London • Comoby Street : 
J*** ft 15c. ond UdfcA 

THE ZOMBIES bought loeds of 
^ericen tweet shirts end mocee sms 
•nd Ihm whin thoy wm en 
Nithvdh. Tennmu, otherwise wed 

tlje girl n'bo believes m dressing 

ilninmtically. 



Jackets h 
thron 

/N a Romany caravan, Vicky wears an impact-making, mod length, jell dress in 
bright orange bound with purple jell and 
with big purple flowers round the hem. (From 
Susan Small, Trendsetters, £10. 15s. 6d.) 

J^EN LEWIS, of The Ivy 
League, polishes the 

caravan window while Pea¬ 
nuts poses in a zingy purple 
and orange jell dress, and 

Freeman, Hardy, Willis, 
52s. lid.) Vicky is swinging 
in a grass green and lime felt 
dress with a mock culotte skirt. 
(Both dresses are Susan Small 
Trendsetters, 10 gns. each.) 
Her hat is a beige felt pull-on. 
(By Edward Mann, 29s. 1 Id.) 

DONOVAN 

was givan • 9oW 
ear-ring for luck 
by friend. Mick 
Softley just be¬ 
fore ho went on 

L his first trip to 
I the States. Don 
1 likes wearing 
B it and reckons 
■ it has brought 
■ him good 

HOI LIES hilan, Eric anã Tony have gone °"" to 
HO1¿ M ,fam and jackett for travelling, 
gristly not the ¡öfter fathion fabric. but the tough 
(Strut V fu>Mt and Craham usually take to 

Z r^ !” ‘'“ks and hla‘k blaZfrt
neck, ¡reaten or check, ¡hirlt. Mm VAL McKENNA siateen year old FW II 

songstress from Whitley Bay, ha» | 
M a a flat in 1 -o'“100 '*« x
w AW at Her Clothe» in Carnaby Street , 1J 
She ha» a wardrobe of whne lev», tktum J 1 
d«ki and lean» and th.rti, including some F M J 
7ye low denim She also ha. a denim trouser F 

wK X got at ?«« V*" * ÀW 
she's off with the tomboy togs and into lace y 
outfits. Her current favourite is a white lace 
»uit, from Neatawear, with bow» down the 
front Her special perfume is Rêvions 
I nt unite 

CILLA BLACK 
gone dreswx 

lh4’ 2*Ve flower» lewn 
lhcm Recently the 

'W • pale pink ihih 

. Ä r h “ *h«h,,y n>rcd 
J* rnexh net over it and 
l,nle *ewn on to the 

■ nc< around the high neck 
and on the Uin. Very 
pretty 







I found The Merseybeats twanging Wheel 

Back on the ground level, Gerry is also 

there in a room that has a lot of atmosphere. 
and a coffee bar and restaurant downstairs 
For stars and holiday folk, Blackpool 

is proving quite a tonic. 

In one scene. Freddie tangled with a huge 
wrestler who was supposed to fall on 
Freddie while Freddie rolled out of harm's 
way at the last minute. Unfortunately, some¬ 
one distracted him. and he didn't quite 
manage it 

Freddie s bruises were terribly picturesque 
At the ABC Theatre, the town's 

newest and most luxurious showcase. I 
found my favourite boy-next-door, Mark 
Wynter. He's second top on a bill 
headed by Morecambe and Wise, and 
has all the star treatment that goes with 
it, including a dressing-room that is 
actually habitable. 

Mark has taken the flat that was occupied 
by Frank Ifield last year, so he’s having quite 
an elegant time of it He's proving a great 
success because he's been clever enough to 
work out an act that can’t fail with any age 
group Need I mention that he’s looking even 
more handsome now he’s taken on a suntan ? 
The Grin has installed himself at The 

South Pier, and his boat a little way up 
the coast. The boat is a £1,000 launch, 
and Gerry usually keeps it at Anglesey. 
But he s keen to do some skin diving, so 
he took the boat to Blackpool. 
I hate to tell him that all he'll find at 

the bottom of the Blackpool sea is a few 
shells and jellyfish? But I m sure even 
that sight won't dampen the Marsden 
spirit of fun. 

ÍT S all as they say—happening at Blackpool. The reason I know it's all 
happening there is that Blackpool is my 
home town, and I went over for a week¬ 
end recently to "the world's greatest 
playground". (Blackpool publicity 
officer's description, not mine?) 
In the middle of being here, there and 

everywhere. I found Billy J Kramer training. 
Gerry boating, and nobody at all complaining 
All the stars in town seem to be on a health 

kick Early to bed early to rise, and all that. 
They say the fresh sea air makes them tired. 
Billy J. Kramer, at The North Pier with 

The Dakotas for the season, is looking 
great after weeks of the early morning 
romps on the sands. He's lean and 
tanned and nicer than ever. The Dakotas 
are as nutty as usual, and spend most of 
their waking hours playing the pin-ball 
machines on the pier. 
We dragged them away to do something 

Billy had been itching to do all season At the 
end of the pier, we crossed a gypsy's palm 
with silver 
The gypsy was Madame Curl, who was 

born in a tent pitched on the sands People 
wait for anything up to four hours for ten 
minutes with the lady We didn't have four 
hours, but in four minutes, she told Billy that 
1966 will be his year, he will marry at 
twenty-four, and will travel all over the world 
That gives Billy just over two years of 

freedom, girls 1
Over at The Queens Theatre. I found 

that clottish clown Freddie making 
Coca-Cola ads for American television 
. . . between coping with giant dogs 
owned by The Dreamers and completing 
the group's film "The Cuckoo Patrol." 
And a very painful experience it proved 

the film. I mean. 

getting time for some rounds of golf. 
I haven't yet found out how he's doing 
on that score. 
Gerry and The Pacemakers have rented a 

huge, fantastic house for the season, with a 
super kitchen. You should see them experi¬ 
menting. Mind you. I'm not sure it works if 
you put a souffle in the oven and forget to 
close the door ... 
Apart from the stars who set up for the 

season in Blackpool, there are Sunday con¬ 
certs at The Opera House and The North Pier, 
featuring such names as The Shadows. 
Donovan. Marianne. Manfred Mann and 
Wayne Fontana and The Mindbenders. 
One of the Sunday groups I bumped 

into was the mod mod mod mod In¬ 
Crowd. Never saw so many gorgeous 
faces in one group? We went up to The 
Boating Pool, and their rhythm guitarist 
John "Junior" Wood caught a crab. 
And he wasn't even in a boat at the 
time! He was scoffing at a little boy 
who sat at the side of the pool with a 
fishing rod, then he took over the line 
and pulled out a crab. 
There was quite a nip in the air. 
Apart from all the shows in Blackpool, they 

have a great new beat club. The Twisted 

f^m cooling off by the sea-side, as per usual in 
the good old British summertime. Anil as 
usual, Blackpool has more than its fair share 
of stars, as JUNE SOUTHWORTH 
found out nhen six ris it ed. . . 

A GOLDEN 
MILE 

OF STARS 






