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DISC JOCKEY

on LISTENING with
LUXEMBOURG

E do a lot of our Radio Luxembourg
listening on our car radios, when we are
going to and from places—which we seem

to be doing all the time.
Naturally, we specially go for the record pro-

grammes. We don’t have any particular favourite
D.¥.s, but if we’ve mer them, we are sort of more

interested in them personally then. But, of course,
the main thing that matters are the records.

As for current trends in pop, there are lots of
songs that go into the Top Twenty that we like.
We still mainly go for the same stuff we liked
ages ago—you know, all this Tamla stuff. We've
got so many records these days, but seldom seem to



get enough time to play them. When we do, it’s
still people like Chuck Fackson and the Tamla
people who we like best.

And, as for our attitude towards pop these
days, Chris, 1t’s funny you should ask that,
because we haven’t really got one. The current
charts are good, because we’re in it. We like that.

If we were just happy lrtle teenagers—not
making records but simply buying them—I think
we would have been buying records like ours and a
lot of other good groups that are around.

We have no idea what will replace the kind of
beat in vogue now, when that beat finally cools off
a bzt, but we think 10’1l keep going a while yer. It
can’t keep on at its present popularity pace, but it
will probably keep going for quite a long time.
When 1t finally starts to dwindle a little, there’ll
probably be more variety in the charts, but the
present-day beat will still be around in some form.

We don’t know whether all these things like
trends that come in and out, mean anything, you
know. Folk wasn’t pop, but 1t’s becoming pop.
Anything that’s popular is pop—it doesn’t matter
what 1t 1s. I mean, modern jazz, if it becomes
popular and the kids buy the singles, can become
pop. Personally, we love folk music.

There was the Calypso trend years ago, and
everyone said calypsos were going to get rid of all
the beat music which, to a lot of people, was so
much rubbish, and they said calypsos were great
>cos they were all traditional. So calypsos were in
style for a bit. Then traditional jazz came in. But
the main trend really is thar people will always
buy records they like, regardless of whether they’re
part of a trend for folk tradinional, calypso, or
what have you.

They simply buy records they happen to like,
and those records can be amything. If they’re
feeling in a classical mood, they’ll whip out and
buy a classical record.

You are quite right, Chris, when you say that,
with a few exceptions, people today, buy records
not so much for the artists as for the sound. It’s
right that they buy on the sound, which is much
better than going out and ordering something
just because somebody’s singing it. Someone may
make a bad record everyone hates, and records
like that don’t deserve to be bought, no marter
u;zho the artist is. We hope we never make one like
that. . . .

We'll be listening to Radio Luxembourg when-
ever we get the chance. . . .




N A

PUBLIC

SR AT ST TN A TN TR AT S AT AT
LSNP 4 N § SO L SRR | SV ¢ SURRT ¢ SWRR 4 SN {

THOUGHTS

IR IS e
TP 4 NP SR 4SS 4 SRR 4

ON MY

odlilieodl e ol
} OP { SN S} S 4

.

TRECRERNTS

Elvis Presley in my movies. Maybe they’re right,
but I don’t feel I should change too rapidly.

I know I am maturing all the time and that I learn with
every picture, but I’ve got a long way to go before I give
up singing in my movies and become a dramatic actor,
though, I guess, one day I will do just that. But not for
quite a while. I want to go slowly, and, on the whole, I

PEOPLE have told me that I am always the same

love what I am doing . .. except in “Kissin’ Cousins”
when they gave me a dual role and I had to wear a blond
wig.

When I had to put on the wig, I looked so stupid in it,
I didn’t dare come out on stage. I stayed in my dressing
room for almost two hours, sulking. I was embarrassed.
How I hated that wig!

I'm always nervous and worried when I start a new
picture. I keep thinking about the things I’ll have to do—
everything from the songs to the acting. I like to figure
these things out all by myself. I go by one thing only—
feeling. By the time I’ve wrapped up a picture, I’ve lost as
much as fifteen pounds. I don’t take these things lightly.
I don’t delegate responsibility. I select my songs, and I go
by what is in my heart.

In fact I’m so nervous when I start a movie, that I eat
special health foods while working to keep up my strength
because I just don’t feel hungry, and this all comes from




my having butterflies in my stomach the first four days or
s0, until I get used to it. And I’'m sure happy when it’s all
over. The first night I sleep like a baby.

I don’t discuss my private life as a rule, because there
are things that have to remain your very own, but I’ll
admit something to you, without going into details.

Let me say that I’ve led quite a fast life, really, and that
I am as red-blooded as the next guy. The difference be-
tween me and the other guy is that I hate to publicise it.
I’'ve been in love, but it is not true that I am secretly
married, or that I am secretly engaged. I have no per-
manent attachments, and you can take my word for it.

I am not ready for marriage.

I mean it sincerely. The time for that has simply not
come. I feel very strongly about it. Of course, people don’t
believe that this is so, and that I’m playing games or some-
thing, but it’s a serious and deep conviction within me.

There are a great many things I want to do, and I have
to do them all first, and it may take a long time. I am not
the one who determines the length of this time. Mean-
while I intend to stay the way I am and lead the life the
way I lead it now, and there will be no drastic changes I
assure you.

I like my present ways and there is no reason in the
world to change anything. I believe that I’ve matured
since I first came to Hollywood, and I know it, but I am
not going to rush things. I will keep growing older at the
same pace, and it may be a leisurely pace, but I like it. You
see it reflected in my pictures. I have more to say in them,
because I am ready and able to say more, and the dialogue
is more mature because it is I, again, who am ready for it.
This is my pace, both in pictures and in life.

I hear a lot of advice from people who say I must speed
up things, I must do this and must do that, but I don’t go
by what they say. I go by what I say. And this is the only
way I know to do things.

I’ve left it to the Colonel to guide my career, and I trust
him because he knows his business like nobody else. I am
very happy with him, and he is very happy with me, but I
draw my own conclusions, and make my own decisions.
Which includes anything from picking the songs for my
new movie, to cutting a new record, to falling in love.

I’ve met a lot of people, a lot of people who've tried to
guide me, to advise me, to trick me, to fool me, to lie to
me, to love me. I've learned to recognise what they are.
I’'m not always right, but I’ve become quite a student of
human nature.

I’ve changed a lot since I first set foot in Hollywood—
maybe more than I can tell. There’d be something wrong
with me if T hadn’t.

When I look back over the past years, I sometimes get to
feelin’ I didn’t appreciate them enough ’cause I was in
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such a hurry to grow up. At sixteen I grew my sideburns
50’s I’d look older, and they became a kind of trade-mark
for me. But they’re gone now—with a whole lot of my old
ideas.

I just like different things. Maybe I’m growing old, but
I can’t hang on to one thing with the fanaticism of a
teenager or a holy dervish—as I used to a couple of years
ago. The Twist, for instance, was fine, but you can’t go on
doing it forever. One day, I told myself I was bored with
it, but I didn’t give it up the next morning. That would
have been juvenile. I’d simply had enough.

Tastes—in dancing, as with everything else—change.
But some things, some styles, last—like the old Latin
rhythms. One day I got to doing the tango and re-
membered George Raft. I used to see those old movies in
which he did the tango. The steps might be pretty tired
now, but the tunes hadn’t suffered from the effects of age.
I’ve been giving these things a lot of thought, and now I
enjoy genuine rhythms and classical dances I never knew
existed before.

As for my life in Hollywood. I like it. It may seem
strange to some people, but I largely do what I want to
do. I could never live a life I didn’t believe in.

Nor have I been hiding from the world, as a lot of
people have said. There has been no deliberate attempt to
keep me out of the public eye. I know people have said
that the Colonel has some sort of strategy about my ex-
posure to the public. It isn’t that at all. But we do have a
programme which calls for three pictures in a year and
that’s a lot of pictures if you think of it. Itdoesn’t leave one
with much time in between.

Unlike other stars, I have no script approval rights and
5o I do what they tell me. But then they ought to know
what is best, it’s their business and they’ve proven it to us.
You have to have faith in people if you want to get some-
where in the world.

Mind you, I wouldn’t say that I liked each of my
pictures equally well.

No, I wouldn’t say that. Some of them I would have
liked never to have made. But then the Colonel will tell
you that each of them made money, and this is pretty good
proof isn’t it?

As soon as we’re through with a picture, I start for
home, and the five happiest days of my life. Well, they’re
really the five nights after every picture—that’s when my
great adventure starts. It’s the thing I look forward to
while in Hollywood. My road home. And it’s a tradition of
sorts, by now. We finish the picture, and we load up, and
we take off. And I give the signal: “We’re loading up,
men.” The men are my guys. There are six of us alto-
gether. Each has his own duties.




Holidays with play—that’s the stuff to
give the boys, and Elvis enjoys a holiday-
and-a-half with the girls in M.G.M.’s
‘‘Harem Holiday”....
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Well, they work it all out in detail. It’s 2,000 miles from
here to Memphis, and by now we know every curve, every
bridge, every bump on this road. The guys work out
where we’ll be taking gas, where we’ll eat, and where we’ll
stop over for the night. They make the reservations ahead
of time.

We travel by night, and we sleep all day. We start off
around eight in the evening and stop at the crack of dawn.
As soon as the sun’s up. And it’s more fun as far as I am
concerned than anything that can happen to you.

I can’t explain. It’s just something I enjoy more than
anything in all my life. We travel in two cars, and I drive
one. I am at the wheel every inch of the way, from Holly-
wood to Memphis. I can’t let the others drive me, and
much of the time we sing at the top of our voices, or listen
to the radio. We’re a happy-go-lucky bunch of guys on
their way home.

Once there was a car in front of us, and suddenly we saw
a baby sort of come crashing through the window. We
stopped to help. Never could figure out what happened.
It was in the middle of nowhere. We found the child,
bruised but in pretty good shape, in the field by the side
of the road, and we gave it first aid. We always carry a first
aid kit. And we drove them all to the hospital and made
sure everything was all right before we went on.

When a picture’s over, the boys are sure anxious to
hear me give the order to load up.

I don’t think that staying out of the public eye between
films, affects my popularity. I would love to go to England,
for instance, and make a couple of appearances there—
I’ve been thinking of that for some time—but it takes a lot
of time to prepare for a personal appearance tour, and the
Colonel says I cannot go to one country without offending
people in another country, and I guess he is right. It’s
different with movies. They go everywhere.

People have said that in a sense, my absence from
personal appearances, has given the Beatles their big
opportunities. I know nothing about that. As for the
Beatles, all I can say is—more power to them. I have
watched all of their television appearances over here.

I don’t think I should say what I feel about them. It
wouldn’t be fair to fellow entertainers.

Remember, I am a lucky guy myself. I’ve never for-
gotten that. It’s too vivid in my memory. My luck. Was I
deserving of the love that people showered on me as I was
starting out? I loved what I was doing, and I would have
sung for them for free for as long as anyone in the world
was willing to listen. I’ll say that the Beatles have got what
it takes, and in great abundance and that they’ve been given
a heck of a vote of confidence. I’m sorry, but I have to be
diplomatic, and I’m honest about it.

They are entertainers like myself, and I guess they’re as
dedicated as the rest of us. Which, in the long run, is all
that matters. I sure wish them luck.

I am most grateful for my own good fortune. Money
serves a very good purpose. But I am a man of simple
tastes and I don’t need it for myself. For a while I was like
akid with a toy, but it was never a goal with me and never
will be.

Money can never buy everything your heart desires.
It won’t buy love, or health or true happiness. And even
sometimes when you give it away, you don’t get the re-
ward or the thank you you’re entitled to.




TS TOUGH
\T THE
BOTTON

Says Georgie Fame

or singer, is the thing of which every young hope-

ful’s dreams are made. These days, I’m getting my
fair share and I’m certainly enjoying the taste. But believe
me, getting there was a really hard slog.

To say that life is tough at the bottom is often an under-
statement. If you don’t love what you’re doing and don’t
have tremendous faith in yourself, show business is not
the career to choose.

I took me a long time to finally find my feet with music,
but when I did, I knew I’d something good to offer and
was determined to stay with it until something happened.

It all began for me back home in Leigh, Lancashire,
when I was working in a cotton factory during the day and
pounding out Boogie-woogie on a piano two nights a week
for ten shillings a time. Then I got three week’s work in
a Butlin’s holiday camp where I met Rory Blackwell who
was running his own band. He was my first real friend in
show business. With a struggle, I managed to save fifteen
pounds and, at the end of the engagement, arrived in
London with the money, the clothes I stood up in, and a
bunch of out-of-work musicians.

Whenever I look back to those days I want to laugh out
loud. We couldn’t get any work and I was staying in a
different house every night, depending on which member
of the band felt kindly towards me thatday. In the mornings

SUCCESS in show business, whether you’re an actor




AT AR S SR IS S AU IS¢

we used to take a tube into the West End and hang
around the 2 I’s coffee bar all day praying someone would
turn up to give us a job. A good meal was a special occasion
and it was usually Rory who ended up paying for it.
Eventually we did find something to do when Rory took
the group into a dance hall in Islington. We painted the
posters ourselves and stayed for three months. It was a big
flop. I think the most that ever came was ten, and my
income amounted to two shillings a day.

My daily diet at that time consisted of a sixpenny bag
of chips. The owner of the hall let me stay in a room above
it, which was the most depressing place imaginable. The
furniture added up to a dirty old bed and one chair. Not
exactly luxury! I must admit I used to feel pretty desperate
at times and often wondered how long it could all go on.

hen things began to improve slightly. Lionel Bart
Tcame down to see Rory one night, heard me, and put
in a good word with Larry Parnes. Soon I was being audi-
tioned for a Marty Wilde package show. Not counting any
chickens, I made arrangements to go home for a visit.
When Larry told me to be in Worcester the next night,
I was so surprised I just turned round and said I couldn’t.
I was going home and that was that. “Oh well, give me a
ring when you get back,” Larry told me. What a mistake
I made. When I did get back to London and tried to get
a job with him, he was so busy he had obviously forgotten
all about it. I was down and out again with no money and
nowhere to stay.
I was offered a job playing in a pub so I left Rory and
started living in the pub, bashing out rock 'n’ roll with

- I

“How about like this?”—Georgie tries an orchestration ===
switch in the studio with those great ‘“backing” girls, S8
The Breakaways. by
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a drummer every night. It was depressing, but I was
determined to stick it. There must be something in all this
talk I’d heard about London show business, I thought.

Every day I'd come into town hoping something better
would turn up. Money was a joke—something I'd heard
about but hadn’t seen much of—and I used to sneak rides
on buses sometimes, and feel terribly guilty afterwards.
In desperation, one day, I rang Lionel Bart, and he
managed to get me a job in a backing group working for
Larry Parnes. At last I started making enough money to
eat properly.

worked two years for Larry, playing behind practically

every artiste on the bill. It was a case of having to be-
cause I was the only pianist, and it wasn’t too bad until a
tour ended and I used to find myself out of work for
two months at a stretch.

Once, during a summer season in Blackpool, I actually
managed to save up forty pounds. I was so green I lent
thirty of it to someone I hardly knew, and never got it
back.

Soon I was picked to join Billy Fury’s backing group.
This was the start of the original Blue Flames.

I spent a year with Billy touring the country, playing,
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Georgie & Co.—and very good
Co. they are, too—those Blue
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Oh, you’ll never know the work and
the worry and the sweat that goes
into getting it just right on a session.

sometimes in good places, but more often in tatty dance
halls. The money was reasonable and I used to enjoy
myself, but, musically, I was getting very frustrated. 1
badly needed practice and had been secretly nursing a wish
to sing for a long time.

We used to do the same numbers every night and it was
getting me down so much that I decided I had to get out.
Don’t think I'm knocking those days because, looking
back, I am very grateful for the experience. It was just
that I knew my career didn’t lie with that type of music.

0, I left the group and found myself back in London

with no money, nowhere to live, and no work. Luckily,
I ran into an old friend, Michael Neal, who at the time
was leading the group, Nero and The Gladiators. He came
from the same town as me, in fact we used to be rival
pianists.

Mike had arrived in London some time before and had a
small flat in Soho. He took pity on me, and his home be-
came my home for the next three months. I rarely saw the
outside of it. There was no point—1I had no money. I wasn’t
eating—unless a friend took me out for a meal. In fact,
one day, someone even took me for a haircut.

However, in spite of all the bad times, this became the

14

most important period in my life. Mike had a fantastic
collection of jazz records and I used to spend long hours
studying LPs by people like Charlie Parker, Louis Prima,
Cannonball Adderley, and a fabulous jazz singer called
King Pleasure who used to take jazz solos and write his
own words to them. To me this was the ultimate in musical
ability. I knew I had found what I had been looking for.
If only I could get a band going and make blues and jazz
acceptable to the public. I had loads of time to think, and
at last everything seemed a little less confused. I borrowed
a book on Charlie Parker and spent days typing it out
painstakingly, page by page. What a mess! I’'m one of the
world’s worst with a typewriter, but I.didn’t have anything
else to do so it kept me occupied. Those times I took to
doing some very stupid things like going out of the flat at
night and forgetting the key. Often, when I couldn’t find
anywhere to go and was locked out, I'd spend the night
walking round and round Berkeley Square. And don’t ask
me why Berkeley Square!

It’s amazing the amount of bad luck you can have when
trying to make your mark in this business. A group who
have become quite popular, called The Cherokees, told
me of their misfortunes once. They included having eight
hundred pounds and most of their clothes stolen from their
homes, finding themselves three hundred pounds in debt
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for back rent, being summoned for being unable to pay
their rates and electricity bills, and after coming to London,
living for two weeks in their van parked in a suburban
street. Eventually they were so broke that they were living
on bread, jam, cornflakes, and ten cigarettes a week between
them. One night, while they were sleeping in the van,
a policeman knocked on the window and asked them what
they were doing. After explaining, the policeman offered
them a job at a local ball but, true to their luck, this also
fell through when the ball was cancelled!

heard a story of the tough time Bobby Rydell had

before people took notice. With his manager, he spent
months travelling from town to town in a beaten up old
car, sleeping in it at nights, existing on a diet of ham-
burgers, and often having to push the car for miles and
miles whenever they ran out of money for petrol. Bobby’s
best suit, their most precious possession, would be pre-
served and guarded ferociously. Eventually promoters
started to book him and he became one of America’s most
successful young entertainers.

My great friends, The Animals, also had their share of
bad times. When they first started in London, a Norwegian
Baron leased them a luxury flat—with no furniture or
carpets in it. There was a one-bar electric fire, and they
slept on camp beds or in sleeping bags. Meals had to be
eaten off the cupboard shelves. Eric would sleep in the
bath which was the warmest room, and when friends
came round for a party, the record player would be plugged
into the bathroom and the party held there.

Getting back to me, one night a friend took me down
to the Flamingo Club in London. It was crazy there, full
of happy coloured people having a ball with some swinging
rhythm-and-blues band. If only I could get a chance there,
I thought. One Sunday I arrived there to find they were
short of a band. “Let me have a go.” I asked. We grabbed
a group together and went down a bomb! In fact, Rik
Gunnell, who owns the club and later became my manager,
was so impressed he took me on permanently. Believe me
it wasn’t easy going. As a newcomer, I suffered many
horrible moments when I thought I was going to be back
where I started. However, with the Blue Flames I began
to build a following for our rhythm-and-blues and jazz.
I had graduated to the organ and we were producing a real
swinging sound.

hings began to improve. From one night a week we

progressed to doing all-night sessions on Fridays. I
was mad because I never could make up the sleep I lost, but,
somehow, it soon didn’t matter. Then we got the Saturday
and Monday dates and I began to learn more about the
music I was playing. By the size of the crowds we drew,
I knew I had been right to settle for this type of music.
The fans knew it was good, too.

Don’t think the money was rolling in though. It was
four pounds for an all-nighter, and maybe three pounds
or two-pounds-ten for others, but I was able to get my
own flat and start living better, which was comforting.
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American GIs would come to the club and bring me
records by people like Mose Allison and Oscar Brown Jnr.
I was learning all the time, Georgie Fame and the Blue
Flames were swinging like mad.

I began to wonder where the group would go from there.
Odd dates started rolling in. Word spread, and we were
booked to open lots of jazz clubs. In the dance halls,
people didn’t want to know, at first. “Play the top pops!”
they used to shout. When I told them we didn’t play that
kind of music they would often turn nasty, but I was
determined to stick to the style of music I loved. I knew
I was right.

t the beginning of 1964 we started making records.
Our first LP did well, which was encouraging as we
hadn’t had a hit. It was not until I had been recording
almost a year that “Yeh Yeh” became our first hit and
a No. 1 record. I don’t think there was ever quite another
day to match the one I heard it had made it.

At last I knew that the public had accepted me and the
music I play which gets away from the guitar sounds which
have been the dominating feature of pop music for so long.
By this I am not saying I am convinced everyone is going
overboard for jazz and rhythm and blues, but it makes
me happy to know this music can be generally liked.

I sometimes envy the people who had easy breaks. It
can be very tough at the bottom, I know, because I almost
starved there, and didn’t have two ha’pennys to rub to-
gether. But strangely enough, I never thought of quitting.
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for them, than it is for the boys.

The Beatles, Cliff—loads of the boys—make
records, and if they’re riding high in popularity, their
follow-ups to previous hits usually walk, or run, straight
into the charts. Of course, how high the records get after
that depends on the number, the performance, and on
how well it is plugged by the artist. But with girl record-
ing stars, it’s a very different story.

The girl has got to work much harder for her successes.
She’s got to work a whole lot harder at being an artist. If
she doesn’t push her latest record—supporting it with as
many live performances as possible on TV and radio, she
has a very slim chance of getting a hit. She’s got to be
behind the record all the way.

That’s where Shirley Bassey scores so heavily. When
she makes a new disc, she doesn’t miss a trick to help put
it over. She makes as many personal appearances as pos-
sible on television and radio. I admire what she does.

Petula Clark goes behind her discs in the same way in
France, and when she did the same for “Downtown’ over
here, look what happened.

As a matter of fact, the three countries I want to be
successful in are Britain, France, and America. There’s
a great market on the Continent—as Pet has discovered.
France hasn’t any singers like me, and I know they go for

GIRLS don’t have automatic hits. It’s much tougher
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my kind of style because they go mad when they get a
coloured show, and my singing, I think, has a “coloured”
feel. France caught on to Ray Charles and the Twist
months before we did. In that way they are very much
ahead, but in their own beat and rock ’n’ roll field, they
are far behind, which is why they are so enthusiastic about
the sounds of acts like the Shirelles.

I definitely want to establish a foothold in France. As
I am completely different from Pet, we don’t compete.
As soon as I can, I shall start going over there to work.

Meanwhile, over here, I still have a tough time ahead.
There’s nothing certain about this_business—especially
for a girl. There’s Cilla Black who after her No. 1 hit
“Anyone Who Had a Heart”, had to face the great prob-
lem of following it up. She found the answer, but you can’t
hit the bullseye every shot.

Cilla, Kathy Kirby, and myself—in a year’s time—are
liable not to be in the Hit Parade. That’s the way things
are in Britain. Maybe I'm wrong—I hope so. I sup-
pose it largely depends on the material we find and put
over, but it also depends on whether our present public
decides to keep liking us.

In many ways, Kathy Kirby and I are very alike. I don’t
know Kathy very well. We both have tremendous driving
ambition. She has also battled very hard, for a long long
time, to get where she’s got, as I did in my own way. I
mean, pre-Springfields, I was with another group.

I started very young. And before that, was singing with
a guitar, trying to get some satisfaction out of singing.
All the while, I was gradually working towards a career.
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I knew when I started singing with a guitar, that I
wanted to be a star, but didn’t know how I was going to
do it. I had no idea that, for instance, you have to know
people. There’s so much luck in it. The Springfields’
agent just happened to be the kind who knew people, and
we were booked for Butlin’s solely because he knew some-
one there. We weren'’t even in existence, but were booked,
and that helped us knock a lot of the odd corners off our
act.

This made us more ready for going to Churchill’s Club
in Mayfair, where we did 19 weeks., This was more
valuable basic training, and its good to get this kind of
training in places in which you’re not quite so much in
the public eye, so that too many don’t see the rough edges
being knocked off your style.




Audiences at Butlin’s camps are very large, but they
are in a holiday mood, and are kind to you. As long as you
realise this and don’t kid yourself that if you can go down
big with them, you’ll go down big anywhere, it’s all right.

1 have tried cabaret work, in clubs such as the
“Chinchilla” in Leeds, and have gone over great, so I
know I can do this kind of work. I am semi-sophisticated,
so it won’t be so hard for me to appeal to a cabaret audience
as it would for, say, Cilla, who, at the moment, is purely
a teen act.
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Because I’m older, and also because I was brought up
with older people, and have worked so much in front of
older audiences, this has a lot to do with my attitude
towards older audiences and my ability to get across to
them.

I can stand up to things better. I remember how, in the
early days, I used to think that if I did a whole day’s work
and a show or two at night, Id die. Now I do it regularly—
your system gets used to it. First you do an 8-minute act;
then 12; then 20, then, after a while, even get used to
doing an hour.

Does show business life change you much? I have often
been asked that. I think it does. Some of it must rub off on
you. Your jargon changes. But, as far as I am concerned,
my general values in life haven’t changed. This has a lot
to do with my upbringing.

As for the hit record-making careers of Cilla, Kathy,
and me—they depend on many factors. Whether we will
still be hitting the high spots in the charts a year from now
need not be the life or death factor in our careers. What
matters most is whether our work progresses; whether we
manage to broaden our scope and our audiences—that’s
the best career insurance.

If I can make the transition from the strictly teen
public to an even wider audience, then I shall still te there,
and, perhaps, stronger than ever.



concerned, is that I'm living and breathing.
Talent? I couldn’t make a comment there. Call my
success the luck of the Irish—even if I’'m Italian.
I like the casual working life because it doesn’t cramp my
style by cutting into my daily golf and social téte-a-tétes.
I’m at a loss to explain how I have kept going on and on.

THE only thing I’ve got going for me, as far as I’'m

I'm having fun. The day I don’t, I’ll cut out of this
business.

I first started singing a long long time ago, after several
years as a salesman, mill hand, coal miner, gambling house
dealer and croupier, and, finally, gas station attendant.

I decided wiping windshields wasn’t for me, so I tossed
the sponge at my boss one day and said, ““Man, ah’m going
to be a singer.”

I didn’t have much luck at first, but I sure enjoyed try-
trying. Then I met Jerry Lewis and joined him as the
straight half of the comedy team.

I sang a little, laughed a little, and made Jerry look good
as a comic, and I kept singing as much as possible. Then
we hit Hollywood with a bang, and one of my first points
of business was a visit to a record company.

There you have it—my history in a nutshell.

I haven’t seen many of those magic golden records
dished out for selling a million copies in a row. I got one
with “That’s Amore” in 1955, and again with “Memories
Are Made of This”, and I’ve hit the golden jackpot since,
but I'm happy that there are thousands of juke boxes all
over the world, with the voice of this faithful, plodding
work-horse of the disc industry floating out of them every
day of the week.

You don’t have to get gold records all the time to be a
success. This is not unusual. My friend Frank Sinatra
hasn’t had more than two gold records and he seils more
records in the long run than anybody. We're two of a
kind. At least I like to think of it that way.

I actually patterned my style after Bing Crosby. I plough
along, enjoy singing, and thank the Lord, there is a




following I have that will buy it. Maybe not many, mind
you, but they’re enough to keep me alive.

You've got to remember that I’m an actor first, a televi-
sion performer second, and a singer third. But don’t let the
order confuse you. I consider my discs just as important
as anything.

Time was when I was on schedule to record two or three
times a month. I’'m not around that much any more
because of other obligations. Sometimes I'm hard at work
in the studios recording twelve songs at a time, and that
holds me for another six months—at least.

I think I have lasted so long in the record business
because of my curious ability of being able to sell a few
hundred records every week—not a million. Then, every
so often, I hit a fat record jackpot. That’s the way I like it.

At one time, when I wasn’t too happy with my records,
I had a little “man-to-man” talk with Sinatra..I told him
I had to put a little new life into my singing. Frank set me
straight. He told me: “My boy, you’re using the wrong
orchestra. Use mine. Nelson Riddle’s. He'll put some life
into that tired voice of yours.”
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That’s the way I acquired Nelson Riddle’s genius to do
for me, some of the things he has done for Sinatra.

I enjoy my title of “workhorse” but, make no mistake
about it, old Dino would like to be one of those gold-record-
everytime boys. Still, you can’t have everything.

My records are steady best-sellers, and I don’t let any
grass grow under my feet. I'm one of the singers who is
good for the long-run. Over the past few years alone, I’ve
probably sold around 30,000,000 singles and 200,000
albums.

I have changed a lot in recent years. One impression I've
found hard to live down is the one that I am a heavy
drinker. In cabaret, films, and TV appearances, with Jerry
Lewis, I often did a “drunk” act. I still do, sometimes. The
trouble is that a lot of people accept my drink jokes at
face value, but if I drank that much, how would I get
through all the work I do?

Mind you, I’ve got to admit that I often deliberately
encourage the drunk idea. During working hours and at
parties, I sometimes duck people I don’t want to get
involved with by deliberately scaring them off with a
bleary-eyed smile. They assume I’ve had too much, and
veer away.

I don’t show my feelings easily. I get angry many times,
but don’t show it. I should. I’ve been this way as long as
I can remember. I keep things bottled up—and let them
out at home. Or I go into a room by myself and get what-
ever is bothering me out of my system by kicking things
or throwing something—until I begin laughing at myself.

Not that I Jet my kids in on anything that’s bothering
me. I’m not that kind of a father.

As for my singing, Sammy Cahn—that fabulous song-
writing character—has been nagging me for years to sing
straight ballads in nightclubs. He maintains I don’t do it
because, he says, I mistrust my own talents, He gets mad
when, if I'm singing a sentimental song, and the audience
goes quiet, I suddenly crack a joke or change the lyric to
raise a laugh.

A Iot of folk also believe, because of my casual way of

19

working, that I practically don’t bother to rehearse. Don’t
you believe it—Ilooking lazy isn’t easy. I work hard—when
I have to.

But I never stop being grateful for my good fortune and
success in making it on my own. In the last period of my
partnership with Jerry Lewis, I wasn’t such a happy fella.
I got to thinking I was happier when I was making a
hundred dollars a week, and I felt that, if necessary, I
would go back to it.

Finally, I was willing to break up my partnership with
Jerry Lewis and forgo the millions we would have earned
as a team, simply to find myself, and establish myself as
an individual,

When I went out on my own, that first six months was
frightening, until I was able to break in my new act.

I admit I was scared at times that I might not succeed
on my own, but I was determined to do so. Whatever I
accomplished—good or bad—I wanted the feeling I had
done it myself.

—

Well, as you know, things worked out just fine. I got
my share of hit records, plenty of TV dates, as well as
movies that gave me the chance to act, instead of just
acting the fool between songs.

I’'ve turned down more pictures than I’ve accepted, and
I still don’t get enough time for myself.

After work, I socialise with my friends, and between
times, play with my kids. The only time I have to study
manuscripts is when I’'m not playing golf.

A man has to keep food and clothing coming in for his
family. People like Sinatra and Rock Hudson have to
satisfy specific demands of their public. I take my choice.

I can’t sing as well as Frank Sinatra, don’t act as well as
Spencer Tracy, and I sure can’t match my looks with Rock
Hudson’s. But who cares?
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but nothing could ever compare with the bad luck
I exoerienced in America.
I had always sung around the house as a kid, but if it
hadn’t beea for my one close friend, I wouldn’t have

QIS you know, I’ve had my fair share of problems,

! started it as a career.

That friend was the now famous Tommy Sands. He
was singing on the local radio station in Houston, Texas,
and so that we could be together, I auditioned and began
singing too

In those days it was easy to get on the radio as pop
music hadr’t yet come into its prime. Tommy carried on
singing wh.le I had to devote more time to schooling. At
the week-ends we used to sing in cowboy bars, meeting
halls, and drinking clubs. Both of us met and knew Elvis at
this time. To us he was a big star—he was earning 100
dollars a night while we were only getting five. He also
had a loczl hit record “That’s Alright Little Mama”
which came before “Heartbreak Hotel”’, and was driving
his own Czdillac while I was being driven around by my
sister in her sports model.

Singing stopped for me when I had to go on to Military
School. Elis went on to become a national star and
Tommy went to Hollywood where Elvis’s manager,
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Colonel Parker, looked after him for a while and gave him
a TV show which put him on the road to success. I was
very envious at this time because I felt sure that, given the
right opportunities, I could do the same. It was due to my
upbringing and the fact that I didn’t want to disappoint
my parents, whom I respected immensely, that I carried
on through school. I did tell them, though, that at the
first chance, I was off to Hollywood. As soon as I was free,
I persuaded my father to drive me there.

On the way we stopped at a record company in Arizona
where I did an audition. They were ready to sign me but
said I would have to pay them 200 dollars. When I asked
my Dad, he refused, and I travelled on to Hollywood in a
raging temper thinking that he had ruined my one big
chance.
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When we got there I went to see a famous vocal coach
and was accepted for lessons. This, I was told, was a great
honour as she only accepted the best. Dad paid for the
lessons which were 25 dollars an hour, every day. I booked
into a hotel after my father had given me some money to
live on, and was then introduced to a composer called Ray
Gilbert who had won an Academy Award for his film score
“Song of the South”. I used to sit and stare in awe at his
Oscar which was the first I had ever seen.

Well, I showed him two songs I had written and was
impressed when he asked if he could manage me. I was
also taken to Liberace’s agency who wanted to sign me up.
I was under 21, so they had to call Dad to get him to sign
the contract. This was funny, as before leaving me in
Hollywood he had said knowingly, ‘“You’ll be back home
in two weeks!” Imagine his surprise when I phoned him
two weeks to the day and asked him to come out. He was



s0 pleased that he gave me an allowance of 200 dollars a
week.

So I headed for New York where I made my first disc
under the name of Jet Powers. It was a flop. I'll always
remember the first time it was to be played on the radio.
I was sitting, waiting with some friends while the D] gave
me the big build-up. Suddenly he exploded with laughter.
“Have you ever heard anything so ridiculous as Jet
Powers,” he said. Boy, was I mad!

From then on, things really went downhill. I was living
on Dad’s allowance and doing everything I shouldn’t, nor
caring what happened. One day my father phoned:
“You’re supporting every down-and-out in town”, he
said, and cut my allowance to 100 dollars a week. Even
then I took no notice till he cut it to 50, and finally, cut it
off completely. As it happened, it was probably the best
thing he could have done. I was compelled to work and
took a job in a park for two weeks.

You may wonder why my manager wasn’t turning me
into a star at this time, but everything seemed to go wrong,
and he didn’t have enough time to devote to me as he had
his own career to think of. There was the time when I was
due to appear on the Bob Crosby TV show and I was told
I would have to step down as there was some newcomer
with a hit record they wanted to use. That newcomer
turned out to be the great Jimmy Rodgers.

I let myself siide. I started to become the one they always
called when they wanted to make up numbers for a party.
I was mixing with a lot of the wrong types in town. I was
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wild and not the easiest person to get on with, so I blame
myself almost completely for my lack of progress during
that period.

Around then, I was also dating a girl I wanted to marry,
but I didn’t endear myself to her particularly. One night
we went to a party before I was due to do a TV show.
I had been enjoying myself a little too much, and when
I arrived for the show I found I had to walk up a ramp
over a swimming pool. You guessed it! I walked too far
and landed in the pool with a gigantic splash. I got out
and started playing my guitar—there were sparks flying
everywhere. I started singing religious songs and the
audience made to leave, so I rushed to the door and
locked it. “Nobody leaves when I sing,” I shouted,
“don’t you know who I am?” They eventually got me

off stage. I suffered agonies the next day when I realised
how silly I had been.

As far as I was concerned, my name in Hollywood was
ruined—I was a has-been, in fact, a never-was. I spent
a long time after that building a recording studio with
Eddie Cochran’s brother. He lent me the money for a
hotel room. The price was 10 dollars a month so you can
imagine what it was like.

Feeling low and depressed, I wrote to my mother telling
her I had had enough and wanted to come home. She
mailed me a ticket, and I was on my way out of town when
I stopped at the doors of a record company. “What have
I got to lose?”’ I thought, and went in. I told the manager
boldly that I had two songs to sell and they would cost
him 200 dollars. He heard them, and without another word,
wrote out the cheque. I was so amazed that I ran out of
the building like fury in case he changed his mind. With
the money I went straight back into town, paid my hotel
bill, bought a supply of canned food, and a new suit and
shoes.

I changed from that day. I was determined to be seen at
every big Hollywood party and make sure I was always
photographed with the right people. I made certain I
never had a drink in my hand, too. Since then, I have never
mixed work with pleasure. My new code of conduct
worked, and word began to spread about my being a
completely new personality.

Then, one day, my friend Jackie De Shannon, took me
to see her recording manager at Liberty Records. He
signed me as a writer and recording artist. Things were
beginning to look up. I got married, too, at this time, but
it wasn’t to work out. My records only ever made the
bottom of the American charts. I think my bad luck was
because the company had too many big names to push at
this time and they seemed to be more interested in my
writing.
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You may wonder why I had never thought of quitting
show business after all these mishaps. The answer was
that it was my life and I learned never to get fed up with
it. I live, eat, and think, show business 24 hours a day.
I have always felt this way for as long as I can remember,
and guess I always will.

That talented young lady, Jackie De Shannon, came to
my rescue again. She introduced me to producer Jack
Good, and TI’ll thank her forever for doing so. I’ll never
forget the day he walked through the door. “Marvellous!’
he said, and grabbed my hair. “It’s real—he’s signed!”
We started working on TV shows together and I did the
pilot show for “Shindig”, which was to become one of the
biggest on American TV. Jack, to me, is the greatest person
in the world. I would work for him for nothing, any time.

A short time before meeting Jack, I had thought of
coming to Britain. I was going to work my passage on a
boat and produce records here. Unfortunately I couldn’t
get a work permit. Anyway, Jack had to come to England
to produce a Beatles TV Spectacular and, unknown to me,
had played some of my records to Brian Epstein. One day
I had a call. “If you’ve nothing better to do, come over
and do this TV show,” he said, “we’ll pay your expenses.”
I had nothing better to do, so I came.
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It was the most sensible thing, I think, I ever did. The
TV show was a success, as you know, and was the start
of my fabulous stav in Britain. A funny thing happened,
though. The Home Office called me to say that my work
permit had expired and that I was breaking the law. “Give
me one more week,” I asked. The man stamped the card
without question, and I made my first British record with
Jack before returning to my little room in Hollywood.

Well, I’'ve done the show I thought, and that’s the end
of it. Then I had another call. “Your record is going up the
charts fast, come back,” they said. Since then it has been
just one big, wonderful time for me. I found my own style
with the hair, Tom Jones bow and shoes, and will always
be grateful to the fans here for everything they have done
for me. They are the greatest in the world and England
now is my home. It always will be, as long as people want
me.

I was on my own for a while, of course, but this didn’t
bother me as I’d never had any real roots. In fact I only
used to see my parents at holiday times when I was at

school, so I am used to taking care of myself.

In typical P. J. Proby style I had a few problems in
England, but they were never ones that couldn’t be easily
solved. I have also been made a bit of a scapegoat on
occasions. When you’ve been in show business as long as
I have there aren’t many things you don’t know, so I have
never allowed myself to be cheated or handled badly. This
has often invelved me in arguments and disputes, but I
demand to be treated fairly at all times. I now feel that I
know what is right, so I will always come out on top in
the end.

Now I am settled here, and my records are doing well,
I look forward to a happy life and to giving my fans
whatever they ask of me. I hope to grow up with them, as
I love all types of music. When they are older and are
tired of pops, I shall change my style, too. I'll give up
fancy clothes, and sing ballads if they want. In fact I'd
even sing light opera, if they like. Never grow tired of me
please. I owe you everything and, I assure you, I will
never grow tired of you.




CLOTHES

given it that much thought, until I kept reading in
stories that were printed about me, things like “Billy
J. Kramer must be one of the best dressed British pop
stars”, and “Billy walked in immaculately dressed as
ever”. I think it was then that I realised how much import-
ance I had placed on my appearance and how much it had
contributed towards my success. It’s certainly a very true
saying that “clothes make the star”—not only for me but
for practically every name in the present hit parade.
Besides having talent and a good voice, the appearance
of an artiste is probably the next most important thing.
You have just got to have an image. It may be one that
hits you in the eye or a quiet boy-next-door style like me,
but you just have to have it. Many people have made
mistakes by trying to adopt the wrong style and conse-
quently their appearance has never matched their per-
sonality. You can realise how important this is for a singer,
and often requires a lot of thought. The Rolling Stones
would look out of place wearing smart suits and singing
rhythm and blues and can you imagine me in jeans and a
sweater! In show business one has to look the part. This of
course can present many problems and become a constant
headache when it comes to decisions.

I DON’T suppose it really sank in and I certainly hadn’t

Before anything happened for me in show business,
clothes meant a lot in my life. I had a very dirty job work-
ing for the railways in Liverpool and was only earning
£2 125. od. a week. Mum used to help me out and I was
getting some extra cash from dates with the group so it
wasn’t too bad. Friday would be the big night. I'd dash
home, get cleaned up, put on a smart suit and go dancing
or to a party. I used to feel real good then.

I’ve always known exactly what I wanted when it came
to choosing clothes and my tastes were never very way out.
It just didn’t seem to suit my character. I'd go shopping
with my brother and he’d take hours to choose something
as simple as a tie. This used to annoy me very much as
I know exactly what I want before going out to buy. Even
these days I can go to a shop and buy anything—jackets,
trousers, shirts, shoes—straight away and always get just
what I want.

Once things started to happen for me and the group,
I was in my element, but the choice of things suddenly
became very important. We were lucky of course that our
music was different, our records commercial, and that the
kids liked us, but then I had to emerge as a personality and
establish myself. Clothes obviously were going to be
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important in helping towards achieving this, and although
I had a lot of ideas of my own, I relied a lot on Brian
Epstein’s advice, He was right about me then, and always
has been. I’ve always been a pretty ordinary chap and
fairly quiet and conservative in style of dress, so when it
came to choosing stage suits and outfits, I decided I would
always try to be as smart as possible at all times. This went
for the Dakotas too. We've kept it up, and nowadays will
discuss style and ask each other’s advice before buying
outfits.

Although you have to change styles slightly from time to
time, I usually have a wardrobe of about twenty suits,
fifteen jackets, and fifty shirts. Sports jackets have always
been a great love of mine and I still wear them most of
my off-duty time. But I also used to wear them a lot while
working. The trouble was that they were usually quite
distinctive with bright check patterns, and after I'd worn
a particular jacket on television once I got to thinking it
wouldn’t really be good to wear it again, so nowadays I
stick to dark suits which are much more practical. A
shame really, as I loved wearing them, they looked great,
but it was proving very expensive.

There’s no doubt that actual appearance and styles of
clothes have made a tremendous difference to a lot of
people who have made the grade in recent years.

Take Bill Haley, the chap who started it all for us.
Nobody could ever think of him without the kiss curl and
the tartan jacket. Then, of course, there was Elvis!
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Like so many other young people, Elvis was my idol
too and we used to sing a lot of his numbers before
developing our own style. But look at the impact his
appearance used to make. It’s pretty fair to say that the
large majority of rock groups followed the rules he made.
I'll never forget the first pictures I saw of him in outfits
like gold lamé suits or skin tight black trousers, white
jacket, white boots, coloured shirts and that fantastic
hairstyle with long sideburns. The pop world had never
seen anything like it and’ he took them by storm. This
must have made all the difference to his image when he

started out, and look how many young boys took to wearing
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sideburns and long jackets. Elvis was certainly a trend-
setter.

I suppose England is on a par with anything America
have produced, thanks largely to the Beatles who have
been our own international trendsetters with so many
things. How many boys in Britain would have ever grown
their hair long before it became the trend and the accepted
thing when John, Paul, George, and Ringo did? It became
their trademark and is something they could never change,
at least not for a while. It played such a big part in creating
their image that Beatles without Jong hair just wouldn’t
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be the same. So, suddenly it became the fashion to wear
hair long and a great many groups who have succeeded
since owe a lot to the famous four. The music was impor-
tant, of course, but the fans also went for the long hair
that shook wildly, and the unusual appearance.

John Lennon went to Paris and found a jacket with no
collar. He brought one back, the group adopted them,
and they became “Beatle” jackets. When some far-sighted
man decided to manufacture them commercially, they
sold like hot cakes. The designer must be very grateful to
the famous four. After a while the boys stopped wearing
them on stage, but you could never associate those jackets
with anybody else. The high-heeled boots trend came from
them too, and launched another boom for manufacturers
and a style which became almost a status symbol for pop
groups.

In the case of the Rolling Stones, they created a craze
by being nor dressed. Their hair was even longer than the
Beatles, and the kids loved them because they went on
stage wearing anything they fancied—old jeans, sweaters,
shirts with no ties—complete non-conformity. This again
had its effect as lots of groups began to copy this casual
style. It paid off, too.

A particular favourite of mine is P. J. Proby. He has
such a great voice and is so talented that the way he looks
doesn’t matter to me, personally, very much, but what a
tremendous help his unusual way of dress has been in
establishing him in Britain. His controversial distinctive
ways rocketed him to the top in months. He hit us with

need to take your coat
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those puffed-sleeved shirts, tight trousers, buckled shoes,
and hair tied with a bow at the back, and he looked
fantastic. The fans lapped it all up and it is still an irresis-
tible challenge for them to steal the bow from his hair. I
was told he loses hundreds every week. And how about
the time he went on stage wearing that big white boiler
suit after the trouble he had with his stage suits? His
judgement is often uncanny.

Before you think I am contradicting my own style by
praising others, I’d better say I am just trying to explain
how tremendously important appearance is to a star.
There is room for so many different fashions in the pop
world and I am glad to have been able to establish my own
particular fashion, and that it has found favour with the
fans.

I deliberately set out to create my own style, and always
wanted to be an immaculate, well-dressed singer. For me it
would be foolish to try anything different. I know exactly
what suits my character and dress to suit myself. Some-
times you get stuck with the problem of never being quite
sure what is right, but I usually sort things out for the
best.

With some stars gimmicks are good and work well for
them, but I think if I ever tried this, it would have to be
something very subtle. If it was clever, suited me and
didn’t change my personality drastically, I would try it.

One of my ambitions is to star in cabaret. Good cabaret
clubs are something we sadly lack in Britain. America is
years ahead of us in that field. It is a medium I love and



I can see myself now, resplendent in a dinner jacket, doing
my act on a cabaret floor. How about a white tuxedo?—
yes, that’s definitely for me.

If you want to stay, you have to grow up in this business,
and I can see my styles changing in the future. I also hope
to start recording a lot of top class ballads, which is some-
thing I have longed to do. Films are another ambition.
I could really run riot then. Acting is something I've
never done so far, but it’s a challenge I want to take. I can
see myself now in all those fabulous “Tom Jones”
costumes. Those are the type of pictures I’d love to go for.

Talking of other stars, I almost forgot to mention some-
one who 1s probably the most classic example of becoming
an international star through his appearance. I mean the
great Sean Connery of course. You probably remember
as I do seeing him in a few odd pictures when he didn’t
really register. Then when he made the first James Bond
film I must have been one of the millions who was com-
pletely knocked out by him. What a transformation! His
clothes, sophistication, and just about everything he did,
said or wore, was so perfect, so slick, that it shot him to the
top of the heart-throb hit parade virtually overnight. Sean
must be very grateful to the James Bond dress sense.

However, before you think I am too fussy, I'd better
tell you that I do like to knock around in a shirt and
jeans when I get the chance. It makes a nice change. And,
let’s face it, star or no star, everyone feels terrible some
days. I can be dressed to kill but still feel as if I've been
dragged through a hedge backwards!



Peoplz can be divided into three groups.
There are those who make things happen,
those who watch things happen, anc those
who =vender what happened.

Do y>u know what comes out first when
the wezther turns warm?—The last clothes
of sumner.

We fed something stould be done about
those lady-in-the-tub V commercials. Like
improv ng the camera work, for instance.

Have you heard of the automatic restaurant
wherz ~ou buy a frozem meal from a vending
machinz and thaw it outat your table? And
we'll tet the sign in front says, ‘‘Home
Cooking.”

One thing that is protably better now than
it was in the old days ii the old days.

When 2 felia gets up i1 the morning with a
long face, therzs’s just that much more to
shave.




The speed and power of the new cars helps
to bring places closer together. Like this
world and the next.

Sometimes we wonder if something
dcesn’t go out of romance when a girl
nestles her head on a boy’s shoulder and
her hair spray cracks.

Critics of TV should remember its medical benefits.
It’s the greatest aid to sleep since darkness.

You may have your complaints about snowy, wintry
weather, but it proves one thing—that the age
of shovelry is not dead.

Does the going seem a
little easier lately? Bet-
ter check. You just might
be going downihill.

Trying to get a word
in edgeways with some
people is like trying to
thread a sewing machine
with the motor running.

If two girls are alone on
a desert island, how
many dresses will it take
to keep them happy?—
Answer: Three. One for
each to wear and a third
that neither would be
h caught dead in.
I




Some people have no trouble at all separating the men from the boys.
These people are called girls.

The boss said he didn’t like *‘yes’” men. So we said, ‘‘No, sir, you're
right.”

Why hasn’t some on-his-toes toy manufacturer made a doll that
says, ‘‘Wherz's mama?”’

A fella we know stopped smoking
just like that. He fell down a lift
shaft

Whenever you are tempted to put
something off until tomorrow, stall.
With just a bit of better planning,
maybe you can put it off permanently.

All  that stands between some
parents and a home of their own

is a popular teenage daughter.
Everyone would rest

a lot easier if some- aan -
o1e would invent a .

gadget that switches | . -

off the television set et
two minutes after -
you fall asleep in
front of it.

And, of course, an
cptimistisamanwho
says he’s just going
to watch the first 15
minutes of the late
TV show.




Heard about the latest teenage idols called
The Lichen: ? They can’t sing, dance, or play—
they just sart of grow on you.

The boy next door has come down with an
illness so rare that it hasn’t even been seen
on TV yet.

What is there about hearing his parents snore
that makes a little baby so thirsty?

Would you like to spring from bed full of zip,
zest, and bounce? It’s really not hard. Just
sleep late.

One type of dr ver always gives you the right of way at a
crossroads—he"s the one feeling guilty about what he did
at the last crossroads.

The only thing everyone understands about money
matters is that it does.

Learn to face reality. Then you'll realise how well off
you were be‘ore.

Married men are happier than bachelors for several
-easons, and one of them is that there is something
calming about knowing the worst.

On= trouble with this country is the number
of people trying to get something for nothing.
Another trouble is the number of peoole who
seem to be getting it.

Wten all else fails, try complaining.




Children should be
seen and not heard,
says the old proverb.
But if you mention it
at home, kids will
give you a three-hour
argument on the
subject.

Lots of girls won’t get
up early in the morn-
ing and work around
the house. They re-
gard it as too unlazy-
like.

The hardest part of
climbing the ladder
of success is getting
through the crowd at
the bottom.

Have you heard what the canary said to his girl
friend?>—"‘Two can cheep as lively as one.”

There's a lot to be said for shorter skirts, and the
boys who hang around the coffee bars already
have said most of it.

An evening of TV convinces us that while the
Russians may be ahead on missiles and rockets,
we've got 'em licked on deodorants.

Give a boy enough rope and he’ll pull something.

We hear that the latest TV sets offer ultrahigh frequency—
especially in the paymants.

Many a word spoken in jest has to be repeated three or
four times.

Parents, grumble teeragers, are the sum of “he squares
on both sides of the family.
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The world really isn’t any worse than it
used to be. It's just that the news
coverage is so much better.

Modern advances in communications
have been fantastic, but there’s still a lot
to be said for the wink.

If you have trouble understanding your
girl friend, try turning off the TV.
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Something that really ought to come with no strings
attached, is certain rock 'n’ roll singers’ guitars.

Weather ‘orecast: Rain and mud, followed by
mothers w'th mops.

From the I>0ks of the toys in their rooms, today’s
kids are better equipped than our Armed Forces.

Maybe everyone should swap troubles—the other
fella’s are always easier to solve.




A MANN"S

think we’re rather an unfriendly lot, because al-

though we’ve become a very successful and popular
group, we've never really mixed much or become involved
in the personal side of show business.

This is a very good thing, sometimes, as it makes people
take notice. Other times it brings critical remarks. But,
although we do say it ourselves, we’re a friendly, likeable
crowd with very definite opinions about music, and most
other things.

One of the points which has constantly annoyed us is
our name. It wasn’t one we wanted—the record company
chose it for us as we couldn’t think of a better one, but
right from the start it created confusion. Manfred, him-
self, hated it because people only wanted to speak to him
at first. This got him down, and us too, so we started
getting awkward, insisting that no interview should be
conducted unless we were all there. These days we don’t
mind who is interviewed as long as it isn’t just Manfred
alone. In fact he won’t allow it, unless it’s unavoidable.
We're still very fussy about it, and even today, although
we’ve explained it over and over again, it still hasn’t sunk
in with a great many people. Take, for example, when we
were in France once. A record of ours was released, and on
the cover it said “Manfred Mann who has become famous
for HIS hit disc”. This is the type of thing that still
happens.

You see our main objection to the name is the fact that
the public will only ever think of just the one person so
they never get a clear picture of each member of the group,
which is really very important. No doubt, sometime soon,
Manfred Mann as a group will become better known
individually. We shouldn’t complain as the name has done
us a lot of good and we would never dream of changing it
now. America pleased us as far as this name business was
concerned. Strangely, it seemed easier to get our point
across there.

YOU know we often get the impression that people
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he times we’ve been to the States have been a ball for

us. Our first tour was on the tail end of a lot of British
success over there. Following the Beatles there, brought
lots of amusing incidents. If your hair was even remotely
long, people would stop in the streets and shout loudly
“Beatle!” We used to catch them out sometimes. Two of
us would be walking along a street ahead of the others and
a crowd would turn, stare and usually make a remark.
The others would then walk up to the crowd exclaiming,

WITH MANFRED MANN

“Those characters—don’t they look terrible!” We had a
lot of laughs.

You may not know, but the style of Manfred Mann was
the result of huge failures. We started out as a jazz group
and were a miserable flop. We changed to a kind of rhythm
and blues outfit before leaning towards pop. Nowadays,
the one phrase we hate is rhythm and blues, although, at
one time, we were only too happy to be associated with it.
Let’s face it there are bands here that play a sort of
“British” R & B but can never really hope to be authentic
in sound. When groups like ourselves began having hits,
people immediately started the arguments and it all went
on and on till just about everybody, including ourselves,
were heartily sick of it. We fight shy of getting involved in
any discussion about it these days and certainly don’t
want to be called a rhythm and blues outfit anymore.
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ore than anything else we don’t want to be tagged as a
group who can only play one type of thing. Our
records are all picked as numbers that are good, that suit us,
and that we can intérpret well. We like to think that, these
days, we have a much wider audience appeal. In fact, we
know we have.

Great changes have come about since the first group
hysteria. At one time people said audiences round the
country were losing interest in groups. This worried us,
particularly when we hadn’t been on the road a while. You
can imagine how pleased we were to find that the crowds
were even bigger than the ones we pulled when we were
No. 1 in the charts. Groups have had to improve, and the
standard is definitely higher these days. Fans won’t accept
any old row in ballrooms anymore, therefore groups must
prove themselves and show they have an interesting,
exciting act. The kids have seen and heard too many
inferior outfits. Also, they don’t scream as much as they
used to. Now, they demand to be entertained, so per-
formances have to be good and varied. We recorded a thing
once called, “Come Tomorrow”, which surprised a lot of
people as it was a beat ballad and a complete breakaway
for us. It was a big hit and you’d be amazed the difference
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it made to pulling in the crowds. Without blowing our
own trumpet too loudly, we have been told we are one of
the biggest ballroom draws in the country.

Have you noticed the number of really GOOD records
produced now and the way we are following America by
concentrating a lot more on sound and quality? There is
so much talent on the scene and it is so capable that we
sometimes find the competition quite frightening, The
public have a lot of good discs to choose from. The day
when you could follow up a hit with almost anything is
over. Everything you do has got to be great. We realised
this when our second record didn’t do too well. A lot of
groups who have not experienced a failure will come to
earth quickly, as we had to. You can easily be forgotten in
this business so we seldom let up. It’s like walking a tight-
rope, with every new step more risky than the last. We
worry like crazy over each disc, but because we have de-
voted so much thought to things, we find that public
appreciation is very solid nowadays.

Incidentally, recording is the thing which gives us most
satisfaction. We are all perfectionists and it irks us that we
can never find as much time as we’d like for rehearsals
before recording. We’d like to devote much more time to
it, as the Americans do. The constant perfection of discs
by people like Roy Orbison and Gene Pitney proves this.
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We all have secret ambitions, and what we like to call
talents, and our progress has helped us to further
these. Paul loves writing poetry, Tom is something of a
script writer, and we are all deeply interested in music.
We've written music for a television play, and also a semi-
classical piece for a TV programme which came on before
a speech by the Chancellor of the Exchequer. This had an
astronomical viewing figure and created a lot of interest.

The reputation we have of being a rather stand-offish
and unfriendly lot, we would like to kill once and for all.
It has only come through our reluctance to conform with
the social side of show business, and through trying to
keep a balance between our working and personal life.
We hate show biz parties, and some of us have never been
to a single one. In fact, apart from the people we meet
working, we don’t know what we suppose you would call
the “in” crowd. We are rather a shy and reserved bunch,
and although it would probably do us good to mix more,
we do not have a lot in common with most of the types you
meet at these gatherings. We hate boring individuals. To
make idle chatter and sit around doing nothing seems a




waste of time. This doesn’t mean we’re unsociable because
we get on well with a lot of people, but a lot of show
business types are so deadly dull, we simply just don’t
want to know them.

hen we do have time off we like to get away and spend

it doing something useful and different. We all have
other interests and want to do better things than going to
parties. Actually Mike Vickers has a funny story which he
doesn’t tell often. When he was a little kid, he went to a
school party where he had a very embarrassing time in a
kind of kissing game, Ever since, he’s had a bit of a com-
plex about parties. So you see we’re not unsociable in the
least. We just prefer devoting our personal life to other
things.

Being in this business has been the most enjoyable time
of our lives. It has enabled us to travel all over the world.
We’ve been lucky. But experiences have also taught us
plenty. We've learnt to like and do a lot of things we didn’t
before. Naturally, we all want to carry on playing a while
yet and we think we can adapt ourselves to adult tastes—
we have already done cabaret work and gone down well.
We have vague ideas about what we want to do in the
future and, in a way, when we do fade, as I suppose we
must one day, it could be very good for us. Sometimes we
almost look forward to that day. We’re a Ltd. company and
hope to stick together, though sometime in the future,
we’ll probably be doing things individually. We all want to
devote a lot of time to composing, producing records, and
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writing for the screen or theatre. We’ve already started
producing in a small way, but never have enough time to
concentrate fully on it. The day we notch up our first hit
from the other side of the studio, will be a big one for us.

A few things we’d like to change. . . .

Attitudes of promoters and managers who think they
own you because they’ve booked you, and think they know
more about how to play to an audience than you do. We
don’t tell them how to do their jobs, and don’t see why
they should try. .

Atrocious drcssmg rooms in ballrooms-—wc ve even got
changed while the audience was watching us, and lazy
petty officials in some of these places won’t lift a finger to
help you out of awkward situations if it means opening a
door, or something they’re not supposed to do.

his type of thing has taught us to compromise a lot
and not getannoyed, as we would have, at one time, We
used to think everyone would be on our side when he had
a hit. Now we know better. You have to push all the time
to stay on top. When we returned from a tour abroad and
scanned the papers for reports. Of the group we were with,
we read all sorts of stories about things we know never
happened to them. About us—nothing! Sometimes you
have to lay it on thick and exaggerate. The truth is often
not enough,
Basically, none of us have changed, so if you should ever
meet us, please come and say “Hello”—we really are a
nice, friendly lot!







“ That’s not crickel, Freddie!
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A Fandymam around the
howse i3 2x-Searcher,
Toay Jaczkson




If you want to know what
Dave Berry is watching, look
to the right—he’s watching
the Yardbirds doing some
bird watching
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" The Kinks listening for <inks
during a studio rzcc-ding
session
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Be sure that when you get down to packing, all
liquids are in plastic bottles, to prevent accidents.
If you must include a glass container, seal the
bottle cap with a layer of wax.

Use every scrap of space—it’s surprising where
you can manage 10 jam things. Roll up under-
wear, slips, etc., so they can be stuffed along the
sides of the case. A layer of tissue-paper above
and below a garment is a very good crease-
preventer.

For long air trips, carry a pocket-size tooth-
brush and small tube of toothpaste in your
handbag.

If you are going by air, carry bottles, or other
breakable articles in a shoulder-strap air-travel
bag—and books too. Take them with you into
the plane. Your strap carrier isn’t included 1in o

NARROWS
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waro¥s hageage weight.

Every air traveller should restrict themselves
to one suitcase, otherwise excess baggage charges
will run you up a bill that could spoil your holiday
even before you’ve got off the ground.

By the way, the lists given above are of course
for warm-weather travellers. Winter tourists must
make adjustments to suit the time of the year and
_ the climate.

There are a few other pointers you should
remember if you want to be a good traveller: and
a King of the Road.

‘0 Always remember that you are guest of the
TONS place you are visiting, so don’t throw your weight
around. In any café or public place, never forget
ou are already conspicuous because you are :
“foreign”, sO try not to attract further attention.
Good manners will make you more welcome.

Don’t kick up a fuss about petty annoyances.
The visitor who loudly tells the world that “‘these
people don’t know how to make a decent cup of
tea” is also telling everyone that he has bad
manners and hasn’t been around much.

If a taxi driver overcharges you, remember
this sort of thing can happen back home, too.

If you can’t get bacon and eggs for breakfast,
don’t complain—you’re not at home. Remember
the saying—*‘When in Rome . . .”

Be interested in everything that is typical or
unusual wherever you go. You can’t begin to
understand or appreciate a country’s music, food,
or sports, unless you really try to get close to
them. Every place should be a kind of surprise
package for you to untie.

And don’t criticise foreign people because they
do things differently. They’ve usually got good
local reasons for doing things their way.

Lastly, a reminder about those how-to-pack
rules:

Whenever you travel, don’t forget—too heavy
\ a suitcase can give you a heavy heart and a light

pocket!
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How about playing Spot the Stars with us?

As two old hands at the record game—two voices of experience—it’s a great
pastime trying to spot new faces and voices with that certain something that
could take them to the top. The wonder and magic of this business is hearing an
unknown voice on the air one day, and feeling in your bones that you have just

%7265, heard a new star born. That’s exactly how it was when we, and millions of others, &
\ listened to Roger Miller’s “‘/King of the Road’’—and look what happened to that! A e
Look and listen to the personalities on these two pages from the Philips and ‘o, 9,
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THE DADDY of

HEN you dance the Shake, or the Twist, jump

\ g /. around to Dixieland jazz, or shuffle and sway

to a deep-down blues, you never give a thought
to the man who started it all.

The Daddy of it all was a gentleman by the name of
William Christopher Handy, who was called the Father
of the Blues. He was the man who started a new style of
dancing, a new brand of jazz playing. But for him, the
story of popular music just wouldn’t be the same, you
wouldn’t be turning your radio dial to Luxembourg to
hear the music you like, and I wouldn’t be playing and
singing the way that I do.

Bill Handy listened to the music of his people—the
Negro people—all his life, but it took years before he could
get the world to accept it.

The story goes way back to when Bill Handy was trying
"to compose a new dance tune for bands to play. At that
time, he used to conduct a band himself, and manage a
dozen others. The bands played at dances and gave con-
certs right across Tennessee.

With four kids running around the place, Bill Handy’s
home was too noisy for him to compose, so he rented a
room in the Beale Street part of the town and did his
writing there instead. But this idea wasn’t too good, either,
what with all the pianos thumping away in nearby saloons

A welcome to London for
Chuck from man-behind-
. the-disc-scene, Pye Records
§ group chief, Louis Ben-
jamin.

and rowdy crowds yelling and fighting outside his window.

Somehow, he managed to get the tunes out of his head
and on to paper. He played a great hot trumpet and wrote
the kind of music you never found in books. He had come
a long way from the days when he was supposed to have
become a preacher like his father and his grandfather.

He came from a poor family and helped out by collecting
old iron and rags and selling them. He picked berries and
nuts and sold them, too. By the time he was twelve, he was
working as water boy in a rock quarry, earning fifty cents
a day. But he went to school and to church regularly.

He learned to read and write music at school, learned
the spiritual music of his people in church, while in the
quarry, he listened and learned the work songs of the men
sweating there. Music became, more and more, a great
part of him.

He worked at all kinds of jobs—janitor, schoolteacher,
steel mill worker, cornet soloist, bandmaster, music teacher,
travelling minstrel, composer.

The night he first had his ears really opened to the
potential importance of Negro music, he was leading his
band, and, as usual, they were playing white music, that
is, music written by white men.

Somebody asked Bill Handy to play some of his “own
native music”. Negro music had never been written down.
His band obliged with an old Southern tune, but it wasn’t
true Negro music.

A note was passed to him on the platform, asking:
“Would you object if our local coloured band played a few
dances?”

Handy agreed. His musicians stepped off the platform
and on came three scruffy-looking boys with a guitar,
mandolin, and worn-out bass. They started to play, real
Negro-style, music from the cotton fields and quarries.
Dancers went crazy and started throwing silver dollars at
the three boys. For the first time, Bill Handy realised good
music didn’t only come out of books—it also came from
the soul of his people.

Later, in his bare, dingy, Beale Street rented room, he
wrote “Memphis Blues”, and “Beale Street Blues”. But,
one day, he sat thinking about a time, many years before,
when, hungry, unshaven, with not even a shirt under his
frayed coat, or a dime in his pocket, he had stopped in
front of a saloon and watched a woman swigging drink and
singing at the top of her voice to drown her heartache.

He could still hear her shouting—*“Ma man’s got a
heart like a rock cast in de sea, hard and gone so far can’t
reachit...”

Handy started to translate that poor woman’s mood into
music on a piece of manuscript. He got over the sadness by
flatting the third and seventh of the scale in the song, and
slurring between the major and the minor. That was how
the Negroes sang the blues. He worked in the phrases he
wanted repeated by the singer.




hem ALL

At the end of each line, he left “breaks” for vocal and
musical improvisation, in typical blues style.

Thinking of the times he had uncomfortably slept on
the cobblestones by the river in St. Louis, he started to
write :

“I hate to see the evenin’ sun go down . . .’

He worked all night. In the morning he wrote the title
across the top of the manuscript—

“St. Louis Blues.”

He orchestrated the song, and that night his band played
it for the first time in public, at a dance.

Bill Handy tried to get gramophone companies to record
it. They wouldn’t. They thought blues would never
amount to much in the music world.

e had the same trouble getting it published. Nobody

wanted to buy his songs. He couldn’t sell one. In des-
peration, he had them printed himself, but the public still
didn’t give quick approval to the blues.

It took a long long time for folks used to the sugary old
ballads of the day, and the new rhythms and sounds the
blues had brought from their folk music origins.

Fortunately, Handy didn’t give up easily. He realised,
his music was so raw and so different that it would take
time, and he was willing to wait for the recognition and
acceptance that he was sure would come.

Those words of his . . . “I hate to see the evenin’ sun
go down . . .”” are now known the world over. “St. Louis
Blues” is one of the greatest of all popular music classics,
and Bill Handy lived to see and hear its success.

He went blind, but, because of the acceptance of his
music—the melodies and rhythms that gave us the popular
music of to-day—Bill Handy died happy.

gl



HEN you are standing on the stage before a vast

\ R / audience, to the majority of the people out front,

you are a comparatively tiny figure on a large

stage, which means that you’ve got to work darned hard to
project yourself to everyone.

The sheer size of a theatre makes it necessary for an
artist to exaggerate much that he does—from the micro-
phone amplification of the voice to broader facial expres-
sions and body movements.

It is kind of like those theatrical years before my time
when the villain walked on stage with a bottle marked

BY GLIFF RIGHARD

“POISON”, in great big letters. Everything on stage had
to be over-stated. It is still pretty much the same in the
theatre, because everything you do has to be sufficiently
enlarged to make it appear life-size and effective to back
row of the stalls as well as to the last row in the circle.

The artist’s technique really has to take the place of
binoculars—to make the audience feel he is much nearer
to them than he actually is.

But in films, and television, it is a different story.

In the cinema, your head often fills the whole screen—
perhaps is some twenty feet high. Just your ear alone can
be as big to someone in the back row as your whole body
would be in a live theatre, so you need to get the hang of
a completely different technique for the cinema and tele-
vision cameras.

You have to learn to use far less facial expression than
in the theatre, and, sometimes, even less than you do in
real life. You have got to be careful not to facially overact.
You must remember that just a look from your eyes can
convey whole sentences without you having to utter a
single word.

Although the film camera, because it enlarges every-
thing you do so much, can make your performance more
intimate, you have to act in snatches—a few lines at a time.
Your part is actually put together in the cutting room.

Television is something else. In it, you are able to com-
bine the continuity of the threatre with some of the
intimacy of the cinema. Anyone who has worked on stage
and in films, and walks into a television studio thinking
they know it all, is making a great big mistake!

Above all, once you have rehearsed your routines, you
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must relax, stop worrying about camera angles, and forget
the cameras. '

Good directors don’t usually ask you to chop and change
a performance to suit the cameras. When everything has
been worked out, and the director has decided his best
camera positions, he leaves you free to concentrate on
giving your best, and trusts his cameramen to get the right
pictures.

I never fail to admire the way studio technicians move
around with their cameras and sound booms in con-
stricted areas, sometimes on ‘“‘cranes” stacked one above
each other, to carry out so smoothly and efficiently all the
positions carefully worked out in advance.

Television has most of the problems of stage and
screen, and a whole load of its own, too. If you fluff in the
film studio, a scene can be re-shot. You don’t get a second
chance in a TV show, unless the programme is being
taped, and even then the costs of re-taping a show make
second chances necessarily rare.

) Leckwood
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In the cinema, you are largely in the hands of the
director and film cutter. Whatever you do in the studio, it
is the technicians who shape the final film. But in tele-
vision, although the director selects camera angles in the
control room, the main effect of the whole performance is
up to you.

As in films, you have to remember to exaggerate down-
wards to take into account the intimacy of the room in the
viewer’s home into which your performance is going,
otherwise you’d be hamming it all over the place.

Because so much depends on you, television is a
fascinating challenge. Sometimes, when things go amiss,
such as a camera having to swing wide because something
or someone has suddenly blocked you from view at the
wrong moment, you have to have your wits about you and
do some fast adjusting on the spot. It can be frightening,
but exciting.

In America, where they get by with short rehearsal
periods because their advance planning is all-important
and so thorough, the cameras move much more than they
do in Britain, but our lighting and camera work is equal to
the best anywhere.

Watching TV shows in your own homes, few of you
have any idea of the agonies performers often go through
during final rehearsals before transmission. The studio
is covered with cameras, cables, sound booms, lights, and

-
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you have to manceuvre through all of this every time you
shift from one set to another. You often have to make a
quick clothes change on the studio floor.

Some performers refuse point blank to use zip fasteners
when faced with such quick changes—they are too nervous
of accidents.

In the States, I remember being told about a very
famous actress who once had fifteen seconds to change
from a dress into trousers to be ready to walk down a
staircase. The zip in the trousers stuck. Nobody had a
safety pin handy so they urgently messaged the cameramen
to photograph her only from the waist up!

Newcomers to TV are frequently told to study all the
technical aspects so that they fully understand every
studio technical trick. This bit of advice can be dangerous.
You can become so absorbed with all the tricks that you
forget that what matters most is to appear natural for, in
television, because of the combination of close-up with
continuity of performance, the camera can see you think.

When you are on your own in a studio, without audience
reaction or encouragement, you are liable to feel you are
pouring your performance into a big empty nothing. Tkhis
is where, very often, the technical crews can play a big
part for, not only are you able to work to them, but they
give you the comforting feeling of also being friends who
are around—in case they are needed. Oh, the times that
the studio crews helpfully get you out of scrapes when you
find yourself in the wrong spot or playing to the wrong
camera!

And that, my friends, is a brief view from yours truly of
what it is like on the other side of the camera.




Y story is that of the kid with his nose pressed
against the shop window, looking at all the fame
and fortune cookies inside. Now I feel like a child

let loose in a candy store.

I was born in the Spanish-American neighbourhood of
Dallas, Texas. I didn’t finish high school, and never took
a music lesson in my life.

My full name is Trinidad Lopez 3rd. I lived in a one-
room house in Dallas with my parents, four sisters, and a
brother. I was ambitious to be a star someday, and
planned it all when I was eleven years old. I formed a
combo with some other kids my age and we played on the
sidewalks at first.

When I was twelve, we got a job in a restaurant, where
I sang Mexican songs, and we got paid mostly in tamales.
In the summertime, we toured all around the Southwest,
and when I was fifteen, we worked in a big Dallas night
club.

I learned to play the guitar by myself, just from watch-
ing other people.

The singing—TI used to listen to Sinatra records for
hours. He has been my idol ever since I was a kid.

My three musical idols are Sinatra, Ray Charles, and
Peggy Lee. I collect their records. They are all fantastic.

And to think I’'m now working for Frank Sinatra’s
record company, Reprise!

Frank has done everything possible to advance my
career by getting me bookings for top spots where he has
influence, by giving my records great send-offs, and by
putting my name forward for films.

When I was twenty-two, I went with my group to
California. I had to open by myself in a little club which
couldn’t afford my combo or even my trio. I'd never
worked alone before, but I needed the money. They
booked me for two weeks and I stayed for a year. From
there I went to the famous Ciro’s Club, but the big break
came when I was working at a place called P.].’s.




Don Costa, arranger and conductor for Sinatra’s record
company, came in and heard me, The first thing I knew,
he had arranged for Reprise to tape an album at the club,
and that’s what started it all off. He played it to Sinatra
and great things began happening. |

Don’s a wonderful guy. I don’t really have a lot of close
friends, but Don is one friend I have for sure. It has
nothing to do with what he’s done for me, but with the
kind of person he is.

The tape that Don made at P.]J.’s was my first album,
and the “If I Had A Hammer” single from it, really took
off. In six months it seld over 4,500,000 in 15 countries,
This opened up a whole new world for me. I've never had
such a wonderful time in my life. I've been to places that
were only dreams to me—London, Paris, Rome—evcry-

where!
]
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I used to think if I could cut just a few successful
records, I would be a very happy man. I never dreamed
that all this success could happen to me internationally.

When I went out on that big stage of the Olympia Music
Hall, in Paris, and the people began singing along with me
in Enghsh I really ﬁxppcd'

I had a wonderful time in Holland. Two beautiful girls
met me at the airport and gave me a bouquet of tulips, and
there was a huge crowd of people shaking my hand,
smiling . . . a very nice and kind thing to do. It’s funny
how fast you can feel at home in a strange country.

Then in Germany, there were more beautiful girls, and
I was presented with a gold clock that plays “If I Had A
Hammer.” It’s one of my treasured possessions.

Everywhere I travelled I was met with great hospitality.
Sometimes the enthusiasm kind of scared my managers,
like when twelve hundred police escorted us in Germany,
and my managers were afraid someone might get hurt.
But the attention was very flattering and made me realise
how music can create such a bond between people.

In Paris, I was on the same bill as The Beatles—a great
group of guys. Before I met them, I had thought that they
might be cocky, but I soon found out that they were very
down-to-earth with great senses of humour.

When I was in Paris, I knew Sammy Davis Jr. would be
coming over shortly after I left, so I asked some friends I
met there to tell Sammy “Hello!” if they should see him.

When Sammy opened at the Olympia, my friends went
backstage and gave him my message. Sammy thanked
them for coming and said, “Trini’s one of my best
friends . . .”

It made me feel good to have such a talented man as
Sammy make a comment like that. It made me realise how
far I had come since my early days in Dallas.

I didn’t know a lot about music when I was a kid, and,
in a way, I still don’t. I just know I like it. My dad en-
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couraged me, and since I was fourteen, I’ve managed to
support myself by singing.

There was never a time in my life when I ever con-
sidered doing anything but entering this business.

Nowadays, I spend a lot of time in hotels, but I’'m one
guy who isn’t bored by constant travels and living out of a
suitcase, Wherever I go, there are always three absolute
necessities to be included in my baggage—some of my
favourite records, my big collection of sweaters (I love to
buy all kinds and colours), and the good luck elephant
charm a childhood girlfriend gave me a couple of Christ-
mases back, I take it with me always.

My success mostly means that I can help my family. I
love my folks, and it makes me feel great that I have been
able to buy them a new home, and cars, and everything
else they want. They’re celebrities in Dallas now. The new
house I bought them is often surrounded by people look-
ing at them, and they can’t get used to it. My parents are
very old-fashioned. The only time they go out is to Mass
on Sundays. They haven’t seen me work in ten years.

Two of my sisters and my brother came to see me in a
club in Chicago, and they cried all through the per-
formance!

Another thing I get a great kick out of is meeting cele-
brities. Sinatra was a big thrill for me. He was very
flattering . . . he said I had a big talent. I also met Eliza-
beth Taylor, and Grace Kelly and her husband, Prince
Rainier. That was in Monaco, where I sang at a gala. They
talked to me for an hour and said they were big fans of
mine. And I met Maurice Chevalier, too.

4@%;—
That’s the only thing that surprises me ... I’m not
surprised about my talent . . . I’m only surprised that the

public and world has accepted me . . . a Mexican. When
you come from Texas, that surprises you.

The next thing for me is movies. I always wanted to be
in films. Right now my success is a personality thing, but
someday I want to be considered a good singer and a good
actor. I want to be a movie star—that’s the ultimate for
me. I’'m doing pretty well at everything else.

I’'m investing my money. I don’t splurge. All I want is
security for me and my folks. I want to build a beautiful
home in California ... with a big Olympic swimming
pool . .. and have week-end parties, invite all my close
friends, and have a good time.

I’'m looking forward to marriage, but that’s a very
serious step. Loving someone and them loving you back
and raising children, is living happily ever after.

I love having a good time, but I’'m also a serious and
sentimental guy, and I am very grateful for my success.

But when I talk the way I do, don’t think I’m bragging
or that I’m conceited, because I’m not—but all this had
to happen. I wanted it so much.




any kind of lasting success in the competitive world

of pop music, and that is by remaining distinctly
individual, striving for originality in everything you do,
and never making a move without careful thought.

You know I’'m still quite a mystery to a lot of people
and have built up rather a unique position in the business.
They say “He’s a cool one that Gene Pitney,” and “boy,
he’s shrewd.” Well, I suppose I am, and I hope that
doesn’t sound like I’m blowing my own trumpet too
much, but pop music is a precarious tough way of life. If
you’re not sensible and devoted to what you’re doing you
might as well forget it.

You know I am a very single-minded person. I know
what I want to do and set out to do it. Some people would
call it obstinacy, but I prefer to call it objectiveness. I
know my strengths and weaknesses and like to sort things
out for myself rather than lean on other people.

I learned to my cost that it doesn’t do to rely on others.
When I started out as a singer. Elvis was the big thing and
I was advised to go in for the swivel-hips routine.

I soon found it was all wrong for me. As I've already
said, you have to develop your own personality, and
sometimes the simplest form of projection is the wisest.
I found I could best express a song by using my hands
and face, in conjunction with my voice. It was entirely

I’VE always believed that there is only one way to




out of keeping for me to move around like Elvis, so I
quickly dropped that idea. The type of songs I was singing
were wrong for it anyway.

When my singing career started in the States it moved
along very nicely and I had a whole string of hits, but in
Britain and other parts of the world the reaction was
completely dead. I was just a name on a record. I beat my
brains out trying to discover the reason why I couldn’t
have a hit outside of my own country. It became a very
big drag with me.

Othcr American artistes had done it yet I coﬂlldn’t.
Then the time came when British pop music really
came into its own and dominated the charts. It wasn’t
enough to be a hit record star in the States anymore. |

Yet the number that really shot me to the top in Britain
was one I didn’t have much faith in. “Twenty-four hours
from Tulsa.” I didn’t think it had a hope. “Nobody’s
going to know where Tulsa is,” I thought at the' time.
Imagine how surprised and delighted I was when it did
happen here, and was the start of my success on record
and on tour in Britain.

Of course, with all the home-grown pop talent around
now it has been very tough for Americans to get off the
ground over here.

From my first success I started to take a much closer
hand in the creation of my career and I am more or less
my own manager now. I spend a great part of each year
travelling the world, I intend eventually to crack the
record market in every foreign country with a pop chart
success, and the only way to do it is to get out and meet
people and the fans.

DS D> D

When at last I started to make the grade in Britain I
planned all my record releases very carefully, so that they
came at a time when I was free to visit and promote them
fully on radio and television. It paid off with numbers like
“I’'m Gonna Be Strong” and “I Must Be Seeing Things,”
and as long as my records are good enough, I’m sure it will
help on paying off in the future. I won’t allow one to be
released unless I can promote it properly in person.

I must give the impression that I am a very serious
person, but I have my lighter side, believe me. Neverthe-
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less, as music is my life, I am very interested in all its
aspects. I think I have a greater awareness of things than a
lot of people in the business. I absorb what is going on
around me. Many in my position fail to learn what they
should and end up being boozers, or surrounded by
women, and become has-beens before their time. I enjoy
my moments, like everyone else, but the important thing
to remember is that you’re working at a career. This is a
very competititive business. You can slide quickly if you
are not alert all the time.

If you dropped in on one of my recording sessions you

would probably find a very different me from the one
you know, and it’s possible that if you tried to capture my
attention I might even be rude to you, although this
would be completely unintentional. You see, with records
being one of the mainstays of my career, I can’t afford
time for pleasantries when I’'m making them. Concen-
tration on my work shuts me out completely from every-
one except those directly connected with it. This is my
normal approach, and I get so wrapped up in it that people
accuse me of being withdrawn, but I make no apologies.
I can’t relax till a record is finished.
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During every recording session my sole aim is to cut
good songs, and let me tell you something else. I’ll only
record what I consider to be good material. Then I, and I
alone, am responsible for the results. It could be my own
material or someone else’s, but I don’t want people
blaming others if I don’t have a hit, and I don’t want
another person’s back to be patted if I do. I do the choos-
ing and take the blame, or get the credit, depending on
which way it goes.

R I said, I believe the biggest secret of ‘my success—

and this could apply to anybody—is that I have never
modelled myself on other singers. I have always been a
great advocate of individuality in everything. I’'m not
interested in trends or in creating an image.

I loathe being branded a “nice boy” and don’t want to
get that impression across. Some of the so-called “nice
boys” are enough to make me feel bilious and they are not
very interesting either. If I believe something, I’ll say it.
Here’s something: I don’t believe there is enough oppor-
tunity for people like me with something definite to say
about things generally.

The trouble s, I suppose, that on some TV discussion
shows, certain performers have made it impossible for the
rest of us. They cannot speak their minds properly, and
have blown the chances—unmercifully—for the rest of us
by getting on panel shows and being terrible. I’ve curled
up watching these shows.

I'll go anywhere, try almost anything, to improve my
career. I’ve travelled so much in the past couple of years
that sometimes I forget I’m even in a plane, but it has all
been worth it. I am popular in quite a number of countries
as a result. One special place I love is Italy and they seem
to like me too. My records do extremely well there.

Really, though, there’s no place like Britain for the fans.
On my first couple of tours here I couldn’t believe the
lengths they went to, to get at you or show admiration. I
lost clothes, hair, and all sorts of things.

The strangest thing I came across was the way they
threw things at me on stage. Suddenly out would fly a
bag of sweets or a hard candy bar, quite often finding the
mark. My first reaction was ‘“What have I done wrong,
they must hate me or something?”’ Then some British




pop stars explained to me that it was the way fans showed
their appreciation and affection. It wasn’t funny one night,
I can tell you. I was doing my act when a pair of castanets
came flying out of the audience and hit me smack on the
forehead. There was blood all over my face and clothes.
I was really scared and shaken, and I guess, I did get a
little bit annoyed.

I enjoy my travels very much, especially in countries
where the language presents me with a problem. I like a
challenge. On these travels I look after all my own affairs
and always carry with me a writing case in which I keep
all correspondence, contracts and a diary. Everything has
it’s own compartment and each morning I check the diary
to ensure the day runs smoothly.

I never have a road manager, but don’t get lonely as I
always bring a friend from back home who otherwise
wouldn’t get the chance to see Europe. My travelling
companions have ranged from school friends to policemen,
and there’s usually quite a waiting list. Once I brought a
pal who was in the building trade. In one hotel he was so
fascinated by the fittings that he kept me awake most of the
night examining everything and enquiring into the cost.

Touring as I do, you develop a tremendous awareness of
people and get a better understanding of their problems
and difficulties. This, I think, will one day provide me
with great material for a book.

<> <> <>

Show business has many temptations for a successful
young singer, but fortunately I had a wonderful upbring-
ing. I am one of a fairly large family and this helped give
me the ability to understand people and their motives.
I have a built-in sense of responsibility and a keen know-
ledge of what is right and wrong. This is something for
which I owe a great deal to my parents and other members
of my family. I know that people can be fickle and that, if
you are not careful, they can destroy you. This, I hope,
will never happen to me.

get sad sometimes because there is never anything
I definite about any of my friendships right now. How-
ever I felt about a girl, I couldn’t marry her. I have my
career to consider and I have to travel the world all the
time.There isn’t time to miss anyone when I’m on the
road. Let’s face it—it would be a hell of a life for a girl to
put up with. When I marry I don’t want to be threatened
with divorce a month or two later. This could happen if I
married now.

Yes, life for a pop singer can be tough and you have to
devote almost every waking hour to its progress if you
want success.

I remember a time when I had just finished two hectic
tours and had just over a week off. I went with a friend
to do some hunting in a really desolate spot with just a
tiny airstrip. I felt sure nobody would find me. After a
couple of days, a plane arrived at the airstrip and I was on
my way back to civilisation to stand in for somebody at a
night club.

Still, it all has rewards. I am thankful that I have
managed to be careful with whatever I have earned and
achieved. The trail to true success can be tough, but I
wouldn’t have missed a foot of it, for it’s a fascinating,
glorious road, too.

63




that spoke people’s feelings, simply and

directly, which is why country and western
songs meant so much to me, starting from my
childhood days.

For country music and its plain-speaking lyrics
is true people’s music, originating as it does from
the old folk songs and ballads. Few pop lovers
realise the extent to which their current favourites
are actually based on country and western style.
The history of this music—my kind of music—is
very interesting.

Tennessee, in the Appalachian and Cumberland
mountains of Kentucky, North Georgia, the Caro-
linas, and Virginia, has long been a wonderful
storehouse of folk songs brought there by British
settlers during the seventeenth and eighteenth
centuries,

Reaching these mountain places by road or rail
was difficult, so settlers led a very cut-off existeace,
often untouched by the world outside the hills, The
old songs from Britain were kept alive, and are
still alive.

Songs from England, Scotland, Ireland, and
Wales were handed on from generation to genzra-
tion. Songs that died out in Britain a century back
are still sung every day in the Appalachian region,
and folks there claim they know nearly all the folk
songs cver sung in the British Isles.

And don’t get the idea these songs are faded and
out-of-datc museum pieces. They’re nothing of
‘the kind. They are living, vital music.

IALWAYS loved music from the heart, music




HEY called him Gentleman Jim Reeves. In the midst of the shouting,
screaming, shaking, he smoothly and leisurely sang his way to the top of
the charts on both sides of the Atlaatic against the current pop tide. He
recorded hit after hit ballad in I\ashvﬂle, Tennessee, and sent them
spinning around the world. Then, in the sunmer of 1964, in a plane crash near
Nashville, Jim Reeves, at the height of his career, was tragically killed. But his
magic didn’t die with him. Like the fabulous Buddy Holly, who was killed in
similar circumstances, Jim Reeves’s voice and songs live on and still hold their

place in the charts and hearts of the public.

Before he died, Jim Reeves wrote about Lis favourite music, specially for the
Radio Luxembourg Book of Record Stars. We pr:nt his words as our tribute to

Gentlaman Jim. . . .

Everybody used to sing in the mountains, few
homes were without some musical instrument—
usually a fiddle, guitar, or banjo. And cveryonc
scemed to have a natural gift for singing, playing,
or composing ballads. That is how we got such
wonderful live-for-ever songs like “Barbara Allen”.
These songs were called “loncsome tunes” because
they were sung solo, and without accompaniment.
Some are unmistakably British in character and
style.

People’s music has always sung of personal
experiences, troubles, and hopes. Songs followed
the pionzers, came out of the mines, from the hills,
from the fields, forests, and ships.

The lumberjacks, or shantyboys, as they were
also known, were mostly Scottish, Irish, German,
and French Canadians. Their favourite entertain-
ment was listening to minstrels sing songs and tell
tall stor:es after the evening meal. The word
shantybay, which comes from the French word
chanter, mean.ng “to sing”, points to the impor-
tance of music in the lives of the lumberjacks.

The songs, like the life of the men who sang
them, were filled with loneliness, thoughts of
home, and drcams. Old English ballads, sea songs,
Negro spirituals, or railroad songs, were often
adapted for shantyboy lyrics. These lusty songs
frequently contain a sort of restricted sadness of
tough men who find it tough to expose their
inncrmost fecl.ngs.

When the people of America started heading
westward, bul.whackers, who drove the wagons,
sang as they travelled. Tough pioneers who lived
dangerously and worked hard, sang of their new
lives in the open country. Men and women of the
West sang to while away their leisure hours, some-
times making up their own songs, with exciting
rhythms and wild and haunting melodies.

Frontiersmen and women wanted words and
melodies with a breath of fresh air, and a proud,
free spirit. The fiddle was the favourite instrument.

It used -o be said that the fiddle, the rifle, the axe,
and the Bible were the trusty friends and faithful
a lies of the pioneers.

For their social gatherings, the pioneers would
e ther p ay old tunes, or spontaneously improvise
new ones on their fiddles. At these gatherings,
which influded square dances and play parties,
they’d swing around to songs like “Skip to My
Lou™.

The songs from many sources that became the
mr usic of the frontiersmen were given new melodic
twists ard new character by the local fiddlers . . .
the courtry and western music of America was
being born.

The Forty-Niners, who poured into California
ta look for gold, put new lyrics to old tunes so that
they cou.d sing about their own adventures. The
opening of the West created still more songs—they
came from cowboys who used to sing to their herds.
T e cowooy was a lonely person, so, understand-
atly, his songs were full of sentimental thoughts of
hcme, a girl, his horse, and settling down.

Then there were the railroad men and the work
s0ags they sang as they built new rail tracks across
th2 praines. They loved to sing about railroad
heroes lize John Henry and Casey Jones. John
Henry was a Negro railroad worker who was
steel-driving champion, and there was the ballad
of “Cumberland Gap” which was about Daniel
Bcone, tte brave Indian fighter.

This music of the people, which sprang from the
hearts of the people, had its effect on Tin Pan
Al ey. Countless popular song hits have been, and
sti.] are, patterned on the styles, and moods of
western a1d mountain ballads, cowboy songs, rail-
rozd songs, and work songs.

3tyles rmay come, and styles may go, but country
and weste-n music, with its origins in centuries-old
melodies, is truly music for all people, music that
will live for ever. That is why it is my kind of
music. . . .




HEN he got the chance, Jim Reeves liked to

\ R / go walking with his dog in the woods around his

Tennessee home, stroll back to a dish of South-
ern fried chicken, and put his feet up on the veranda.

When he got the chance!

Mostly he had little time to appreciate the beautiful
large house in Madison, mostly he was working in the
nearby Nashville studios or touring.

“I tell you,” drawled the genial Texan, “I’m one of the
lucky ones. Not only have I got this to come home to, but
when I’'m working I’m doing the thing I enjoy doing
best”.

The Reeves drawl was deep and even and, like every-
thing else about Jim, relaxing. Yet this international singer
couldn’t talk without stammering as a youngster! He took
courses in public speaking to help cure the stammer; soon
spoke as smoothly as he sang. And that was smooth enough
to earn him sufficient golden discs to decorate the walls
of his study in the basement back home.

His favourite hobby was meeting people.

“After all,” he said, “that’s what my songs are about. ..
folk. Country music is a main part of folk music, and it’s
spreading all the time. I’'m really thrilled about the way
it’s been catching on outside the States. We all seem to be
drawing closer and closer together. And that’s good”.

Once a disc-jockey himself, “Mr. Velvet”—Jim
Reeves—would surely have been amazed if he could have
seen how enormously popular his records were to become
after his untimely death. His LPs are now collector’s
treasures—LPs like “Moonlight and Roses”—the title
gives you a clue to the ballads Jim gathered together for
this album. Moon songs like “Carolina Moon’’ and “Moon
River” . . . roses songs like “Mexicali Rose” and “One
Dozen Roses”, all of them sung with the sincerity that
made Jim Reeves not just a singer but a friend.

You’ll find these on RCA Victor RD/SF 7639. Also
available on RCAs bargain-price label, Camden, are ten
musical gems from the Reeves collection headlined Have
I Told You Lately That I Love You (CDN §122). To-
gether with the title song come other classic country
ballads such as “Oklahoma Hills”, “Your Old Love
Letters” and “Each Time You Leave” plus the gay and
catchy “Roly Poly” and the philosophical “Beyond the
Shadow of a Doubt”. Go “Waltzing on Top of the
World” with Jim or travel with him down the “Highway
to Nowhere”.

In case you missed it, another Camden issue is “The
Country Side of Jim Reeves” (CDN 5100).

Then there’s—

JIM REEVES RD 7694 (S) SF 7694
The Jim Reeves Way: Make the world go away; In the misty moonlight; You’ll
never know; There’s that smile again; Bolandse nooientjie; It hurts so much @ |
can't stop loving you; A nickel piece of candy; Where do | go to throw a picture
away; Maureen; Ek verlang na jou; Somewhere along the line.

JIM REEVES . RD 7663
Twelve Songs of Christmas: Jingle Bells; Blue Christmas; Senor Santa Claus;
An old Christmas card; The merry Christmas polka; White Christmas @ Silver
bells; C-h-r-i-s-t-m-a-s; O, little town of Bethlehem; Mary’s Boy Child; O come,
all ye faithful; Silent night, holy night
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AND THE SONGS WE’LL ALWAYS SING ..

What more is there to say about Jim Reeves? Every-
one knows how the boy who wanted to be a baseball
player came to be the friend of millions through his
singing of Country and Western music, sacred songs
and sentimental ballads. The reason for his lasting
popularity is plain for anyone to hear.

The Best of Fim Reeves (RCA Victor RD 7666) will
tug at many heart-strings: here are the smooth ballads
“Adios Amigo” and ‘“Four Walls”, the wistful “I’'m
Gettin’ Better” and the unashamed sentiment of “The
Blizzard”. And there’s the pleasing slow beat of ‘‘Blue
Boy” and the snappy gaiety of “Billy Bayou” which
reveals Jim at his cheeriest and friendliest, together
with other moving, soothing Reeves favourites.

The best of Jim Reeves? Which of his releases isn’t!

And for those who love Jim Reeves’ kind of music,
listen to some of the great Country and Western and
Folk performers he loved, and you will understand why
the music of the people was his music. Here are some
outstanding examples:

HANK SNOW RD 7658 (S) SF 7658
Songs of Tragedy: The prisoner’s song; The colour song; The answer to Little
Blossom; There's a star spangled b waving here; Walking the last
mile; Old Rover @ The prisoner's dream; Put your arms around me; Your littie
band of gold; Rockin’ alone; Mother | thank you for the bible you gave; Little Joe

KITTY WELLS with THE JORDANAIRES LAT 8575 (S) STA 8575
The Queen of Country Music: Moody river; What am | living for; Pick me up
on your way down; Slowly; Wooden heart; Heart over mind @ Ev’rybody's
somebody’s fool; Am | that easy to forget; One more time; Hello walls; Your old
love letters; A fallen star

HANK SNOW CDN 5124
The Old and Great Songs: My blue river rose; Brand on my heart; In memory
of you dear old pal; Within this broken heart of mine; Down where the dark
waters flow; The blue velvet band @ My sweet Texas blue bonnet queen; You
broke the chain that held our hearts; The Texas cowboy; Let's pretend; Wan-
derin’ on; We'll never say goodbye, just so long
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COUNTRY MUSIC WHO'S WHO HAB 8224
Give me forty acres—THE WILLIS BROTHERS; | should start running—DOTTIE
WEST; Happy child—JIMMY DEAN; A satisfied mind—PETE DRAKE & HIS
TALKING STEEL GUITAR; Ace in the hole—DEAN MANUEL & THE BLUE
BOYS; This old road—IIMMIE SKINNER ; Medicine show—DUKE OF PADUCAH
@ Folsom Prison blues—IOHNNY CASH; When the lights go dim downtown—
PEE WEE KING & REDD STEWART; Poor little John—ROGER MILLER ; Hot rod
guitar—JOE MAPHIS; Uh uh no—~GEORGE JONES; The house down the block—
BUCK OWENS; Mom and Dad’s affair—COWBOY COPAS

JIMMIE RODGERS RD 7644
My Time Ain’t Long: My time ain’t long; That's why I'm blue; The mystery of
number five; Those gamblers blues; The land of my boyhood dreams; Why did
you give me your love?; Mother was a lady; I've ranged, I've roamed and I've
travelled ® The Carter Family and Jimmie Rodgers in Texas; Why there’s a tear
in my eye; That wonderful city; Jimmie Rodgers visits the Carter Family; Gamblin®
polka dot blues; |'ve only loved three women; In the hills of Tennessee; What's it

COUNTRY MUSIC HALL OF FAME—VOL. Il HAB 8156
Walking after midnight—PATSY CLINE; Why baby why—GEORGE JONES;
| found my girl in the U.S.A.—JIMMIE SKINNER; Love me now—TEXAS RUBY;
The original talking blues—ROBERT LUNN; Fiery guitar—ARTHUR *‘GUITAR
BOOGIE' SMITH; The hole in the wall—HYLO BROWN; Kentucky—THE
BLUE SKY BOYS; Deck of cards—T. TEXAS TYLER; @ Private Lee—THE
WILLIS BROTHERS; Sweethearts in heaven—BUCK OWENS; The Model T
and the train race—CURLEY FOX; Injun Joe—LEON PAYNE; Time changes
everything—BOB WILLS & TOMMY DUNCAN AND TEXAS PLAYBOYS:
Nobody’s business—CLYDE MOODY: Sunny side of the mountain—~HAWK-
SHAW HAWKINS; Happy child—JIMMY DEAN; Comedy—MINNIE PEARL

COUNTRY MUSIC HALL OF FAME—VOL. IV HAB 8I57
Sinful Cinderella—BENNY MARTIN; | saw your face in the moon—WEBB
PIERCE; Cimarron rag—LEON McAULIFF; Family man—IOHNNY BOND &
CATHY COPAS; First train headin' south—JOHNNY HORTON: My pillow—
ROGER MILLER ; Remember me—LULU BELLE & SCOTTY; The wild side of life—
HELEN CARTER & THE WILLIS BROS.; Beyond the sunset—COWBOY COPAS
@ Roll in my sweet baby’s arms—LESTER FLATT & EARL SCRUGGS; I’'m an old
pipeliner—RED SOVINE; Send me the pillow you dream on—HANK LOCKLIN;
The fox chase—WAYNE RANEY; Going back to Dixie—BILL CLIFTON & HIS
DIXIE MOUNTAIN BOYS; Sally, fet your bangs hang down—MADDOX BROS. &
ROSE; Take it back and change it for a boy—REX ALLEN; No help wanted—
THE CARLISLES; Comedy—ARCHIE CAMPBELL

COUNTRY MUSIC HALL OF FAME—VOL. V HAB 8216
San Antonio Rose—BOB WILLIS & TOMMY DUNCAN; Sunny Tennessee—
COWBOY COPAS; Water baby boogie—LEON McAULIFFE & THE CIMARRON
BOYS; | love you because—LEON PAYNE; There goes my love—BUCK OWENS;
Dad gave my dog away—T. TEXAS TYLER; Farewell blues—LESTER FLATT &
EARL SCRUGGS & THE FOGGY MOUNTAIN BOYS; Country comedy—MINNIE
PEARL; Long time to forget—GEORGE JONES; Grandad's yodelling song—
WILF CARTER (MONTANA SLIM); Dark hollow—IIMMIE SKINNER; Gosh, |
miss you all the time—MADDOX BROS. & ROSE; Let the tears begin—JOHNNY
BOND: Down by the river side—MOON MULLICAN & THE PLAINSMEN;
Steel guitar rag—IERRY BYRD; What is an American anyway !l—~ARTHUR
“GUITAR BOOGIE* SMITH

HANK LOCKLIN RD 7623 (S) SF 7623
Irish Songs—Country Style: The old bog road; Too-ra-loo-ra-loo-rai; Danny
dear; If we only had old Ireland over here; I'll take you home again Kathleen; My
wild Irish Rose ® Danny Boy; When Irish eyes are smiling; A little bit of
heaven; Galway Bay; Kevin Barry; Forty shades of green

THE LIMELITERS RD 7629 (S) SF 7629
More of Everything!: There’s many a river; The best is yet to come; A casinh
pequenina; Last class ; The wild colonial boy; R me ® Mi ti
—St. Paul; Willow tree; Why don’t.you come home; La llorona; Bring me a rose;
No man is an island

BELAFONTE AT THE GREEK THEATRE—VOL. |

RD 7627 (S) SF 7627
Look over yonder; Be my woman, gal; Glory manger; Shake that little foot;
Windin’ road; Hoedown blues @ Try to remember; Why o why; Contemporary
dance; In my father's house
HARRY BELAFONTE with Orchestra and Chorus conducted by HOWARD
ROBERTS

Burl Ives has so many talents that it is difficult to list
them all. He is perhaps most famous as a modern
minstrel. On his LP Women (Ace of Hearts AH 71), he
sings twelve folk songs devoted to various aspects of the
fair sex. To his own guitar accompaniment Burl runs his
rich, relaxed voice through the lyrics of 16th century
folk song ‘‘Barbara Allen’’, the delightful “Lolly-Too-
Dum’’ which originated in Harlan County, Kentucky,
and a spirited treatment of the eighteenth-century
English folk song, “My Pretty Little Miss”. Twelve
engaging performances by a master among folk singers.
Burl also devotes an album to:

BURL IVES LAT 8577 (S) STA 8577
True Love: True love goes on and on; Beautiful Annabel Lee; I'll Walk away
smiling; This is your day; Strong as a mountain; I'll hit it with a stick @ Four

initials on a tree; Can’t you hear me; The funny little show; What | want; The
deepening snow; Cherryblossom song

BURL IVES Sings LAT 8591 (S) STA 8591
Pearly shells; Don’t let love die; Two of the usual; The legend of the *‘T"’; Lower
forty; Lynchin’ party @ What little tears are made of; Kentucky turkey buzzard;
lain’t missing nobody; Hard luck and misery ; Okeechobee Ocean; Who done it?

MANTOVANI AND HIS ORCHESTRA LK 4611 (S) SKL 4611
Folk Songs Around the World: Folk Songs of America: Aura Lee—Skip
to my Lou—The streets of Laredo—Shenandoah—The blue-tail fly—Red River
Valley—Oh! Susanna; Folk Songs from European Countries: Au clair de la
lune—Frere Jacques—Du du liegst mir im Herzen—Lieber Augustin—Addio a
Napoli—Rosa @ Folk Songs from the British Isles: Greensleeves—When love
is kind—Early one morning—Annie Laurie; Wi’ a hundred pipers—All through
the night—The minstrel boy; Russia: Two guitars; Japan: Moon on the ruined
castle; Israel: Hava nagila

Big Bill Broonzy, one of the giant figures of the blues
tradition, emerged in the thirties a major artist of his day
who was to have an indelible influence on the blues,
and the prime mover of blues development in Chicago.

Although much of this Mississippi-born Chicagoan’s
later work is available on disc there is little from the
early, perhaps the peak, period of his career. With
‘““Black Bob’’ Alexander, his pianist from 1933 to 1937,
Big Bill drew on the rich resources of his life and back-
ground and fused them with those of the city culture of
Chicago to produce his own individual and strongly
personalised music. RCA Victor, whose “Bluebird”
series in America presented specialised jazz and blues
recordings, have in their files many rare 78 r.p.m. discs
including some priceless Broonzy tracks never before
issued on LP. Each track on Big Bill and Sonny Boy
(RCA Victor RD 7685) is a collectors’ item offering
some of the earliest Broonzy recordings ever made, for
the first time in an LP album.

Coupled with these rare Broonzy tracks are seven
tracks by Sonny Boy Williamson, only two of which
have appeared before on LP. “Sonny Boy”’, from the
“Blues country” of Tennessee, came as a youth to
Memphis where his harmonica playing quickly brought
him to the attention of older bluesmen. Unlike the rural-
echoing traditional styles of many of the harmonica
players from Tennessee, his style was driving, forceful
and enjoyed great rhythmic freedom. “Sonny Boy’s
Jump” has a modern urgency about it which has set a
style for most harmonica playing ever since.

Listen to these, and you will be listening to Jim
Reeves’ kind of music. . . .
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isn’t a label only reserved for those who get high in
the hit parade charts.

In show business you soon learn that you either have to
learn to get along with people, or get out of the business.
Popularity is not only an important ingredient on stage;
it can be equally essential off. But you don’t have to be
a star to be popular.,

When you go to a party are you in the thick of the fun
or are you always a wallflower? Everybody, openly or
secretly, hungers to be liked and respected. That’s only
natural. Learning to get along with others is the secret of
happiness and success.

But you won’t make people like you by denying your
own principles or personality. At best, they’ll just put up
with you—because you don’t make much impression on
them one way or the other. There’s an old saying: “Live
and let live”. It’s all right to have a proper appreciation of
your own worth, but you have also got to recognise other
people’s good points. Discretion, tact, consideration are
qualities that win friends and influence people. Always
soft-pedal yourself and try to make others feel comfortable,

IT’S great to be top of the pops, but being popular
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relaxed, and appreciated. That way you’ll generally find
they’ll like you, too.

Sounds easy, doesn’t it? It is—but have you got the
knack? Try answering the following questions honestly,
and you’ll find out.

Check YES if, on the whole, you agree with a statement.
Check NO if you are inclined 1o disagree.

TO BE LIKED:

I. You should remember that almost every minute of
the day you are being watched by those with whom you
come in contact. (YES.... NO....)

2. You should be independent enough to talk freely to
friends about your interests, whether or not they share
your enthusiasm. (YES.... NO....)

3. It is always better to keep your dignity even when
you are tempted to do otherwise. (YES.... NO....)

4. When you are smart enough to spot mistakes in the
casual conversation of others, you should make it your
business to straighten them out. (YES.... NO....)

5. When meeting strangers you should try to be charm-
ing and witty enough to impress them. (YES.... NO....)

6. When being introduced to someone whose name you
don’t catch, you should ask for the name to be repeated.
YES.... NG...))

7. You should make sure you are respected by never
letting yourself become the butt of a joke. (YES....
NO....)

8. You should always be on guard in case others play
tricks on you so that you are laughed at. (YES....
NO....)

9. When with a witty conversationalist, you should
make an honest attempt at clever answers and sparkling
remarks. (YES.... NO....)

10. Always be careful to reflect the mood of the com-
pany you’re in. (YES.... NO....)

11. Help your friends because the time may come when
you may badly need their help. (YES.... NO....)

12. It doesn’t pay to do too many favours, because how
many people really appreciate them? (YES.... NO....)

13. It is better to have others depend on you than for
you to depend on others. (YES.... NO....)

14. A real friend makes an effort to help those who are
the objects of his friendship. (YES.... NO....)

15. Keep putting your best foot forward to make sure
you are really approved of and appreciated. (YES....
NO....)

16. If you're at a party, and have previously heard a
joke someone wants to tell, you should stop them.
(YES.... NO....)




Popularity’s Showing!

says ROY o

RBISON

17. At a party, if you have previously heard a joke, you
should be polite enough to laugh heartily when someone
tells it. (YES.... NO....)

18. When you're invited to a friend’s house but prefer
to go to the movies, you should say you have a headache
or give some other excuse, rather than risk hurting the

friend’s feelings by telling the truth. (YES.... NO....)
19. A real friend insists that those close to him do the
things that are best for them even when they don’t want
to. (YES.... NO....)
20. You should not boldly and forcefully defend what
you believe every time someone happens to express a
different opinion. (YES.... NO....)
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ANSWERS

1. NO. Self-consciousness makes you stiff and may
tempt you into false behaviour. In any case, folks aren’t
watching you all the time. They have other things to do.

2. NO. Friends don’t mind being bored a little, but
don’t overdo it or you’ll lose their friendship.

3. NO. If you are always on your dignity, people will
keep their distance. What’s wrong with roaring with
laughter, along with everybody else, when something
comical happens unexpectedly?

4. NO. Nobody is more irritating than the “wise guy””.
Unless the issues are serious people are entitled to some
indulgence in ordinary conversation.

5. NO. People usually sense when you are putting on
an act, and usually react unfavourably.

6. YES, It shows interest, and most people are flattered.

7. NO. The boy or girl who “can’t take it” wins few
friends. Of course, you shouldn’t allow people habirually
to make you a butt,

8. NO. (See No. 7.)

9. NO. Be yourself at all times. Don’t make ordinary
conversation into a battle of wits.

10. NO. A good fellow adjusts to the mood of others as
a general rule, but not so slavishly as to lose all indivi-
duality.

11. NO. You should help your friends because you
want to—not in the hope of favours to come.

12. NO. Never mind whether others appreciate you. Be
concerned about whether you appreciate others.

13. YES. The more you give and the less you take, the
more friendship you are likely to win.

14. YES. He helps—without expectation of return.

15. NO. (See No. 5.)

16. NO. Let the other fellow have his fun.

17. NO. A forced laugh always sounds false.

18. NO. Be frank and honest. A lame excuse is worse
than none.

19. NO. It is right to help, but not to nag. Accept
friends with all their faults.

20. YES. Never ride roughly over other people’s
opinions. Try to appreciate the other person’s point of
view, even if you can’t agree with it.

TO SCORE
Give yourself § points for each correct answer
SUPERIOR: 85-100

GOOD: 75-80 YOUR SCORE........
FAIR: 65-70 Average Score: 70
POOR: o060
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NTIL you get to the point in this business where
l | you can really call yourself a star, you lead a very

precarious, unsteady existence. Before you get to
the time when you no longer have to rely on a hit record,
can appeal to audiences of all ages, and pack a theatre by
just the pull of your name alone, the life you lead is
terribly insecure. One day you can be on top of the world,
the next completely forgotten.

I made the mistake lots of people have made, in thinking
that with a hit record, I was there. Dead easy from now on,
I thought. I didn’t realise at the time that I knew next to
nothing about the business I was in. I wasn’t tuned to the
life ahead at all, and when the problems started coming, I
just wasn’t ready for them.

Worry and stupidity are things that can kill. I've seen,
and you’ve seen, lots of talented people go under because
they simply didn’t know the right way to go about things,
and couldn’t stand the constant strain of show business.
What you need, more than talent sometimes, are a calm
and thoughtful attitude towards everything you do, and
lots of common sense. I know a great many people who
have worried too much over trifles, and never stop re-
gretting that they didn’t take more care over important
things, and that they stupidly lived it up when they couldn’t
afford to. They worry themselves crazy over records and
whether they’ve slipped a place in the charts; they worry
over their stage act—and then they start doing all the
wrong things in public and destroy themselves. In the end,
the strain cracks them up, their work suffers, and they
really go down.

ou’re probably thinking, “What’s he talking about this

for with all the hits he’s had, and the films and song-
writing !”’ Believe me, I wish it had all been that easy. I was
lucky and learned my lessons quickly. I can’t say I have
never worried, because we all do some time. But once I
knew the right and wrong ways, I told myself not to fret,
but study hard the job ahead—behave well, and work to
the best of your ability, and you stand a good chance of
lasting.

You’d never believe how green I used to be. The group
was going for about six years in Liverpool before we made
arecord. In those early days, we were happy just making a
bit of extra cash each week. We knew absolutely nothing of
real show business, and never dreamed of recording. Then
we were signed up, made a disc, and things started
popping. . .

A drastic change in your customary life can certainly tell
on you. My whole system rebelled at first. All the travelling
up and down the country practically killed me. I used to
stagger to bed every night swearing I would never get up
again. Then there were the odd meals snatched whenever
you had time. My poor old stomach was in a terrible state
for a long time, and we all lost a lot of weight at first. It was
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almost a year before we began putting it back on again
and adapted ourselves to this famastic way of life.

It all seemed worth it when our first disc reached No. 1
in the hit parade, and as I said earlier, I thought at the
time that I’d just be able to relax and it would all come to
me. Then, one night before going on stage, I suddenly
realised the audience were waiting to see the No. I record-
ing artist in the country, and I was supposed to go out
there and prove that I was. I suddenly knew what it was
like to be really worried. If I was to stay the pace, I would
just have to improve myself and become more profes-
sional, so I used to put all I had into the act. In the early
days I never spoke on stage. If 1 had had to, I knew I
would panic, fluff the words, and probably run. However,
I was determined to learn how to talk and make jokes on




stage, and get myself across as a person as well as a per-
former. In the end it all went very well.

With success, I found I needed to take things much
easier and cut out many of the things I used to do. Any-
way, | was always so tired at nights that I doubt if I could
have gone anywhere except bed. Now I have come to grips
with all the odd hours and things, and can stand the pace
better. If I'm up before 10 o’clock these days, I begin to
think something is wrong with me. Mind you, I'm glad I
was strict with myself in the beginning, otherwise my
health and career would definitely have suffered.

I also had to smarten myself up a lot and buy goo¢ suits.
Not that I was ever one for the scruffy appearance. I just
had to dress better. Earning a lot more money was lovely
though, for I found I could afford things I'd always
wanted. I bought a sports car and a speedboat. I was
always mad for the water and outdoor life, so I bought
loads of expensive underwater diving kit. Every free week-
end I have, I still mess around with it. It’s great fun. I also
bought lots of things for Mum and Dad, which gave me a
big kick.

One of the biggest mistakes you can make in this busi-
ness is to actually treat it badly and get into trouble.
Put one foot wrong and you can harm yourself a lot. I
always admired groups like the Shadows who were well
mannered, professional, nice to people, and never had a
bad word against them. I’ve tried to act considerately at all
times, and I think it has done me a lot of good.

You get idiots in all walks of life, and I’ve seen pop




groups creating damage, having parties, and leaving hotels
in terrible states. Some of them also treat teenage fans, to
whom they owe everything, as if they were so much trash.
What a mistake it is to get big-headed. They make rude
remarks and jeer at professional, established artists. I hope
I never hear it when I’m around—I’'d blow my top.

I’vc done shows with people like this, and my answer is
very simple. When they start showing off and saying
how great they are and what a sensation they’re going to be,
I very humbly say something like, “Well, we’re going to do
our best tonight.”” Then we go on and give it everything.
Usually the act goes a bomb, and this kills them. All they
want to do is run away and hide. I hate bloated per-
sonalities. Trouble makers and amateurs are a curse, be-
cause besides harming themselves, they damage the pop
music business. Many of them are so ignorant they will
just go on stage and plod along not caring about the fans,
as long as they are actually enjoying themselves. To me, it
counts a lot to know that I am appealing to an audience,
and helping them enjoy themsleves. Only then can you
say you are on the way to being a true professional.

Few of the wrong kind bother to really improve and
extend their abilities—all they know is what they see other
teenagers do. I take every opportunity I can to watch a big
star working, though it often leaves me depressed because
I then realise how far I have to go. After I watched Sammy
Davis once, I left the theatre wondering how I dare play
or be allowed in the same business.

I was spared a lot of early worries through trying to be
sensible in all I did, and also by being lucky to have a very
good manager. Believe me, you can’t get very far unless
you are managed properly. I used to have a lot of nervous
moments over records. Is it right? Will it go? Won’t it go?
These thoughts were always tearing round my brain.

Determined not to get in a rut, I made it a pcint to
ensure each record was different from the last. At l2zst, I




thought, no one will be able to criticise me for jumping on
a band-wagon with the “Mersey sound”, or whatever they
used to call it, and people will realise that I can do all
styles of material. It worked too, until we tried a big rock
number called “It’s gonna be alright”’, which flopped badly.
I could have got all nervous then and thought we had
lost our touch and were slipping, but I didn’t. I just sat
down and thought hard. Sensibly we realised that most of
our really big hits had either been straight ballads or beat-
ballads, so we said to ourselves, it seems the teenagers
don’t like us singing rock, so we won’t do it again, We’ll
stick to our other styles. You can imagine how pleased we
were when we were proved right when the next disc
became a big hit. From that day I’ve never worried about
records. I just try to make good ones, and if a particular
thing isn’t acceptable, I’ll try something else.
Onc of the experiences I enjoyed most was making my
first film “Ferry cross the Mersey”. It wasn’t very
complicated as I only had to play myself. Although it didn’t
break any records in England, it was a smash success in
the States, and even the record from it did better. I had a
lot of fun, because in it, I was an art student and had to
learn about artists and the way they talked. I got everyone
going when I acted daft pretending I thought Cézanne and
Renoir were foreign countries, and some of the expressive
artistic phrases they used, titles of songs. I had a ball,
though I’m not so sure about the production team!
Making more films is something I'm looking forward to.
Although I'd never be allowed to, I’d love to make a horror
picture. I can just see me doing all those gruesome things
—lovely. Being serious a moment, although I want to get
on in films, I'm not really interested in taking acting
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lessons. My way is just to make sure I know the script, try
to live the part I am playing, and do the best I can.
I still have a long way to go before I can say that I've
really arrived. I have so much to learn. But I have been
very happy over the last year or so because letters from
Mums and Dads have been arriving in thousands, and
because, when I’ve walked into shops, housewives have
stopped me and told me how much they like my new
record, so I know I am gradually appealing to wider
audiences. I also get compliments about my song-writing,
too, which is good for me personally. My writing has also
improved on the stuff I used to do in my early days. Of
course I have done pretty well with it, and it lets people
know I can do other things than singing,

I’'ve given up doing work, like one-night stands, which
involves rushing around. I like to get away from it all a bit
more these days. Most week-ends when I am not working,
I go off to the coast for a spot of boating and fishing. Well,
I think life’s to be enjoyed, don’t you?

I’ve been spared a lot of the tension and heartbreaks
other people have experienced in this business, but then
I’'ve always been a happy-go-lucky character. A lot of
people call me “The Grin.” I don’t mind—I like it.
Actually, they can call me anything they like as long as
they don’t do it early in the morning! I like being happy,
there are too many miseries walking around with long
faces complaining. I can’t stand moaners or people who
won’t enjoy themselves.

If tomorrow I suddenly felt I wasn’t enjoying what I
was doing, I'd say to myself, “Right!—you’ve had
enough,”—and chuck it all in. How could I make a snap
decision like that? Well that’s me all over—I don’t worry.
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That ‘WELCOME MAT’

While Welshmen everywhere are keeping a welcome in the hillside, there’s a vast array of enthusiastic fans, newspapermen
and airline and disc company executives on hand at London Airport to give a ‘‘happy-to-see-you’’ greeting to the many top
recording stars who fly in from all parts of the world for radio, TV and concert appearances in this country. And that ‘‘wel-
come mat’’ at the airport is alarge one: it has to be, for the airways have been busier carrying international top pop talents
than ever before.

Much of the talent, of course, comes from America and the great Transatlantic airlines have an unpleasant habit of arriv-
ing at London Airport at breakfast time (that is if you are used to having breakfast at 6.30 a.m.) But the fans show they can
get up with the rest of the early birds and here’s a picture that shows just how worthwhile that alarm-call can be. Members
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of the Tamla Motown Appreciation Society welcome
Motown stars, The Supremes, here for personal appear-
ances. ““Good to see you"’, they said. ““Good to be here”, they
replied. It’s all part of that welcome service. And so for that
all-important welcome.

If they awarded Gold Discs for the hundreds of air miles
travelledinthecauseof “‘pop”’,then some of our good friends
the recording stars would qualify for a cabinet full of them.
The gentlemen pictured on this page, for example, are high-
fliers all. Here’s America’s Gene Pitney (top right), arriving
at London Airport—and Britain’s Gerry and The Pacemakers
flying off to the States. There was a welcome on both sides of
the Atlantic for Gene and Gerry—as there was for that great
singer Matt Monro, returning home from engagements in
the Far East. No we haven’t forgotten those charming ladies
—they are Motown’s Martha and the Vandellas, here for the
Motown tour. Welcome ladies!
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A dream come true
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I. Firstly she borrowed a tape recorder and sang some of her 2. As luck woulid have it the tape ended up on the desk of a
favourite songs on to tape and sent it off hopefully to a recording manager who played it, liked it and phoned
recording company. Janie and asked her to come to London for an audition in

a reccrding studio.

5. Mr. Muxlow explained the workings of the agency to her 6.Contracts signed, Janie was taken along to the agency’s
and introduced her to The Four Tops who West One were press department so that a biography could be written
handling on their visit to England. about her and publicity photographs taken.
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Have you ever dreamed about becoming a pop singer? janie Miller, a nineteen-

year-old typist did and decided to try and fulfil her ambition. Here’s her story

in pictures. . ..

3.Janie was naturally very nervous—especially when she 4. He explained that if she was going to make show business

heard her voice played back in the control booth. But she her career she would need an agent and manager and took
needn’t have worried. The recording manager was im- her along to meet Arthur Muxlow, general manager of
pressed with her performance and told her he would like West One Entertainments whose offices are at 20 Man-
to make a record with her. chester Square in London.

7. Everyone was very excited about the recording of her first 8. With the release of the record came press interviews,
disc and Janie could hardly believe it when she finally saw radio and television appearances and autograph hunters.
a finished pressing. Could this have been you?
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" The Sound
of Suceess

suddenly to an American, will

elicit the response ‘‘hit records
—top stars—big money.” The magic
words? You ought to have guessed it,
but for all Record Mail’s ‘‘without-it*’
readers, they are: Tamla, Motown and
Gordy.

Narrowing the field still further, try
these names for size, Mary Wells, the
Supremes, Martha and the Vandellas, the
Miracles, the Marvelettes, the Tempta-
tions, Stevie Wonder, Barret Strong, the
Contours, Eddie Holland, Brenda Hollo-
way, The Four Tops, and so on, almost ad
infinitum. The three magic names are, in
fact, the record companies which record
these powerpacked chartbusters.

Berry Gordy Jr. is the name of the Mr. Big
who is responsible for the whole set-up. He
is president of the organisation controlling
the three labels, and is proud to say, ““This
is my baby—1I started it from nothing. Now
we’re so big that a letter sent from anywhere
in the world will reach us, and the only
address you need put is Hitsville, U.S.A.
That’ll get here.”

OUTLET

Berry started six years ago, and since
then 8o per cent of his releases have made
the American charts. His British outlet
became the Stateside label, and he began to
emulate his U.S. success with such discs
as ‘“My guy” by Mary Wells, and ‘“Where
did our love go?”’ by the Supremes.

And the Gordy group is still expanding;
he now has labels other than the Big Three,
the most promising of which is Mel-o-dy.
This, like the others, is based in Detroit
where Berry finds most of his stars.

Most of the big names in the Gordy
address book were discovered when they
turned up for an audition. He holds one
every Friday afternoon, and there is always

8o

THREE bi-syllabicnames,if spoken

a string of young hopefuls waiting at the
door. And, it would seem, there is a potential
star in every queue.

Perhaps the story of the Contours will
serve to explain Berry’s success. When they
first came for an audition Berry was un-
impressed and turned them away. After
repeated visits to the audition studio, Berry
signed them up anyway. The fact that he
thought little of them meant nothing, for
from then on he worked with them and
made them the great group they are today.
The Contours made the charts Stateside
with, among others, “Do you love me?”’
which has since been recorded by a dozen
British groups.

ORIGINAL

Another secret of his success is that all
his records have something known only as
the “Tamla Sound”, a sound which no
other artiste has been able to duplicate. So
distinctive is this sound that it may one
day be a musical style in its own right—
already there is a “Tamla-Motown Appre-
ciation Society’’ in England (run by Dave
Godin, of 139 Church Road, Bexleyheath,
Kent, for you addicts).

All the above information adds up to a
real success for Berry Gordy; he can count
the Tamla triumph as a personal achieve-
ment, for although until recently his discs
have meant nothing over here, look what
they’ve been responsible for, nevertheless.

The Marvelettes were the original
recorders of “‘Please, Mr. Postman’’, now a
beat standard for British groups; Barrett
Strong was the original recorder of
“Money’’, now a beat standard, etc.; the
Miracles were the original recorders of
“‘Shop around’’ and ““You really got a hold
on me”’, now beat standards, etc.

I could go on; it seems that the Tamla-
Motown mob can take much of the credit
for the beat boom in Britain.



Dear Jimmy ...

My fiancé has been away in
hospital for the past five months
and I miss him terribly. I can
only get to see him once a week
because the hospital is so far
away so could you please make
us feel closer together by playing
a record for us cn your pro-
gramme.

This 1s just one of the many
hundreds of request letters that
arrive on deejay Fimmy Young’s
desk every week for his late-
night Sunday Radio Luxem-
bourg show, ‘“Ths Night Is
Young”:

“I was amazed at first how much
mail we recerved for ihe ‘Miss You’
spot in the show—especially where
some of it comes from’, says Fimmy.
“I’ve recetved letters from America,
Singapore and Aden which are places
I never thought the programme could
possibly reach. Anyway I'm glad it
does because it gives me a chance of
making even more people feel a little
closer togzther over the air.”’

Fimmy takes a great deal of interest

and Dear Muriel

tn his programme and spends hours
reading through every letter he
receives before finally selecting the
ones to use on the show. “It’s a very
difficult task for me because if I had
time I would want to use all of them.
Obviously I can’t, but I hope people
don’t think that it’s because I doxn’t
want to.”

But, judging from the way people
write to Fimmy, they don’t think that
at all. Letters often begin ‘‘Hello
Fim” or “My dear friend Fimmy”. “I
get the feeling that people who write
treat me as a friend which is just the

way I like it”, says Fimmy.

The bulk of Fimmy's mail comes
from girls who are parted from their
sweethearts in the Forces, although

A quick chat with the technician
before the show goes on the air

nearly every kind of request letter
appears in his mailbag. A lot of young
people write in, as well as separated
husbands and wives. These kind of
letters Fimmy tries to answer person-
ally, wherever possible.

“I really enjoy doing the show”,
says Fimmy. Fudging by the amount of
matil he receives, so do his listeners.

Jimmy arriving at Radio Luxem-
bourg’s studios in London to
broadcast ‘“The Night Is Young”’

The “other Young” on Luxembourg also gets a whole stack
of mail each week. Muriel gets this in response to the ‘“‘question
time” spot which is featured in the show sponsored by
Inventic watches.

“My mail is of a different kind to Jimmy’s though,” says
Muriel. “I invite listeners to write in questions about anything
at all, and part of my job is to find out the answers to them.”’
Questions that can’t bs broadcast are always answered
personally by Muriel.
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“I get a lot of letters in from young boys who ask me for
advice on how to treat a girl on their first dates, and girls
often ask for beauty tips or even send me their problems with
boyfriends.

“The aim of my special question time spot is to give every
listener the chance to ask anything they like, and I do my best
to answer their queries.”

So if you want a sympathetic shoulder to turn to, or a

“big sister’s” advice—Muriel’s the girl. . . .



RUSS SAINTY, the bright young
singer with West One Entertain-
ments Ltd. who, with his backing
group, THE NU NOTES, record
for the Columbia label. Watch for
his next new release.




HELD

CENERY may fall, a stage trap-door may unexpect-
edly swallow the backing group, you can forget your
lyrics, and this can all mean that there are gremlins

around.

It isn’t easy, fighting the gremlins that inhabit every
theatre and TV studio. They often do their darndest to
spike a show, and then it takes everything to outsmart
them. These invisible mischief-makers are an everyday
hazard of show business.

Here are some theatrizal gremlin stories, and every ane
of them is true. . . .

* * *

There was the night an impressive Oriental character
came on stage during a London Palladium pantomime,
and suddenly collapsed. The audience gasped—they could
see this wasn’t part of the act. There was a hush as the
poor man’s body was whisked away. Then, a couple of
minutes later, he amazir.gly reappeared.

After the show, he sheepishly explained what had
happened. . . .

He had dipped his false moustache into ether instead of
gum arabic, and the ethzr had knocked him right out!

* * *

Another evening, at no less a place than the Royal
Albert Hall, London, at a concert before an audience of
thousands, a pianist reached an enthralling passage of
music, when the gremlias got to work and things started
popping.
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As he played, the stunned soloist watched his beautiful
grand piano start falling to bits under his hands. The loud
pedal fell off. One leg wobbled alarmingly. Middle C
refused to play.

There was no alternative—the concert had to be
stopped, and the disintegrating piano dragged off stage.
It was resumed after the wreckage had been cleared and
a substitute piano brought on.

* * *

A similar public piano disaster occurred when famous
classical pianist, Mark Hambourg, was giving a recital in
India. Two of the piano keys stopped working. Puzzled,
Hambourg left the platform to call a tuner, who dived into
the piano with a pair of pincers, to emerge within seconds,
triumphantly holding two enormous cockroaches that had
been happily eating their way through the felt of the
stricken piano keys.

* * *

Ask any artist, and they’re sure to have their own
theatre gremlin stories. Those mysterious little creatures
are always up to mischief. For example, they love playing
around with stage firearms.




A repertory company was performing a play in which
the unhappy young lover was supposed to shoot himself
after a last meal of bread and wine. He ate, drank, then
grabbed his gun and pressed it against his breast.

The trigger didn’t budge.

Using his wits, the actor tried a second weapon—a
pistol hurriedly supplied by the stage manager. That
didn’t work, either.

Something had to be done quickly, for, any second, a
friend was due to storm into the room to exclaim some
lines and collapse over his body.

The, by now, even unhappier young lover looked sadly
at the two dud weapons and murmured, “Wilt thou deny
me then this melancholy service?”” With that impromptu
line he had made up on the spur of the moment, he flung
the guns into a corner of the stage, snatched a bread knife
from a table, and stabbed himself very nicely. The audi-
ence sighed with relief. The show had been saved.

Until the door was thrown open, and the friend arrived,
crying: “Hark, I heard a pistol shot!”

* * *

The gremlins are also great opera lovers. I suppose we
pop artists ought to be grateful that they seem to show a
greater preference for the classics.
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This is what happened at a performance of “Tosca” in
Perth, Australia. . . .

The famous soprano star of the show was required to
leap from the battlements of a castle. It was going to be
a long drop, so the local fire brigade obligingly offered to
help out. Opening night, six expert firemen waited back-
stage with a tarpaulin, rea