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 CLIFF RICHARD, filming in the

luxury of the Canaries, has NEVER
been so frank, says Dick Tatham

top a 50 foot sand dune in the Canary

Islands . . . 2,000 miles from home. . .

Cliff Richard—wearing a bright-hued
Forcign Legion uniform—sat in a green
canvas chair. y

It was during a pause in filming
“Wonderful Life”. He'd asked me up to
chat. Just the two of us.

I’d plonked myself in the sand at his
side, The sun beat into us. Care seemed
a light-ycar away. | _

Then, suddenly, Cliff came out with
them-—the most forceful, heartfelt state-
ments I have ever heard him make about
himself, _

I had asked whether he kept copies of
his films at home. He had replied, *“Yes.
There are a few relatives who haven’t
seen them yet. But I don't run them
often.”

I was noting this down when he added,
““I certainly don’t enjoy watching myself
in ‘The Young Ones’., I look so fat,
I get embarrassed. That’s what started
me slimming.”

At first I thought he was joking. Then
—as | realised he was in carnest—he
added firmly, ‘“‘Another thing is that
[ have a young face—and 1 hate it.”

This was so unexpected, T asked:
“Cliff—is that definitcly for quoting?”

““Certainly," he replied. “‘I am perfectly
scrious.” I sat in the sand and waited for
the explanation. When it came, [ realised
the full meaning of Cliff’s remarks. For
they show how strongly he has sct his
heart on tackling film roles which are a
challenge to him. ... How cager he is to
develop as an actor. . .. »

“My screen parts so far,” he said
quictly, ““have been more or less exag-
gerations of Cliff Richard, Whether I can
play quite different roles, I don’t know.
But I am dead keen to try.

““For example, I may be starting a film
in June which is not a3 musical. I would
Just have four songs fitted into the story.

“Looking further ahcad, therc are

certain meatier, more demanding roles
I would like to attempt. But I need
a morc mature face. So if I say there are
times I wish my features were a bit
lined and haggard—that's the reason why.

“‘Know what? In one scene of “Wonder-
ful Life’ the other day, I was supposed
to be an old cowhand. They made me
up to look about 90. 1 felt wonderful!”

As you'd expect, Cliff is putting his
full encrgies into the making of *“Wonder-
ful Life”. [ was speaking to him about the
film after spending weeks as the only
journalist travelling day-after-day to
locations with the unit.

I began with a comment that was short
and simple—but which made Cliff glow
as if he had just been plugged into a
power point.

I had mentioned the team spirit which
had been evident from the moment
shooting started in the Maspalomas arca
of the Gran Canaria.

““It means so much,” he said, *‘working
with people and havi’n% a togetherness
with them in private life. You get a
drive. An excitement. A terrific enthu-
siasm.

““T'his may sound crazy, but two of the
moments | enjoy best in a typical day
out here are when we have tea. First
is around ecight in the morning when
we've just arrived on location: Susan
Hampshire, Richard O'Sullivan, Melvyn
Hayes, Una Stubbs, the Shadows and
myself.

“It s the lull before the storm. Gives
us a moment to collect ourselves. Think
about the scene coming up. Talk about
how it slots into the film as a wholc. By
the time Sid Furie calls us in front of the
camera, we’re rarin’ to go. All of us.

*Second tea-talk is when we get back
to the hotel carly in the evening. We have
it on the terrace right by the palm trees.
Just sip tea. Refax. Talk a bit. Feel
together.

“Then? Now and again we’ll have
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dinner in the_hotel dining room. But
mostly we go to onc of our private rooms
and sit around by candlelight.

“Then it's a simple meal, « Maybe
cheese, biscuits, fruit and a little wine.
Talk shop? We do sometimes. The only
set rule is we kick around whatever
subject comes into our heads.”

Someone brought mid-morning coffec
and rolls. Cliff sipped his coffee. He
started to bite at his roll—but then payged
to examine it. He shook his head and put
the roll down. 7

“No good,” he said. “If I do this
soene with Susan with my breath smelling
of sardines, we may find our team spirit
isn’t what it was!” ‘

Then | started to talk about Sid Fune.
Age 28. Canadian. Bit like Eddie Fisher.
Director of ‘“The Young Ones”—and
now of ‘‘Wonderful Life”.

“CIiff,” 1said, *‘I realisc he is a vast
inspiration to you all. I know you admire
his skill, But can you give me an example
of how he works?”

Cliff: “He is always ready fo trcat
the script as just a rough guide. If we
want to change our lines a bit, there’s
a qood chance he'll play along.

‘Now there may come a time when a
scene doesn’t go right. Sid will say: “This
is terrible. Let’s start all over.'

““Then he will put us into a completely
offbeat rehearsal. He will tell us to relax.
To be ourselves. To go into the scene
entirely on impulse. ‘Use whatever words
and actions you feel are right’, he calls
out.

“So we do. We go milling spontanc-

Recognise him? Yes, it's Cliff as
we'll see him in the film. He'd
like to look like this more often

ously around for seconds or maybe
minutes—and at the end of it Sid will
know cxactly what words and which
actions he wants kept in. Then away we
go into a corpplctcly fresh approach to the
scene.

“We don’t see a lot of Sid apart fromy
work. But if I do have a meal with him,
1 don’t have to guess what the table talk
will be about. ‘Wonderful Life’ is on
his mind every moment he's awake.
Guess he even dreams about it, too . . "

1 had alrcady realised ‘““Wonderful
Life” was crcating the same carefree,
colourful entertainment we had secn in
“The Young Ones” and ‘‘Summer
Holiday”.

I put it to Clff that many people were
welcoming this trend towards escapist,

Filming is fun—particularly in the sun of the Canaries.

But at times it's Just as nice o laze . . .

like the Shadows

sun 'n’ fun films—and away from kitchen
sink unspectaculars.

“Maybe,” he said. “Mind you, we
didn’t fry to start a trend. Things just
worked out this way. And I'm not against
kitchen sink films. I think the film world
needs the best of them and of escapist
productions.”

Then we stopped talking and watched
the next scene being set up in the sand
below us. Susan Hampshire in a whispy
dress: of vivid blue chiffon. Cute little
Una Stubbs wearing specs for her role
gm clapper girl in the film-within-the-

Richard O'Sullivan, Meclvyn" Hayes,
newoomer Joe Cuby and the Shadows
all ready for action. Director Furic by
the camera: jeans, no shirt, handkerchief
::ottcd round neck, battered old straw

t.

Standing a bit apart from it all—a
slim, fair-haired man in casual clothes
of light blue, Producer Kenneth Harper.
Watching thoughfully.

A week before I had seen a fruck get
stuck in the sand, Everyone pushed.
Much sweat in the sun before it was
shifted. As the pushers dispersed, 1 saw
that among them had been Kenneth
Harper and Cliff Richard . ..

With Cliff and his young ones in
“Wonderful Life” arc such practised
performers as Dennis Price and Walter
Slezak.

I have been lucky in my film career,”
said Cliff—resuming our talk. ‘‘Working
with able and cxperienced people. I
have learned so much from them. I
want to continue learning

“As I see my film future, that is more
important to me than the size of my
roles. If the film were interesting enough,
and 1 were offered a two-minute part,
I would seriously consider it,

“] wouldn’t ¢ven mind speaking just
one line if it had sufficient impact. Just
a single line .. .”

Then the call came for him and down
the side of the dune he went—down
towards Sidney Furic and the vast unit
camera. And I thought as he went that
he had said only one thing with which 1
would disagree: about being lucky in
his film career.

Staying at the same hotel, watching
him day after day on location in the
Canary Islands, I had come to realise
more than cver before how scrious and
dedicated is Cliff's approach to his work.

Our talk over, I went and sat in the
audience; a crowd of Spanish peasants
sitting fascinated on a slope about 50
yards away.

A local senorita grinned with flawless
teeth and said, “Muy bonita pelicula,
no?”’ '

1 looked down again at the bright-
hued, fairyland setting. I told the
senorita I agreed with her. They were
indeed making a very beautiful film,
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- Welcome to 'ravel!, We think it's time
Young people had their own monthly. Some-
thing special. As new as 1964.

"rave' brings the deep truth about
people }ou want to know better. Brilliant
colour pull-cuts, Pictures with a new
angle. Laughs, too!l

Famous names will often contribute,
We're specially proud to bring you an
Ian Fleming James Bond story, "Risico",
as our first serial,

And Alan Freeman, now back heading the
pop=-picking on Sunday afternoons, will be
a 'rave' regular, 2

These are the kind of people we like.
We thought we'd share them with you,

Who are we? Well, heading the 'rave’
team with me are Roger Pinny, John welis,
Mike Hellicar and Ed Blanche.

For what the big show business names
feel, see page 59. Tell us what you think.

Qe Weda>:

po T Editor.

B is for Beatles—and Bond,
of course. Both are featured
inthisissue. So we gave the
boys 007 badges and slipped

aWaltherPPK (?)inRingo's
hand. Paul told him crush-
ingly: "*You're not as good
looking as Sean Connery."
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REPORTING ON DAVE CLARK, JET, BEATLES, FREDDIE,

Jhat chance does the

DAVE CLARK Five

stand of beating the
BEATLES for all-round
popularity during 19642 I
have been examining the
assets of both groups.

My prophesy: there will
be a battle that will sort the
men from the boys. :

Dave Clark’s much-publi-
cised agency contract with
promoter Harold Davison 13
said to be worth £1,000 a
week to them this yesar,
Davison is undcniably jazz-
minded, but has many ycars
of hard bargaining in his
cheque book.

The Beatles arc managed
by a young man With no
previous  show business
experience, Brian Epstein.
He is 29 and does not hesitate
to seek advice.

Behind the Dave Clark
Five? A couple of hit records.
A lot of national publicity.
Their agency oontract.

But consider the formidable

array of show busincss experi-
ence lined up behind them.

A close business associate
of Harold Davison is Leslie
Grade, whose agency 1is
among the biggest in the
world. Grade's cider brother,
Lew, is managing director
of ATV, which presents the
top-rated “Sunday Night At
The London Palladium™.

Another brother 18 impre-
sario Bernard Delfont, whose
theatre oontacts ar¢ un-
fivalled. The publicist Clark
employs is Leslic Perrin,
regarded as a top opcrator
in this field. He has handled
many big British stars.

Next month sees the real
beginning to the battle, Clark
scts out on a nationwide tour
presented by Arthur Howes.
He also co-operates closely
with Leslic Grade.

From that moment on, &
whole army of show business
generals will be tuned in to
every whisper of reaction to
both groups.

plans for a comeback to
active stage and recording
work when I spoke to him at
a party. ‘'l want to get back -
right to the top — with a new,
exciting sound,” he said.

Then his eyes dimmed. *“ Do
you think people will accept
me again?” he asked. 'l
regret being quoted as saying
that I was sick of show
business and was giving it up.
It was all part of the after-
effects of my car crash.”

Harris still suffers badly
with nerves. A sad aftermath
of his troubled days. Only time
and convalescence will heal
this condition. He was getting
on fine until he ran into some
trouble.

Six thugs pounced on him
in Harlow New Town and beat
him up. Two weeks later he
still bore the scars. But he told
no-one and made no fuss.

he Paramount film “Zulu”

has inspired a new dance.
The title’s not very imagi-
native—it’s called the Zulu
Stomp. Stanley Baker 1s
introducing the dance, which
film director Cy Endficld
invented.

As far as I'm concerned the
steps match “Hit The Woad,
Jack’ 4 8
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ET HARRIS was full of

sk an impertinent ques-
A tion and you may get
an honest answer. I asked
MICK JAGGER of the
Rolling Stones how much he
carned.

“That’s personal”, he
replied, “But I'll tell you this
much. OQur weekly income,
before managerial percentage
and expenses is £1,300”.

I estimate that before tax
cach member of the Stones
capns £200 a week.

Evcn that authoritative and
usually accurate organ of
the airwaves, “Radio Times",
gets things wrong somctimes.
It reported in glowing terms
that TOMMY STEELE'S
current  Light Programme
Sunday lunchtime show was
his first BBC series.

Not so. Tommy began a
run as a d-j with “A Handful
Of Discs” for the BBC on
Whit Sunday, 1958.

Some of the greatest rock
J records of the 'fifties
are being re-released in
album form. Four LPs—
three out in February, the
fourth in March—are being
put together to form a must
for every record collector.

Several hits by Little
Richard, Jerry Lee Lewis,
Bobby Darin, Duane Eddy
and Johnny and the Hurri-
canes are scheduled. There
will also be tracks from
Carl Perkins, the Champs,
the Coasters, the Drifters,
Roy Orblson, Ray Charles
and Del Shannon.

Title of the series on
London is “‘Memories Are
Made Of Hits". Behind this
unique setl lies a story o
sweal and tears. With so



RONETTES, KATHY, ELVIS, DUSTY, ADAM,

many hits being taken from
so many labels, there were
numerous conlract dJdiffi-
cullies to overcome.

HE RONETTES secem
to be a highly developed
sort of American Beverley
Sisters. They, too, belicve
in doing everything together,
Leader Ro@nic Bennett,
who is 18, told me: “We
grew up together, went every-
where together, and now we
are hoping to get married
together.” Not to the same

man, 1 hope.

arriage s a great worry

for many British and
American pop music artists,
Not the physical strain of
keeping a marriage together—
but how to prevent their
public from finding out

there's a wife in the back-

ground!
FREDDIE GARRITY

thought all was lost when his
marriage sccret leaked out.
He was .wrong. JOHN
LENNON never made a
secrét of his marriage, but
nevertheless  felt  happier
when not asked about 1t.
DEL SHANNON denied
he has a wife and kids in
Detroit, in spite of reports 1o
the contrary. LES
MAGUIRE of the Pace-
makers married a German girl
recently and told no-one for

two wceeks.
France’s RICHARD

ANTHONY, who records
here and has had two Top
Fifty cntries—“‘Walking
Alone” and “Too Late To
Worry”—tells me that on
the Continent they take the
opposite view.

‘Having a wife helped my
career”, he said. “Why, she
even gets fan mail, too.”
Incidentally, no pop music

1
R-o _rdhydig.s the Beatles and niow they have beenacceptedinto the

hard, commerical, millionaire class. Washing machine mag-
nate John Bloom invited them to two of his parties recently.

Bloom and the boys hit it off.

Which prompts me to wonder if Bloom will be offering a
Beatle with every washing machine. Or a Bulgarian holiday with
Ringo as courier. Or George for fifty books of trading stamps.

marfiage item is complete
without the old evergreen
that JOE BROWN is secretly
wed to Vicki Haseman

of the Breakaways (above).
I asked a close associate of
Joe’s to confirm or deny the
rumour—just to settle it. He
refused.

71.VIS PRESLEY likes
his new Rolls Royce so
much that he’s thinking of
buying a convertible model
similar to the one Tony Curtls
drives,

But Presley may be a bit
more creative than Tony. For
Elvis prefers such luxuries as
a drinking fountain, television
and record player in the car,

And Tony has only one
telephone in the Rolis. Elvis
has three—one in the front
seat and two extensions in
the back!

ATHY KIRBY’s meeting

with bandlcader BERT
AMBROSE and the story of
how he put her on the road
to fame has been oft-told.
But did you know that another
bandleader gave her what
some may oconsider to be
her most important break?

He is DENNY BOYCE,
who told me: “Four years
ago, a shy Kathy Kirby
came to me for an audition.

‘BEAT

THE STONES

She was good, and I gave
her a job with my band.
Later 1 arranged her first
night club booking.”

From that moment on,
Kathy began to carn the
title of London’s night club
queen. That led directly to
another successful stage of
her career.

his is one American film

producer’s view of actress
SUSAN HAMPSHIRE, now
filming with Cliff Richard.
“She will become an im-
portant star. To me, she's
onc of the most exciting
actresses in Britain today and
her blonde beauty s a
refreshing change from the
Italian girls)”

RANK SINATRA JNR,

who is currently tousing
here with the Tommy
Dorsey band, used no family
influence to get the contract
with his father’s old band.

Without giving his name,
he asked leader Sam Donahue
to hear him try a number or
two Wwhen the band was
appearing at Disncyland a
year or so ago—and was an
immediate success.

Gu,iding light  behind
QU BILLY FURY, who is
brilliantly interviewed by
disc-jockey Alan Freeman in
“rave” this month, is im-
presario Larry Parnes. It
was he who master-minded,
with John Kennedy, the
carcer of Tommy Stecle.

Yet Parnes, whose “stable”
of artists was once famous—
it included Tommy, Billy,
Marty Wilde, Duffy Power,
Dickie Pride, Vince Eager
and several others—tells me:

page 54 o o



0
With the world at their
feet, how do the boys
with the golden touch
see tomorrow ?

# .
PAUL: Inves.t—‘and then enjoy JOHN: Writing and producing films
making my kind of music .. . that's the life for me
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GEORGE: | want to be quoted RINGO: I'll run a fleet of hire
on the stock exchange cars, because | love driving
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ol was shattered.——they STILL day~dream’

othing about the Beatles can surprisc
me! Or so I thought. But I admit they
shook me when T discovered they
STILL day-dream. Not about chart
success any more—but they dream just
as much as they ever did. Wondering
what excitements tomorrow will bring.
Paul, John, George, Ringo and I were
talking about it the other afternoon.
They were supposed to be packing for
their trip to Pans, But, as the discussion

grew more serious and more frank, litde

v work was done. k ‘

S  Scated on a long settec in their Mayfair

é flat, the boys summed up their feelings:

o *Peter, if it suddenly fizzled out, well . . .

= it’s still been a lot of fun.

; “ife've been skint before. But now

5 we've banked enough money to be able

b= to try other things we've thought about”.

o Such as? i

>- John Lennon mused. “‘Sometimes I

@ feel I'd like to try something coynplctcly

v different. Like film directing, for instance.

& Don't know whether I'd be any good,

= but it appeals to me.

3 “Sort of moulding a lot of different
things into a complete entertainment.
There’d be less of the limelight, but I
wouldn’t mind.

] should really learn to play piano
properly. I can just about control both
hands at once at the moment. But ic'd
help a lot... : )

“D'you know, I think I get 2 bigger
kick out of writing words and music

than actually being up therc on stage?

The trouble is, I'm dead lazy. You need

’ -

The bar Is meant to keep the fans at arm's length ... put it doesn't always work

discipline to write—and I'm too casily
sidetracked,” he grinned.

“Yes, I’m lazy”, he admitted. ‘“That’s
why I plan to buy a house—on¢ completely
detached, standing in its own grounds.
That way I can get away from everyone
when I fecl like it. No distractions at all.
Then I think I could write more.

“pgul and 1 want to writc a Stage
musical. That’s a must. Maybe it'll be
about Liverpool. But it would be the
lot. .. words, music, story. Of oourse,
you need time for that.

“Also, I’d like to get our own kind of
humour across properly. We often get
quoted on gags ... but it docsn’t sound
the same. We're the ones who really
understand it”. He paused for a long
swig at his drink.

Paul, though largely involved in the
daydreams of John, wants to usc his
meney wisely. He told me: “I'd like to
sce some sort of return for what I've
carned. My brother, Mike, is in a
hairdressing business, Maybe I could
invest there. But I can’t imagine being
cut off from music.

“Ird hurt, somehow., I get fed up
with playing guitar and just singing. I
think I’ll learn to play trumpet properly.
Or maybe piano. But it all fizzles out.
No time, you scc.

“But the trouble is that I enjoy the
fun. I like this life. Yes, I could buy a
business and then enjoy just making my
own kind of music.”

The telephone rang, scaring through
our conversation. Paul, always the

cncrgcli’c Beatle, sprang fo his feet to
answer it.

John took advantage of the interruption
to say: ‘“That's another dream of mine.
To own some clothing stores, Just
providing the best gear. I'd probably
buy most of it myself... that's where
most of my money gocs nowadays.”

There was a short silence as Paul
padded back to his scat and announced
that he had turned the percolator on.

“Good . . . coffee”, muttered George,
who up until then had been living up to

eI
U.S. COPIES THEIR STYLE

The Beatles have begun a trend
in America—with their famous
hair. Film star Janet Leigh has
adopted the Beatle cut and the
idea is spreading fast.

Beauty editors of hundreds of
American papers have heen sent
how-to-do-it kits for the Beatle
hair style. It is all part of a came
paign for the group’s U.S. tele-
vision appearances.

e e e e e i =

his nickname of *‘the quiet one”.

Ringo Starr’s enthusiasm for women’s
hairdressing shops is well-known. He’s
dead serious about it. But he went
further: *‘I’m fascinated by cars. I love
driving, specially at night.

“So I'd like to buy ’em, try ’em—and
then use them in a car-hire business.
I’'d be the guv’nor. ‘

““There’s a lot of money in it, you
know”’, he assured me solemnly.

“If T couldn’t be boss; I'd have to do
somcthing with my hands. I've always
liked things like basket-making, or pottery.
I like to sce something as the end product.
To be able to say ‘I did that!’

“The other week I took over the
second controls on a plane bringing us all
from Liverpool to London. For a moment
I thought about trying to become 8
pilot. The others talked me out of it.
I've also been talked out of becoming 8
racing driver!”’

Which left George Harrison. He
revealed: ““1 dream a lot. But 1 can’t
get away from guitars. I used to doodle
guitar shapes even when I was sup
to be doing sums at school. But I believe
that cash should be used to earn money.

“So I'd like to build up a really big
business. You know, have the shares
quoted on the Stock Exchange and so on:
A business tycoon, that’s me.

“Juggling with the production and
the sales and all that. Then just sit back
and let the others get on with it.

“I'd probably go off to places like

page 60 * '
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LOUISE DUNN -
Iris the gossip of
BBC's ‘Compact’ puts
some facts straight
in this rave interview

ME A
GISSI?

RAVE: Are you as big a
gossip . as you seem in
"COfnpaCt“?

LOUISE: Oh nol I'm not that
kind of porson at alll You
know, I'm a bit reserved. Not
exactly shy, but | don't make
friends easlily. lris is just the
opposite.

RAVE: What do you think
abou! gossips?

LOUISE: Oooh thai's a
question! | think gossiping
can be very dangerous,
especially when it's done
maliciously. It can cause &n
awful lot of unhappiness and
I'd hate anybody like that.
RAVE: Iris, how an earth did
you and Don (lris recently
married "Compact' television
cameraman Don Cameron)
manage fo keep your engage-

ment secret for nearly four
months?

LOUISE: As you can imagine,
it was terribly difficuit. Per-
haps the cagt are too involved
spotting budding romances
in the “Compact" offices, to
notice a true life one under
their noses.

Don and | were also very
firm. We agreed to virtually
ignore one another in the
studio. We didn't even sneak
sly winks when we thought
no one was watching.

Did you choose the engage-
ment ring? (Diamond and

ruby).
No, it was a marvellous
surprise . . . Don doesn't

belleve women should be
allowed anywhere near a
Jowellers.

Louise, we've seen you a
number of times on “*Juke Box
Jury*. What kind of music do

you go for?

I'm going to be very un-
popular, but | don't go over-
board about groups.

I like Cliff Richard .
Adam Faith, too, but . . . |
really am square, aren'tl .. .?
I think Tommy Steele is the
best of them all, He's a
natural.

What about the Bealles?

I think they're quite exciting
. » . but then | still don't like
groups much,

ILISS LA IPITES LI IIITSS o

RAVE: Three of your col-
leagues in “‘Compacl’” have
made records, have you ever
thought of trying your hand
al singing ?

LOUISE: Good gracious ...
I've got a frightful volce . . .
and anyway, | haven't got &
groupl | don't thifk I°d ever
hit the charts.

Is there anything thal really
Irritates you?

I can't stand the pettiness
of a lot of modern females.
And the way they cock their
heads on one side and look
men over with eagle-eyed
glances. Many of them seem
to think the oniy thing they
have to do In life is to trick a
man into mairying them.

How much Iimportance do
you put on appearances?

Quite a lot. It's worth the
effort to make yourself look
attractive.  Although  my
figure's far from text book
measurements, | always
spend a great deal of time
and thought on what | wear
and how [ look.

RAVE: Louise, If you weren'
a successful aclress what
would you most like to be?
LOUISE: (Throwing her arms
in the air) A piratel I'd love
to be a piratel

Takc a good, long look at this couple. Can their faces be
known in every home by the end of 19647 Could be. Th
are two newcomers, Keir Dullea and Janet Margolin, z/

Their impact on the American film scenc far outweighs their
acting experience. Both virtually novices, they were chosen fof
the leading roles of two mentally-disturbed teenagers in a smal) |
budget film, *“David and Lisa”,

The producers, who regarded it as a labour of love, were almost
as green as they were. Yet, incredibly, this off-beat, haungin
little film has won praise wherever it’s been shown. 8

The acting of Keir and Janct, who find their salvation in 2
growing love for cach other, is deeply touching. Both have carried
off best actor and actress awards for their performances.

On the practical side, it has already won Hollywood contracts
for Keir Dullea. He is now making two more films—*“Mail Ord
Bride* and *“The Thin Red Linc”. 5

Premicred in London recently, “David and Lisa is so out-ofs
the-rut it may be hard to find in local cinemas. But catch it if you
can. Tell me what you think.

Hargaret Hinrman




Buddy Holly -
a rare picture
taken during his
ATV Palladium
show on Sunday,
March 2, 1958.
kess than a

year later, he
was dead

uddy Holly can still' be a top

disc seller in TEN years®

time. The treasure trove of
his unissued tapes Is enough to
keep his name spinning. on mil-
lions of turntables at {east unti]
1974.

There have now been amassed
more, than forty never-before-
released tapes. All available for
issue and good enough to satisfy
hls most discriminating admirers,

When Buddy's plane plunged
into a snow-coveredfield in North
Carolina almost five years ago
the tragedy struck a chord in
hearts all over the world.

It was also the start of & boom
as big as anything, he had known
while alive.

The aptly titled "It Doesn’t
Matter Any More" set the pattern
of Buddy Holly's posthumous
8SuUCCess.

But Coral, the-company which
Issued it, added a cautious note,

Make the most of it, they sald,
because there aren't many more
where that came from.

Then more tapes which the
gsinger had left behind came to
light.

Many of them have been
tracked down by Buddy's mother,
Mrs. Ella Holley, who now devotes
her life to preserving the memory |
of her famous son.

Others came to light as she
patiently followed up reports that

| several of her son's friemds had

kept practice tapes:

Mrs. Holley spent weeks track-
ing them down. Her reward —
thirty songs that the world never
knew existed.

A dozen more were found in
the recording studlo in New
Mexico, where Buddy made most
of his early successes.

What is the secret of Holly's
fantastic appeal?

Over to Buddy Holly addict,
Roger Taylor of Loughton, Essex;

“There seems to be a part.of
Buddy's character in all his
records.

“There always was and always
will be just one Buddy Holly."

This will still be true in ten
years time,

Clive Allen
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PICTURES BY
DAVID REDFERN

hree No. 1 records is a cross I have to

bear. Not that I'd dream of complain-

ing. But it makes things tough when
yon have to make the next record and you
know cveryone expects that to shoot to the
top, too,

Time and again our achievement had
stared out at us from the pages of the
musical papers. They said: “Gerry and
the Pacemakers are the first British group
ever to get their first three records to the
top of the charts™.

Words can’t describe how we feel about
our success. It makes things a bit frighten-
ing, though. For instance, this recording

session had been looming over us for some
time. When we walked into the studio
the moment of truth had arrived.

With a reputation like ours, it made a
follow-up all the harder to get right. I
honestly belicve that at the moment we
work harder on recordings than any other
artst. We have to,

Crikey! Even after getting three numbes
ones, people are still going to think we're
finished if our fourth record doesn’t make

the top. It's one of the penaltics of

SUCCLSS.
It took us about three hours to get the
whole record completed that afternoon.

That included the piano and ¢
tracks, t00. We had more than rwh:ﬂr;l-
separate tries at the song before we were
all satisfied.

I wrote “I'm The One” on a train 1o
Lowestoft. 1 wanted to put all the things
into a song that a bloke like me would say
to his girl.

Belicve me, it’s hard enough writing
songs on trains. But the pressure of three
chart-toppers on your shoulders doesn’t
exactly inspire ideas,

A year ago, I was a record buyer, just
like most people my age. I didn’t mean 3
thing in pop music. I bought other



reat . . . until you are forced to live up to it

It was all over in three tension-
packed hours. Gerry's vital fourth
hit was in the can. But the more
chart toppers he cuts the greater the
strain to keep it up. The anxiety
shows in these exclusive pictures
taken during the session at

EMI's London studios
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people’s records, never daring to hope
that soon [ would be in the charts mysclf.

Now I will only record numbers that
Gerry Marsden the record collector would
buy. That puts me on the same plane as
the pcoPIc who made “How Do You Do y
It?”, “I Like It” and “Walk Alonc”
successful, /

We must have looked worried at that
session, you know. Somcone said to me:
“Relax. If this onc gets to the top too,
you'll make your own achievement harder
to beat”,

That’s true. 121l be murder thinking in
terms of chart-topper No. !



ALAN FREEMAN

e - e—

HEART TOHEART
withthe famous

THE FIRST OF 'RAVE'S' SPARKLING NEW
SERIES BY BRITAIN'S ‘MR POP PICKER’

THE BILLY NO ONE KNOWS

television. I play his records on my

programmes and listen to them for re-
laxation. I've interviewed him on TV, too.
But how can you reveal a person’s true
character in less than thirty seconds?

It takes longer than that to get to know
someonc. Billy in ?m'u’culzur‘,I For you see,
pop pickers, there's a lot gocs on behind
those smouldering decp set eyes of his.
He doesn’t say much and his cxpression
is usually serious.

That's why I invited Billy 1o my flat
one Sunday cvening. A he stepped over
the threshold [ saw a Billy Fury not many
people know.

He was off duty. His fair hair was
ruffied, his eyes danced with gaicty and
happincss. He scemed the opposite to his
normal image!

I showed him round my flat until the
coffee was rcady. Then we sat down and

I‘w: seen Billy Fury countless times on

charted. Billy, normally so quict, talked
and talked. He told me how excited he is
about his new interest—breeding chihua-
huas.

Then he confided that his next off-stage-
ambition is to buy part of an old boat and
add to it. He scemed so enthusiastic about
his spare time that I asked him: “Are you
happy in show business, Billy?”

His laughing eyes lit up. “Yes, of
course”, he rephed.

“But have you always been happy?” I
asked. Immediately | realised I had struck
somcthing for those cxpressive cyes
dimmed.

“No, 1 haven't always been happy,
Alan", he admitted. “When [ was at
home, before 1 entered show business, 1
had a lot of jobs that led to nothing.”

This prompted me 1o ask about his
family. *“I've got onc brother, Albert
Edward, who lives at home with my mum

and dad. Albert drives a heavy truck,
delivering meat.”

Billy spoke with some pride about his
folks. I wondered if Albert had any show
business ambitions, too. “‘Hc’s nincteen”,
Billy told me. *And he’s quite a2 good
singer.”

I asked Billy: “Is ke better than you?™-
and this raised a smile,

“1 don’t know", he replied. “But it’s
not a bad idea for somcone to give him a
recording test. He's said once or twice
that he’d like to go into show business,

“I've never really encouraged him be-
fore, but I am now. I think he'll do ajl
right.”

I asked Billy to tell me more about those
jobs that made him so unhappy because
they Jed to nothing. “I hate dead-end
jobs™, he said.

“My first was like that—I was a hotting
lad. T used to heat rivets and throw them
to the riveter, That was a dead end, |
realised, so after six months 1 changed.”

He paused to sip his coffee. “Then |
thought I'd really struck lucky. I got a
job in a drawing office, sketching plans of
steel girders and things,

“But there was 2 snag. My employers
told me [ had to go to night school 1o
Jearn the trade—and 1 didn’t dig that.

“I’d had enough of school, see”, he
said. “So 1 kidded them 1 was going to
night classes, But they found out the
truth and [ got the sack.”

Those eyes had lost their light, bur



Billy was still talking freely. “I went on
the dole for a month”, he said, almost
ashamed.

“I used to hunt for jobs, but I wasn't
trying very hard. I didn’t really want one.”

There was silence in the room for a few
moments—and then Billy unexpectedly
laughed out loud. “Eventually I took a job
as a porter”, he chuckled. “Three pounds
a week—and 1 was morc like a horse,
carrying great boxes up and down hun-
dreds of steps without a lift.

“But do you want to know the real
reason I stuck it, Alan? Do you want to
know the truth?”

I told him I did.

“I was the only boy in the place. The
office was full of girls, and real smashers
some of them were, too,”

g Margo prompted
4 his first song

He lcaned forward in a confidential
way. “As 3 matter of fact, it was onc of
those girls who prompted me to write one
of my first songs. Her name was Margo
ang I guess I was infatuated with her.
But I was restless and I wanted pro-
motion. I was sick of humping those
boxes around. So ! asked to be trans-
ferred to another department. They told
me I could—but it meant I had to go to
night school again!”
Billy was laughing out Joud at his recol-
lections and I must say I found it funny,

too. How frustrating to lose two jobs that
seem absolutcly marvellous, just because
you don’t want to go back to school. But
what happened after that?

“I quit that job a few wecks later and
went to work on the tugs. We went up and
down the Mersey all day”, he recalled.
“The only -Mersey sound I know is the
gentle lapping of muddy waves against
the side of the boats!”

Billy became serious again as he told
me how this job gave him his first real
interest in music. “I'd been writing a few
songs and keeping the tunes in my head”,
he said.

“But onc of my mates on the tug taught
mc to play the guitar. [ was the galley-boy,
and I'd practise between preparing meals
and washing up.”

Silence again—so I poured some more
coffec. Two lumps for Billy. :

“Y’know, it was weird how I actually
got started”, he said. “One night I heard
there was a beat show starring Marty
Wiide at Birkenhead Essoldo, just across
the Mersey from my home in Liverpool.

“Now I dig Marty, always have done.
And I'd written a song called *Maybe To-
morrow’ with him in mind, So I thought
I would try my luck at getting in the
theatre.”

““So you put your guitar in its case and
off you went?” I guessed.

Billy grinned shecpishly. ‘“Actually, 1
kept it in a pillow-slip™, he confessed.

“When I got to the theatre, [ walked
right through the open stage door—there
was no onc there to keep people out”, he
said. “But as I walked down a passage a
suave cat in evening dress came up and
tried to throw me out.

“I explained who I was and what I
wanted—and the man, who turned out to
be Larry Parncs, took me in to mect
Marty. They both asked me 1o sing the
songs 1 had written.” :

A smile broke out on Billy's tense face
as he recalled his first round of applause,
“When I'd finished singing, 8 crowd of
fans outside Marty’s window started clap-
ping. I was thrilled—but that fecling was
replaced by one of amazement when Larry
told me he had arranged for me to go on
stage and sing them!”

I'm sure, pop pickers, you know what
happened next as Billy has told it often.
Sick with stage fright, he had to be pushed
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on stage by Larry to face a screaming
audience for the first time in his life.

“Honestly, I thought Marty or someone
had walked on, too®, he said. *I couldn’t
believe they were screaming at me. |
looked round and saw only my shadow in
the spotlight. It was a very strange
fecling.”

I asked Billy if that was the first time he
used his stage name. Don’t forget he was
plain Ronnic Wycherley then.

“Well, I wanted to be called Stean
Wade. I fancied that name”, he replied.
“Larry wanted me to be announced as
Stean Wychetley, He got his way because
the compere got my names mixed up!”

Z He raced off
stage — scared

Billy sang ‘“Maybe Tomorrow”, “Don’t
Knock Upon My Door”, and “Just Be-
cause”. The gudicnce went mad, appar-
ently. But did he go back for an encore?
Oh, no.

“I raced off that stage like an Olympic
sprinter”, he said. “Larry tried to push
me back into the spotlight but I wanted
to get as far away from that stage as
possible.

“Larry asked me to join the show at
Manchester the next night and I agreed.”

“Just like that?” I asked. “Yes, just like
that, Alan. It was a spot decision. 1 went
home and told my folks that I was lcaving
for a show business career and we had a
long talk about it. I went with their bless-
ing, although my dad said I'd never be a
singer.

“After a show at Manchester the next
night, Larry took me to London for a
recording test with Philips—which 1
failed”, said Billy.

“Part of the trouble was due to the fact
that I'd flown to London with Larry,
Marty, Vince Eager and somebody clsc.
I"d been so sick on my maiden flight that
I used up their little brown bags as well
as my own!

“Anyway, the recording test was a dis-

appoingment and I thought of asking Larry

it I could just do shows and not bother
about records! But I got a recording con-
tract eventually, in an off-beat way.

“I had a small part in a television play
and all I had to do was to sing ‘Maybe

Tomorrow’ and strum my guitar. The o
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next day I got a phone call from Larry
who told me all the record companics
wanted to see me.”

The rest is pretty well chronicled, i1sn't
ir? Billy recorded **Maybe Tomorrow™ for
Decca, and it was a hit.

“Do you know, ] was sitting in a bus
travelling down London’s Oxford Strect
just after I'd been told the record had
sold 1,200 copics in a week”, he recalled.

“It scomed a huge number to me. [
thought therc was a good chance that
someone on that bus had bought a copy!

“{ almost wanted to stand up and shout:
“ff anyone’s got “Maybe ‘Tomorpow" in,
their bag, I’m the guy who sings it!’

“Well, T was in the hit parade. I began
an cight-day tour as a professional enter-
tainer—and promptly died a death.

“] was so bad that Larry gavc mc 3
terrible dressing down in front of some
other people in the show.

“Every day he rang the touring manager
for a progress report on me, I improved !

“You see, onc of the last things Larry
had said to me was: ‘If you don't get any
better, you're out on your car.’ 4 )

The telephone rang, breaking Billy's
chain of thought. While [ answered, he
prepared some more coffee.,

T hosec deep-sct cycs were smiling again,
smiling as we talked about his carcer and
how everything turned out Al

“\What do you sec for yoursclf in the
future?” 1 asked. Billy had a ready
answer for that. It may be that I'll turn
to jazz and blues singing’, he said. “I'd
like that. I've got a fevl for jt. 1 want to
scriously explore the acting field, as well.”

Soon, too soon, he rose to leave. As 1
helped him with his coat, | felt that | had
really delved into the mystery that is Billy
Fury. “You know, I've told you lots of
things that nobody ever knew about me
before™, he said.

“I¢’s been good to talk to you about my
«carly days, I guess if sometimes I scem a
itle silent and moody you'll understand,
knowing my background.”

itha senspousshdke of champagne

curls the beaunful Kathy Kirby
said to me: *Of course I'm looking
for a man.”

Now anybody-giving Kaghy's frame
the slightest inspection must admit
this is surprising. Bus she Jastily
explained:

“Pye been so busy working that |
haven't had a chance to get to know
people properly

“\What chance has a girl got of find-
ing a mate when she’s ouﬁ? ot time
for a handshake?

“So fur, I haven’t had a chance 10
mect anyone I could fall in love with.
“That's how I’we managed to reach 23
and stay single.”

p ‘-?".hat-sormf man is Kathy looking
or?

*1 don't lay down any hard and fast
rules,” she replied cautiously. “My
ideal, man would have been someone
like the late President Kennedy but
when you're looking for romance you
can never be sure what kind of man
it wilb come from.” 1

Lush life
Curvaccous  Kathy, first of owr
modern fedt hot mommas, feads theé
lush life in-a smart Mayfair flat that
once belofiged to Marion Ryan,

The “Stars and Garters” pro-
gramme has helped to build her ag
the sexiest of symbols, But look be-
neath the make-up and Passion Flame
lipstick and you'll find a litgle girl lost.

“} was broken-hearted when I dis-
goyered that somebody else had:made
another version of my record ‘Secret
fLove’,” she told me,

«] cried and cried like 4 child who'd
been cheatdd at Christmas, [Fve never
been so disappointed?”

Topper
But in spite of the unexpected com-
petition and in spite of the fact that
girl _singcfs move like treacle up the
charts, Kathy’s “Segfict Love” ook
her almost to.the top of the tree.
Kathy Kitby isn't sofr—she kmows
what she wants (she started singing
lessons when she was nine and began
singing with dance banils at 14).
%P’m rich enough now to buy all
the things 1 nced. I'm hoping to ex-
pand my carcer into international
cabaret and films=certainly my work-
ing lifc isn’t shore of extitement.”
When it comes to secret wishes
though, Kathy has onc that remains
unfulfilled—10 be able to curl up in
front of the fire with a nice €08y mans
of her owny
Time, and perhaps  you, <an
remedy that,

Bill Spicer

Whe S

isthe ..~
man for | s
Kathy?
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“gn this plzniss is much
I rislco.” The words came
softly through the thick
brown moustache, The hard
black eyes moved slowly over
Bond's faccand down to Bond’s
hands which were carcfully
shredding a papet mawch on
which was printed Albergo
Colomba d'Oro.

James Bond felt the inspec-
tion. The same surreptitious
examination had been goingon
since he had met the man two
hours before at the rendezvous
in the Excelsior bar.

Bond had been 1old to look
for a man with a heavy mous-
tache who would be sitting by
himself drinking an Alexandra.
Bond had been amused by this
secret recognition signal.

The creamy, feminine drink
was so much cleverer than the
folded newspaper, the flower
in the buttonhole, the yellow
gloves that were the hoary,
slipshod call-signs between
agents. It had also the great
merit of being able to opcrate
alone, without its owner. And
Kristatos had started off with a
little test.

When Bond had come into
the bar and jooked round there
had been perhaps twenty
people in the room. None of
them had a moustache. Buton
a corner table at the far side of
the tall, discreet room, flanked

a saucer of olives and
another of cashew nuts, stood
the tall-stemmed glass of cream
and vodka. Bond went stralght
over to the table, pulled out a
chair and sat down.

The waiter came. “‘Good
evening, sir. Signor Kristatos
is at the telephone.”

Bond nodded. ‘A Negroni.
With Gordon's, please.”

The waiter walked back to
the bar. “Negroni, Uno.
Gordon's.”

“] am so sorry.” The big
hairy hand picked up the amall
chair as if it had been as light
as a matchbox and swept it

under the heavy hips. “I had ;

20 have a word with Alfredo.”

There had been no hand-
shake. These were old ac-
quaintances. In the same line
of busi_ncss, probably. Some-
thing like import and export,
The younger onc looked
American. No, Not with those
clothes. English,

Bond returned the fast serve.
“How's his litle boy?"”

The black eyes of Signor
Kristatos narrowed. Yes, they
had said this man was a pro-
fessional. He spread his hands,
*Much the same, What can you
expect?”

"Pollo is a terrible thing.”

The Negroni came. The
two men sat back comfortably,

A ‘rave’ scoop! First British magazine to
serialise this power-packed lan Fleming story

JAMES (107 BOND

sets out to smash a narcotics ring. It's his most

ILLUSTRATION BY H. LINDFIELD



- -

cach one satisfied that he had
10 do with a man in the same
league, This was rare in *The
Game’, So many times, before
one had even started on a tan-

dem assignment like this. one

had lost confidence in the
vutcome,

There was so oftem, at least
in Bond's imagination, a faint
smell of burning in the air at
such a rendezvous. He knew it

for the sign that the fringe of

thrilling task yet. Risky? Call it —

his cover had already started to
smoulder. In duc course the
smouldering fabric would burst
into flames and he would be
brifé. ‘Then the game would be
up and he would bave to deade
whether to pull our or wait and
get shot at by somecone. But at
this mecting there had been no
fumbling.

Later that cvening, at the
little restaurant off the Piazza
di Spagna called the Colomba

Bond took

the girl's elbow. She

jerked herself free.

“All men are pigs,"’

she said angrily

d'Oro, Bond was smused 10
find that he was sull on pro-
bation. Kristatgs was still
watching and weighing him,
wondering if he could be
trusted.

This remark about the risky
businesswasasncaras Knistatos
had so far got to admiting that
there existed any business be-
tween the two of them. Bond
was cncouraged. He bad not
rcally belleved in Krstatos.
But surely all these precaations
could only mean that M’s in-
wition had paid off—that
Kristatos knew something big.

Bond dropped the last shred
of match into the ashiray. He
said mildly: "I was once
taught that any business that
pays morc than ten per ceni or
1s conducted after mie o’clock
at aight is a dangerous business.,

“The business which brings
us together pays up to onc
thousand per cent and is con-
ducted almost exclusively at
night. On both coumts i js
obviously a risky business,”
Bond lowered his voice. *Funds
arc available. Dollars, Swiss
francs, Venczuclin bolivars—
anything convenient,”

“*That makes me glad. T have
slready too much lire.” Signor
Kristatos picked up the follo
menu. “But let us feco on
something. Onc should not
decide important pizaiss on a
hollow stomach."

A week carlier M had sent
for Bond, M was in a bad
temper. “Got anything on,
007?»

“Only paper work, sir.”

“What do you mecan, only
paper work?” M jerked his
pipe towards his loaded in-
tray. “Who hasn't got paper
work ?"

“l meant nothing active,
sir.”
“Well, say so0." M picked up
a bundle of dark red files ued
together with tape and slid
them so sharply across the desk
that Bond had to caich them.
‘And here's some more paper
work, Scotland Yard stuff
mostly—their narcotics people.
Wads from the Home Office
and the Ministry of Health,
and some nice thick reports
from the International Opium
Control pcople in Geneva.
Take it away and rcad it.
You’ll need today and most
of tonight. Tomorrow you fly
to Rome and get after the big
men. Is thar clear?”

Bond said that it was. The
statc of M’s temper was also
explained. There was nothing
that made him morc angry than
having to divert his staff from
their primary duty. This duty
was cspionage, and when
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necessary sabotage and sub-
version. Anything elsc was a
misuse of the Service and of
Secret Funds which, God
knows, were meagre cnough.

“Any questions?” M’s jaw
stuck out like the prow of a
ship. The jaw seemed to tell
Bond 1o pick up the fles apd
get the hell out of the office
and let M move on o some-
thing important.

Bond knew that a part of all
this—if only a small part—was
an act. M had certain bees in
his bonnet. They were famous
in the Scrvice, and M knew
they were. But that did not
mean that he would allow them
1o stop buzzing,

There were queen bees, like
the misuse of the Service, and
the scarch for truc as distinet
from wishful intelligence, and
there were worker bees. These
included such idiosyncrasies as
notemployingmenwith beards,
or those who were completely
bi-lingual, instantly dismissing
men whotricd tobring pressure
to bear on him through family
relationships with members of
the Cabinet, mistrusting men
or women who were too
‘dressy’, and those who called
him ‘siz” off-duty; and having
an exaggerated faith in Scots-
men. But M was ironically
conscious of his obsessions, as,
thought Bond, a Churchill or a
Montgomery wercabout theirs,

He never minded his blufi,
as it partly was, being catled on
any of them. Morcover, he
would never have dreamed of
sending Bond out on an assign>
ment without proper briefing.

Bond knew all this. He said
mildly: “Two things, sir. Why
arc we taking this thing on,
and what lead, if any, have
Station I .got towards the
people involved in it?"

M gave Bond a hard, sour
look. He swivelled his chailr
sideways so that he oould
watch the high, scudding
October clouds through the
broad window,

He reached out for his pipe,
blew through it sharply, and
then, as if this action had let off
the small head of stcam, re-
placed it gently on the desk.
When he spoke, his voice was
patient, reasonable. As you
can imaginc, 007, 1 do not wish
the Service to become involved
in this drug business. Earlier
this year | had to take you off
other dutics for a fortnight so
that you could go to Mexico
and chase off that Mexican
grower. You ncarly got your-
self killed. I sent you as a
favour to the Special Branch.

“When they asked for you
again 1o tackle this Italian gang

I refused. Ronnie Vallance o o
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y & went behind my back to the

Homie Office and the Ministry
of Health. The Ministers
pressed me. I said that you
were nceded here and that 1
had no one clse to sparc. Then
the two Ministers went to ¢
PMY M paused. “And that
was that. I must say the PM
was very persuasive, Took the
line that heroin, in the quanti-
ties that have been coming in,
is an instrument of psycho-
logical warfare—that it saps a
country's strength.

“He said he wouldn’t be sur-
prised to find that this wasn't
just a gang of Italians out to
make big monecy—that sub-
version and not moncy was at
the back of it.” M smiled
sourly. “I expect Ronnic Val-
lance thought up that linc of
argument. Apparently his nar-
cotics people have been having
the devil of a time with the
traffic—trying to stop it getwting
a hold on the teenagers as it
has in America.

“Seems the dance halls and
the amusement arcades are full
of pedlars. Vallance’s Ghost
Squad have managed to pene-
trate back up the line to onc of
the middle-men, and there's 1o
doubt it’s all coming from
Italy, hiddenin Italian tourists’
cars. Vallance has done what
he can through the [talian
police and Interpol, and' got
nowhere.

*“They get so far back up the
pipe-line, mrrest a few Jitte
people, and then, when they
seem to be getting near the
centre, there's a blank wall.
The inner ring of distributors
are too frightened or too well
paid.l:

Bond interrupted, *Perhaps
there's protection somewhere,
sir. That Montesi business
didn’t look so good.”

‘M shrugged ‘impatiently,
“Maybe, moybe. And you'll
have to watch out for that too,
but my impression is that the
Montesi case resulted in a
pretty extensive clean-up. Any-
way, when the PM gave me
the order to get on Wiath it, it
occurred to me to have a talk
with Washington. CIA were
very helpful. You know the
Narcotics Burcau have a team
in Italy. Have had ever since
the War.

“They’re nothing to do with
CIA—rmun by the American

Treasury Department, of all
people. The Ametican Treas-
ury control a so-called Sccret
Service that looks after drug
smuggling and counterfeiting.
Pretty crazy arrangement,
Often wonder what the FBI
must think of it. However,” M
slowly swivclled his chair away
from the window, He linked his
hands behind his head and
leaned back, looking across the
desk at Bond.

“The point is that the CIA
Rome Station works pretty
closely with this little narcotics
team. Has to, to prevent
crossed lines and so on. And
CIA—Alan Dulles himsclf, as
a matter of fact=—gave me the
name of the top narcotics agent
used by thc Bureau. Appar-
ently he's a double. Does a
litile smuggling as cover. Chap
called Kristatos.

*Dulles said that of course
he couldn’t involve his people
in any way and he was pretty
certain the Treasury Depart-

ment wouldn't welcome their

Rome Burean playing too
closely with us. But he said
that, if I wished, he would get
word to this Kristatos that one
of our, er, best men would like
to make contact with a view 10
doing busincss,

41 said I would much appre-
ciate that, and yesterday I got
word that the rendezvous is
fixed for the day after to-
morrow.” M gestured towards
the files in front of Bond.
“You'll find all the details in
there." .

There was a brief silence in
the room. Bond was thinking
that the whole affair sounded
unpleasant, probably danger-
ous and certainly dirty. With
the last quality in mind, Bond
got to his feetand picked up the
files. “All right, sir. It looks
like money. How much will we
pay for the traffic to stop?”

M let his chair tip forward.
He put his hands flat down on
the desk, side by side. He said
roughly; “A hundred thousand
pounds, In -any currency.
That's the PM’s figure. But 1
don't want you to get hurt
Ceruainly not picking other

people’s coals out of the fire. So

you can go up to another
hundred thousand if there’s
bad trouble. Drugs are the
biggest and tightest ring In
crime.”” M reached for his in-

basket and took out a file of
signals, Withour looking up he
said: *“Look after yourself.”

Signor Kristatos picked up
the menu. He said: **I do not
beat about bushes, Mr. Bond.
How much?”

“Fifty thousand pounds for
onc hundred per cent results.”

Kristatos said indifferently:
“Yes. Those are important
funds. 1 shall have melon with
prosciutto ham and a chocolate
ice-cream. 1 do not cat greatly
at night. These people have
thfjt own Chianti, [ commend
it.

The waiter came and there
was a brisk rattle of Italian.
Bond ordered Tagliatelli Verdi
with a Genoese sauce which
Kristatos said was improbably
concocted of basil, garlic and
fir cones. f

When the waiter had gone;
Kristatos sat and chewed silent-
ly on a wooden toothpick. His
face gradually became dark and
glum as if bad weather had

come 10 his mind. The black,
hard eyes that glanced rest-
lessly at cverything in the
restaurant  cxocept  Bond,
giittered.

Bond gucssed that Kristatos
was wondering whether or not
to betray somebody, Bond said
ciicouragingly : *‘In ccrtain cir-
cumstances, there® might be
more.”

Kristatos scemed to make
up his mind. He said: “So?”

JHe pushed back his chair and

got up. “Forgive me, I must
visit the toiletta.”” He turned
and walked swiftly lowards the
back of the restaurant,

Bond was suddenly hungry
and thirsty. He poured out a
large glass of Chianti and
swallowed half of it. He broke
a roll and began cating, smoth-
ering cach mouthfu] with deep
vellow butter. He wondered
why rolls and butter are
delicious only in France and
Italy. There was nothing else
on his mind. It was just a
question of waiting.

He had oconfidence in
Kristatos, He was a big, solid
man who was trusted by the
Americans. He was probably
making some telephone call
that would be decisive. Bond
felt in good spirits. He watched
the passers-by through the
plate-glass window.

A man selling onc of the
Party papers went by on a
bicycle. Flying from the basket
in front of the handlebars was
a pennant. In red on white it
said: PROGRESSO? — 81! —AvV-
vENTURI?—Nol Bond smiled.
That was how it was. Let.t so
remain for the rest of the
assignment.

On the far side of the square,
rather plain room, at the
corner table by the caisse, the
plump fair-haired girl with the
dramatic mouth said to the
jovial good-living man with the
thick rope of spaghetti joining
his face to the plate: “He has a
rather cruel smile. But he is
very handsome. Spies aren’t
usually so good-looking. Are
you sure you arc right, mein
Tiubchen?”

~ The man's tecth cut through
the rope. He wiped his mouth
on a napkin already streaked
with tomato sauce, belched
sonorously and said: '‘Santos
is never wrong about these
things. He has a nose for spies.
That is why I chose him as the
permanent tail for that bastacd
Kristatos, And who e¢lse but a
spy would think of spending an
evening with the pig? But we
will make sure.”

The man took out of his
pocket one of those cheap tin
spappers that are sometimes
given out, with paper hats and
whistles, on camival nights. It
gave onc sharp click. The
maitre d'hidtel on the far side
of the room stopped whatever
he was doing and hurried over.

*Si{, padrone.”

The man beckoned. The
maitre d’hotel went over and
received the whispered instruc-
tions. He nodded briefly,
walked over to a doot near the
kitchens marked UFFICIO, and
went in and closed the door
behind him.

Phase by phase, in a scries
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dusk outside. But when Billy J.

Kramer came in he was beaming the
widest grin you cver saw, Life was good
for Billy, 1 figured.

Twelye months in full ume show
business and already a star. A big star.

Many people might think it had all been
casy. Dead casy for Billy. Yet | knew there
had been a time when it hadn'tbeen casy':
2 time of working and struggling and
getting nowhere.

1 wanted his own full, true story of thosc
days. The blue days of Billy J. Kramer. ...

So when he sat down, [ said, “I'd like
to know about the beginning of you and
show business. The very beginning. The
tough times, the heartaches . . . that's if
you don’t mind talking about them.”

Alrcady Billy's face had taken on a
scrious, carnest look, His voice was quiet,
its tone decply sincere, as he started to
give his answer. . ...

“Talk about those days? I’'m glad to do
it. I want to put the record straight—so
no-onc cver thinks it’s been roscs all the
way. The start? The real start was years
'n’ years ago. When I was just a kid. . . ."

Only dreams

He remembers he was 12 years old
when he decided to do something about
the drcam that had been building up
inside him: the dream that he would
become a star one day.

All he did was to start saving for 2
guitar, Maybe that doesn’t sound much.

But when you are 12 years old it means
you give the go-by to the sweets 'n’ comics,
the football matches 'n’ the Saturday
morning flicks. Those things you leave 10
the other kids.

“I'd been saving six months and had
about three quid when my folks found
out. Annoyed? Not them. They said how
much more did I need. :

“It was two pounds five, They gave 1f

Thc gloom of winter. Rain piercing the
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He remembers the nights when he
would leave his home and just walk and
walk -wherever his feet happened to
take him. Walking alone with his thoughts...

ue days of Billy J

began to look up. It took time—but the
day camc when we could rate ourselves

BY DICK TATHAM : PART 1

me. T got my first guitar just in time for
Christmas, 1955.

“My folks doing that for me: it’s some-
thing I’ll never forget. Later I'd like to
tell you more about mum and dad. But
Now I'd like to skip to August 19, 1958...."

That was when he became 15 years old.
It was also the day he started work as a
British Railways apprentice. His money
Was £2 a week. But he had alrcady decided
'0 start saving again.

At 15, he knew he had to have a real
Mmusician’s guitar. This onc was going to
Cost £60. . . .

“Once again my folks chipped in. Paid
the last £12. The guitar was a Hofner,
Smashing job! I felt on top of the world
When I got it home and started making a

it of music. . . ,

“There was this mate of minc—Ray
Doherty. Lived in the next road to me.
We began kicking numbers around to-
8¢ther. Sort of Everly fashion. Mainly in
his front parlour when his folks were out.

“After a while we scraped up enough to
buy a sccond-hand amplifier. Both used
o plug into it. . ..

“The months went by and I made
$everal trics ar getting started with groups.
None of them came to anything much.

, “My contact with Ray is important,

Cos cventually we teamed up with three

Other fellers living in the same district—

One being my cousin, Arthur Ashton, This

%as the group that in time became the
asters.

“For a while we rehearsed at my place.
My folks didn’t mind. But the neighbours
did. Can't say I blamed ’em: we used to
Whip up a fair old storm.

“So we scouted round and did a deal

Vividly he remembers another occasion
when he fixed tea. It was midnight and
he was far too excited to sleep

with asmall local club. They let us rehearse
there. In return, we played at their
Saturday night do.”

Came their first cflorts to get off the
ground. The auditions. And, after ncarly
cach of them, the thumbs-down. . . .

“I don’t wonder at it. The sound we
made was pretty chronic. Qur equipment
didn’t help. It was old and battered.
Something had to be done about it.

‘“Well, we started getting a few dates,
Maybe a fiver a time for the lot of us,
Most of that went on buying new gear,

“What with that and our playing
getting better with cxperience, things

onc of the best-known groups in Liverpool.

*I thought that was great. But as more
and more months went by, I started to
worry. Where vwas I getting?

“We were knocking oursclves out—
playing at nights and doing day jobs. But
there didn’t seem any future in it.

“Don’t forget this was long before the
Liverpool boom. TV dates. Big package
tours. A disc contract. These were the
things I wanted, I figured I had as much
chance of getting them as piloting a space
ship, .. .”

Deep in the blues. The nagging, scaring

thought that his drcam of fame might e @
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never be more than that. Might never
come truc atall. . .. y _

He remembers the nights when he
would leave his home and just walk and
walk—wherever his fect happened to take
him. Walking alope with his thoughts,
hoping to hit on some way out of the dead
end.

“Some mights I would walk miles. [
wouldn’t get to bed till the carly hours.
Even then I would lie awake and wrestle
with the problem.”

‘The longer he carried on at the British
Railways workshop, the meore restless he
grew. He might be watching a machine
or stripping down some piece of gear—
andall the time he would be thinking about
showbusiness and wondering what it was
like when you were a star. ]

“] kept telling the fellers I worked with
I was sure to leave onc day. Onc day
soon . . . I said it so often they started to
take the mickey, They didn’t know how
much I meant it.

“In the end it was the railway decided
things, Brought them right to a head. The

superintendent told me one day I was duc
to be switched to Crewe.,

“That would mean leaving home.
Quitting the Liverpool music scene. I
kicked at the idea. But I couldn’t turn in
my job just like that.

“My money after four years was only
£5 125, But I was an indentured appren-
tice. That meant good pay later on and a
hundred per cent security. How would I
feel if I threw all this up—and fell flat on
my face in show busincss?”

January 7, 1963—a Monday. That was
his deadline. He remembers it was the
Thursday before when he went for a final,
decisive talk with someonc he had met
through performing at the Cavern. Brian
Epstein.

“We met at ninc o’clock at the White
Star—a pub near the Cavern. We were
still talking at chucking-out time.

“Brian told me he would manage me if
I wished and would see I didn’t starve!
But he wanted me to talk to my parents
first.

“It was getting on for midnight when 1

It's been @ hard struggle to reach the point where his

appearance really matters, But now his future looks sel

got home. My folks were in bed. But
somchow I kad 1o get things scttled then
and there.”

He recalls so vividly going up the stairs
—his pulse seeming to beat three times as
fast as normal—and tapping on his
parents” door.
~ “Mum...Dad...CanI talk to you?
It’s important . . .”* He remembers his
father calling back, Sure, son.. . . Better
make some tea . . ."”

“So I fixed the tea and took it upstairs
and we sat round drinking it and talked
the whole thing over. Now I think the
world of my folks—and never more so
than I did that night.”

Good luck

Maybe some parents would have led off
about it being daft to give up a steady job
—and about show business being a wild
gamble. But there was none of that jazz.

“Know what dad said? He told me,
‘Son, you’ve given a lot of time to your
music. A lot of money. A lot of hard work.
It would be a real shame to see it all
wasted. If you want to make show business-
your carees, good Juck to you.’

“Mum said that went for her, too. So
that wasit!

“But we still talked on and on and it was
two o’clock before I hit the hay. But !
didn’tslecp. I was too excited, Next morn-
ing 1 phoned and 10ld Brian. The super-
intendent? I decided to put off telling him
till the Monday.”

The laughs at work. The sheer dis-
belief . . . *“ You'll never give in your notice,
Billy. Who you trying to kid?” For 3
while he thought they might be night.
Making the break wasn’t so casy.

“1'd been clocked in two hours before I
told myself it was now or never. Maybe I
was nervous before I went on for ‘Sunday
Night at the London Palladium’ Ilast
October. But that was nothing compared
with the way 1 felt about facing thé
superintendent,

~“I went out of the workshop, through
the yard, across the railway tracks to somé
stairs, At the top of the stairs was the
superintendent’s office. . . .”

W What happened next? On Feb-
ruary 27, there'll be a new ‘rave's
Read about Billy as a star . . . About
the things that have thrilled him most
in show biz ... About how he feels
when he faces an audience. . . .

Billy also talks about his brothers
and sisters—and how he has found it
being the youngest of seven.

And when he reveals the person he
most wants to meet, we reckon you'ré
in for a big, big surprise.



BILLY J. KRAMER
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rom the sun-drenched shores of Sitges

to chalets at Corfu, snowy ski-slopes

in the Swiss Alps and the mysterious
alleyways of the Casbah.

Fifteen yecars ago, these resorts would
have been beyond most people’s reach.
But now, four-and-a-half million
Britishers take holidays abroad.

Entertainers almost always head for the
sun. Usually they book at short notice.
We have to plan ahead.

Look around for a travel bargain (prob-
ably from onc of the big agencies) and for
little more than the cost of a fortnight in
Great Yarmouth you could share a holi-
day with the famous.

Because of fluctuating commitments,
few stars know their vacation plans for
1964. But let last summer be our guide.

Take Sitges, a sunny town on Spain's

g0 go'

Costa d"Oro, with narrow winding strects,
ornate villas and intimate hotels. ‘

Cliff Richard (page 30) lazed on its
golden beaches with the Shadows and
Frank Ificld after recording sessions with
their a and r manager Norrie Paramor, in
which they all waxed Spanish numbers.

This year, you could follow them for as
litde as £41, the cost of an all-inciusive
15-day holiday.

Barcclona’s crowded streets and squat,
sun-whitened houses are less than an hour
away by road.

You can learn bull-fighting, too. But do
better than Cliff—he tripped over the
matador’s cape!

Andaspecial tipfrom Frank: Ricky’s Bar

1s a good starting point if you're planning

an evening out.
At the other end of the Mediterranecan,

you could follow Paul McCartney and
Ringo Starr of the Beatles who shared
a beach chalet at Corfu last September.

“It’s so hot, you can only sunbathe for
an hour or so at a time”, advises Ringo,
who used to lie in bed until mid-morning
listening to the breaking surf.

He and Paul also toured other parts of
Greece recommended by their recording
manager, George Martin,and Cliff Richard
who filmed “Summer Holiday™ there.

“Cliff’s right; it's great”, says Reago,
who also commends the local wines.

Fellow Beatle George Harrison flew to
Benton, Illinois. He went to sec his sister,
Louise, for the first time in nine years.

“It’s a lonely sort of place”, says George,
who also went camping in oneof America’s
national parks,

When he returned to England, George o o
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had to pay £22 customs duty ona £90
guitar he had bought. It was similar to one
already owned by John Lennon who holi-
dayed in Paris with his wife and the
group’s manager Brian Epstein.

“Paul and 1 hitch-hiked to Paris in
1960, but were too broke even to go up
the Eiffel Tower—so being able to afford
it this time gave me a real kick”, said John.

Like to follow the Beatles this summer?
Ten days in Greece by coach and air costs
from £90. But you could have seven days
in Paris, for under £20, if you travelled
by rail. _

Perhaps like Paul Newman and Heinz
you get a kick from small boats. Heinz
bought a 28-foot motor launch last year,

He and the Saints called it “Globe-
trotter”’, although they ncarly settled for
“Golden Heinz"!

After trial trips on Southampton Water
they went across the channel to Calais.

This summer they hope for more am-
bitious cruises, perhaps to Holland and
then down the Rhine to Switzerland.

Gerry Marsden and the Pacemakers
were holidaying in Switzerland last month.

In the summer, Gerry spent short holi-
days in Wales, Dublin (“looking for little
people”) and Jersey, playing his guitar
most of the night and golf nearly all day.

“There’s nothing I like more than a
quict round of golf”’, says Gerry, whose
group had a frightcning experience in the
Chanpel Islands. On a day trip to Guern-
scy, the cngines failed and their boat
drifted for five hours!

In Dublin, Gerry met Kenny Ball who
had spent his own holidays under the
swaying palms of Majorca, & favourite sun-
spot with many personalities.

Adam Faith bumped into Matt Monro
when he stayed there for a few days last
March, Joe Brown went, too—and met
Janette Scott, who taught him to water-

Later, Adam, who also enjoys miore ex-
pensive holidays, visited Egypt to sce the
treasures of the Nile before their swamp-
ing by the Aswan dam.

Mark Wynter also looked for the.cxotic.
Last September he holidayed in Mborocco.

“It has a rugged beauty”, Mark recalls.
He enjoyed touring the palaces, mosques
and street markets 1n the ftowns; and cross-
ing[ the barren deserts. :

n Marrakesh, he was haggling over the
price of a post horn in a bazaar when inf
walked Sam Kydd—there filming the
“Cranc” series with an AR-TV unit.

“We found we were staying at the same
hotel”, said Mark.
~ And this could just as casily have
happened to you.
~ You could have met Cliff Richard or
Frank Ificld in Sitges, Joe Brown or Adam
Faith in Majorca or Mark Wynter in
Marocco,

Who knows, if you went to any of these
places this year you might find yourself
sharing your holiday with the stars.

FOLLOW THE SUN SOAKERS

RESORT

PRICE

WHO GOES THERE

Channel Islands

By rail and sea from
about £16 for a week.
Swans

Gerry and the
Pacemakers

Paris Cheapest trips—8 days John Lennon
bed and breakfast,
travelling by rall, approx.
£20 (£25 if by air),
All agencies
Majorca Cheapest trips by air Joe Brown,
from 29 guineas— Janette Scoft,
Overland, Cosmos, and Matt Monro and
most agencies Adam Faith
Sitges 15 days by air from Cliff Richard,
39 guineas, depending the Shadows, and
upon part of season— Frank Ifield
Overland, Lunn's, or
Cosmos
Morocco Cheapest trip—coach Mark Wynter and

tours from 494 guineas.
By air, £59—Travel
Savings Association

Sam Kydd

Greek Islands

15-day trip embracing

Paul McCartney and

Corfu, Athens and Ringo Starr
Loutrakis, cheapest trip
through Lunn's (£90 3s,).
Average: £110-£130
Cairo, Luxor and 9 days holiday by air Adam Faith

Aswan

from £108 14s.—Cooks,
Dean and Dawson

Lonnie Donegan—Go-Karting in holiday mood



his is the moment that makes the work-
g week worthwhile,

Twenty-odd bikes arc massed at the
roadside, their chrome glittering in the
chill winter sunshine

Their leathered riders stamp fect, rub
hands and shout cheerful insults to each
other to release their impatience.

The boy with command in his voice
calls: “Remember, i’s Edinburgh and
back, The first one in cops the kitty.

“Sce you refuel] as you go and watch
out for the old law!" _

The machines kick into thundering
life. Then they're away. streaking out on
to the road and into the 24 hours to
Edinburgh and back

The “ton-up™ has started.

It's an action-packed sequence from a
remarkable film, “The Leather Boys™.

Remarkable? Yes, because it tells the
truth about young people today.

It doesn’t pussyfoot around the subject
of sex. And it scts the rccord straight
about the leather boys,

Ever since the Marlon Brando film

Gelling ready for the fg race, Reggie (Colin Campbell) and Pete (Dudley Sulton)

LEATHER BOYS/THE FACTS

“The Wild Ones” showed a black-lcather
Jacketed gang terrorising a town on motor
bikes, the bike has been a symbol of
delinquency.

“The Leather Boys” gets to the facts.

Its hero—refreshingly played by Colin
Campbeli—is a decent, hard-working lad.
But come the weekend, he's as ready as
most to get the dust off his feet and the
wind in his face on a ton-up. For him,
his bike spells frecdom.

And it's on his bike that hc takes his
bride (Rita Tushingham—remember her
last film “A Taste of Honey'?) off to
their honeymoon at Butlins,

But they soon discover that being

married has its snags. She finds that it
jsn't just “playing housc” by day and
loving by night.

He finds himself coming home hungry
to an untidy flat and a wife who'’s spent
the morning in the hairdresser’s.

He loscs any desire for her. She’s be-
wildered by the change in him. Their
nervy frustrations finally drive them from
cach other

He retreats to the life he enjoyed before
they married: the leather boys with their
meetings at the local cafe, their tall talk
and their ton-ups.

There, he strikes up a friendship with

a new lad in the group who tries to per-
suade him that marriage is a drag

Then the young husband lcarns the
truth: his friend sccks more than friend-
ship from men. . .

An individual problem? Yes. “The
Leather Boys'’ treats young people as in-
dividuals—not all tarred with the same
brush, nor all wide-eyed and innocent.

And it treats them seriously, instead of
sensationally.

Let's hope more people wil take a cue
from *“The Leather Boys™.

Wargaret Hinrnioan

Dot (Rita Tushingham) and Reggle. Their marriage very soon goes on the rocks
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Client (Nick Adams) consulls lawyer

)

Dick fells Joan Blackman: “I'll defend him"

Lawyer Claude Rains advises Dick to take the case

“It's my meatiest role ever—I've dropped the bedside manner

and | play areal tough lawyer”, said Richard Chamberlain.

“It's all tears and table thumping''.

Chamberlain's screen motto could well be: Your life in my hands.

As a TV doctor he spends his time curing patients with less than

a 50-50 chance of surviving. Now, in MGM’s film ‘' The Charge Is Murder,"”’
his job is to save a suspected murderer from the gas chamber.

Chamberlain faces the judge



here's only one way we'fe
Tgoing to look cool this
spring—and that's by wearing
even more lighfweights, We'll
either base our suits on a sort
of milltary look with bags of
detall or go for the streamlined
Ivy styling.

It doesn't matter which. But
it must be lightweight.

Beat jackets? Probably
double-breasted with two rows
of four buttons grouped fairly
closely—a bit like a battle
dress. A narrow wrap-over is
definitely going to be “in"™,

But one of the big changes
will be that jackets have collars
again. We'll have a big choice
here but the one which looks
as i it could become popular
is fairly deep with the lapels
long and droopy and buttoned
down like a shirt,

Best buy for Mods will be
more traditional. A high four-
button fastening with a pan-
cake-flat chest and optional
deep vents, bul deep/—up to
a foot.

For off-duty wear, it looks
as Iif we're all going to follow
the frend set by the Dave
Clark Five.  Their white
trousers, cuban heels, Kildare
shirts and four-button mobhair
Jackets with those deep, deep,
side-vents are the latest rave.

White for jeans will be very
much “in" and so will lapel-
less knitted jackets. Crew and
boat-neck open-knit sweaters
with wide horizontal stripes
and denimy-fabric shirts will
still be fine for the beach.

If you've invested in leather
(or plastic), you're still O.K.
In fact, it's likely to become
even more popular. Rated high
are black leather top coats with
tie belts.

And a hat is a “must".
We'll need a Robin Hood-cum-
trilby, dark coloured and not
easy to find. But we'll have to
get one.

KReith Wright

Dave Clark—he started the trend. We'll be following it
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of minute moves, an exercise
that had long been perfected
was then smoothly put into
cflect. The man near the carssé
munched his spagherti and
critically observed cach step in
the operation as I it had been a
fast game of chess

T'he maitre d’hétel came out
of the door marked urriclo,
hurried across the restaurant
and sald loudly to his No, 2:
“An extra wable for four. Im-
mediately.” The No. = gave
him a direct look and nodded.-
He followed the malire d’hotel
Over to a space adjoining
Bond's table, clicked his fingers
for help, borrowed a chair from
one rable, a chair from aaother
table and, with a bow and an
apology. the spare chair from
Bond’s tablc

The fourth chairwas belng

carried over from the dirccuon
of the door marked uFricto by
the maitre d'hétel. He placed
it square with the others, a
table was lowcged into the
middle and glass and cutlery
were defily lad, The maitre
d’hdtel frowned. *Bui you
have laid 4 table for four. [ said
three—for three people.”
He casually ook the chair he
bad himaclT brought 1o the
table and switched 110 Bond's
table. He gave a wave of the
hand to dismiss his helpers and
everyone, dispeérsed gbout their
business.

"The innocent little flurry of
restawrant movement had taken
about 3 minute. An inpocuous
trio of Ttalians came into the
restaurant. The maitre d*hotel
grected them personally and
bowed them ro thE new table,
and the gambit was-completed.

Bond had hardly been con-
scious of it. Kristatos returned
from whatever business he had
heen about, their food came
and they got on with the meal.

While they ate they talked
about nothing—the clection
chances in ltalv, the latest Alfa
Romeo, luilian shoes com-
pared with English. Kristatos
talked well. He scemed to
know the inside story of every-
thing. He gave informaiion so
casually that it did not sound
hike bluff,

He spoke his own kind of
English with an occasional
phrase borrowed from other
languages. It made a lively
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Mixture, Bond was interested
t"d amuscd. Kristatos was a
I;’:sh insider—a uscful man.
& nd was not surprised that
‘¢ American Intelligence
People found him good value.
th ¢ec came, Kristatos lit a

. black cigar and talked

fough it, the cigar jumping
;‘P ind down between the thin

traight lips. He put both
hands fiat on the table in front
of h;m‘

He looked at the tablecloth
v veen them and said softly:

'his pizniss. 1 will play with
9, To now I have only
gi‘l)'od with the Americans, I
: ¥e not told them what I am
-bOL{t to tell you. There was no
g‘quircmcnt, This machina
]?hcs not operate with America.
s ¢se things are closely regu-

ted. This machina operates
nly with England. Yes?
ci‘Pl(o?"

. ‘Tunderstand. Everyone has
ws Own territory. It’s the usual

%Y in these things.”

Exact. Now, before I give
You the informations, like good
®mmercials we make the
®rmg, Yes?"

“Of course,”

Signor Kristatos examined
the tablecloth more closely. *“I

h for ten thousand dollars

‘Merican, in paper of small
w23, by tomorrow lunchtime,

en you have destroyed the
;"3China I wish for a further
)‘("‘g‘nty thousand.” Signor

Nistatos briefly raiscd his eyes

surveyed Bond’s face. ““I
not greedy. I do not take

 your funds, isn’t i?”

.: The price is satisfactory.”
. Bueno. Second term. There
%" no telling where you get
ese informations from. Even
f you are beaten.”

:‘Fair enough,”

: . Third term. The head of
Sh_ls machina is a bad man."”

ignor Kristatos paused and
lookeqd up. The black eyes held
3 red glint. The clenched dry
lipg pulied away from the cigar
10 let the words out. “He is to
be destrutto—killed.”

Bond sat back. He gazed
Quizzically at the other man
*ho now leaned slightly for-
¥ard over the table, waiting.
s? the wheels had now shown
¥ithin the wheels! This was a
Private vendetta of some sort.
Kristatos wanted to get himself
! gunman. And he was not

paying the gunman, the gun-
man was paying him for the
privilege of disposing of an
enemy. Not bad! The fixer was
certainly working on a big fix
this time—using the Secret
Service to pay off his private
scores, Bond said sofuy:
u\vhy?l. » :

Signor Kristatos said in-
differently: “No Qquestions
catch no lies.”

Bond drank down his coffce
It was the usual story of big
syndicate crime, You neversaw
morethanthe tip of the iceberg.
But what did that matter 1o
him? He had been sent to do
one specific job. If his success
benefited others, nobody, least
of all M, could care less.

Bond had been told 1o
destroy the machine. If this
unnamed man was Lhemgchme,
it would be merely carrying out
orders to destroy the man.
Bond said: “I cannot promise
that. You must sce that. Al.'l I
can say is that if the man tnes
to destroy me, 1 will destroy
him."

Signor Kristatos took 2
toothpick out of the holder,
stripped off the paper and set
about cleaning his finger-nails.
When he had finished one
hand he looked up.

He said: “I do not often
gamble on incertitudes. ‘Ifh'is
time I will do so because 3t 18
you who are paying me, and
not me you. Is all right? So
now I will give you the in-
formations. Then you arc alone
—solo. Tomorrow lijg,ht I fly
to Karachi. I have important
piziss there. I can only give
you the informations. After
that you run with the ball and
—" he threw the dirty tooth-
pick down on the table—*“Che
sera, sera.”

“All right.”’ .

Signor Kristatos edged his
chair nearer to Bond. He spoke
softly and quickly. He gave
specimen dates and namcs to
document his narrative. He
never hesitated for a fact and
he did not waste time on irre-
levant detail. It was a short
story and a pithy one.

There were two thousand
American gangsters in the
country — Italian-Amencans
who had been convicted and
expelled from the United
States.
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When Susan leaves her office
at half-past five or so

Intent on buying records,
she knows just where to go:

H.M.V., the largest store,
T which has her choice in stock

And keeps its doors wide open
right up till eight o’clock!

# ALL LEADING MAKES
* NEW TRAVEL BUREAU

OPEN TILL

# JAZZ LABELS—displayed

for at-a-glance selection n@“@hv TO FR'WAV

THE WORLD'S LARGEST RECORD STORE

| HIS MASTER’S VOICE

363 OXFORD STREET LONDON Wi - MAYFAIR 1240

# 22 AUDITION ROOMS
& 50 LISTENING BOOTHS

SWiING INTO THE aid
BEAT SCEHE WITH
THIS SENSATIOMAL NEW
@3 FSTRIC QUITAR £C-
1A.LY DESIGNED FOR
THE YOUNG PLAYER BY
BRITAIN'S TOP 30LO
1 GUITAR STAR

£26 Ss 0d

Agsustic medel

3% £17 10s 04

SPECIAL FEATURES:

léeal for 1030 or rtythm playing.
Tep quakity al bewesl price.

Adjgstabie bridge; partect Ainigh,
modern fesign, cuts
away body, fast
tualng, ¢a3y action.
Doudds uitra seasl-
live electric pick»
wps;, two velume
controls and fiap
centrol and instant
on '\&N gaiteh.

For free lllustrated leaflet, write to either
of the addresses below,

BOOSEY & HAWNKES | BESION § €O. LTD.
(24.)

C¥toimable
from
our

(s.90.) L
Edgware, ididdlesex | Edgware, Middiosex fer




Don’t let

CLEAR'SKIN
= B

SPOTS& PIMPLES
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you can have a clear healthy skin
in just a few days

Don't despair if other reme-
dics have failed you. Now
even stubborn spots can be
cléared fast. Valderma Balm
—the only remedy with won-
derful new antiseptic Di-8—
acts faster, more cifectively.
Clears spots, rashes; tecnage
acne and most common skin
ailments, Valderma penctrates
deep under the skin to kill the

antiseptic

VALDERMA

germs that cause the trouble,
then gently soothed and heals.
In just a few days your skin is
clear, fresh and healthy again.
Valderma isn't greasy. It
doesn't show. You can wear
it all day—even under make-
up. At chemists tube 2/6. Jar
2/9. T'ry Valderma today—it’s
the effective remedy for those
embarrassing skin troubles

WHEN VALDERMA BALM MAS CLEARED YOUR SKIN, USE
VALDERMA SOAP TO KEEP IT HEALTHY=IT'S DEODORANT, TOO!

WHY WE

MUST KEEP
LAUGHING Al
FREDDIE %




PTrhe studio is wrapped in a drone of
solemn chatter. Stern-faced producer
confers with stone-faced camera crew,

Unsmiling technicians gossip in grave

Broups. Up on a high wooden rostrum,

the four Dreamers listen grimly to

Wstructions.
=Verywhere an air of importance.

But then, Wafting through the studio
P I on happy-go-lucky legs comes flying

reddie Garrity.

Legs bouncing, arms bobbing, curls
Rodding in a ruffied chorus across his fore-
head he carves his way cheerily through
l])c solemn atmosphere at Shepperton

tudios.

Suddenly people are grinning. Grown
en and women smiling helplessly all over
the place as they follow the springhecled
Progress of the underfed little man in the
Oversized glasses,

No one who has ever seen him perform
will need to ask why.

With a kick of his heels and a flick of his
Spectacles Freddic has three times soared
Up the chart with “If You Gomta Make
A Fool Of Somebody”, “I'm Telling
YOL,I Now”, and “You Were Made For
e '_

How does he do it? Why does he do it?
What makes Freddic jump?

I went to Shepperton to find out.
Freddic and the boys were making a film
ot Cincbox, a three-minute version of

You Were Made For Me” that is now

Playing in 300 look-and-listen juke boxes.

It will also shortly be released as part of
3 cinema second feature called “Pick Of
H:: Pops” produced by Jacques de Lane

. The Dreamers were immaculate in
Ught, shiny mohair suits, sculptured

~dos and patent-leather boots with
Cuban heels.

But Freddie hopped about the set in a
baggy striped shirt and shoes that looked
4 though they’d just walked all the way
Tom Manchester.

. Trouble with me suit,” he explained.
Had to get it pressed again.”

Even when it turned up, he managed
0 adopt the rumpled Jook of a man who

s slept with his clothes on. Freddie has
1good pop voice, but he’s the first to admit
that goonery has taken him to the top.

“It’s not a gimmick, though. I'm nurtty
il the time—always have been. In fact,
've quictened down a lot since the days
When I was a young lad.

“I used to be daft as a brush, a right

way. We used to have mischief nights

*hen we’d get up to right daft tricks,
Anything for a laugh.

“I like making people laugh. I couldn’t
Stop cracking jokes now if I wanted t0.”

He did a quick knees bend, hitched up
his trousers and beamed through his
thick-lensed spectacles.

*I took up the guitar in the old skiffle

“f don't get as much fun oul of'c/owni-
ing as! used to. Maybe I'm growing up

days because I like being active. I've got 1o
have something to do. Hate being idle.”

Freddie’s big ambition is still to have a
No. 1 hit, “We haven’t had onc yet, but
I’ll do it or bust. )

“We always scem to get nipped by the
Beatles or Gerry and the Pacemakers,
Flaming liberty takers.,

“Seriously though, I think the Beatles
are doing a grand job. I can’t wait to see
the back of them.”

While Freddic bounced off to do a few
corkscrew legs for the camera I chatted to
drummer Bernie Dwyer who has been a
friend of Freddic's since school.

“He’s always been a funnyman. I think
it’s a sort of defence, him being so small
and having to wear glasses.

“When you’re little like that you either
try to be a joker so that people will like you
or turn nasty so that they’ll be scared.

“Freddic and I were both little lads. He
was the good guy and | was the bad guy.
He was always laughing and clowning. I
was a toughie, always looking for a battle.

“I've mellowed now. I suppose
Freddic’s zany attitude has helped a lot.

“We were just an ordinary guitar group
until he joined up with us about four years
ago. The act’s got nuttier and nuttier ever
since,”

Things have changed for Freddie since
he picked up his first bartered guitar for a
fiver., The Dreamers’ guitars are now
worth £160 each.

“Sometimes I look back and yearn for
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those good old skiffle days,” he says. “We
enjoyed it. We got a few quid for it. Life
was full of gags and giggles.

_ “Itis still, I suppose—but everything
15 50 hectic. Dash here, dash there, never
a chance to be alone and think things out.”

The director calls. Freddie darts across
to go through “You Were Made For Mc”
for the fifteenth time, putting every bit as
much zing into it as ke had from the
beginning.

The wardrobe girl steps forward to
snip off an untidy curl. Freddie glarcs
through his glasses. “Take care of that,
luv. It’ll fetch a good price.”

The girl smiles. But she wraps the curl
up in tissuc paper all the same.

Twice more through the hop, skip and
a smile routine and then back for a
breather.

LTI T T T O T AT TH T TR

One hour later, Freddie bounded on
stage at Guildford Odeon, electrifying his
audience with a firework display of
nervous cnergy.

The Dreamers jerked, spun, fell flat,
crawled about, sang, played and clowned
behind him.

Freddic’s irrepressible gaiety beamed
out into the stalls like a scarchlight and
was reflected back in wave after wave of
happy screams.

This was what his life was all about, He
looked like a cross between Harold Lloyd
and Groucho Marx—a born clown,

Later, in the dressing room, with sweat
water-falling down his face I asked him
what he hoped to do when his Dreaming
days were over. Would he like to be a full-
time comedian?

“Not really. I get my kicks mainly from
the music. Because I look funny people
secmn ready to laugh at anything I do or
say. But I have to work at the singing bit.
When the time comes to change 1'd like to
go into song writing.”

He looked solemn for a moment, I
don’t get as much fun out of clowning as 1
used to do.”

A wistful silence, a worried look and
then: “Maybe I’'m just growing up.”

He didn’t scem to know whether he
meant it or not. A knock at the door. In
came a woman police sergeant with a
mountain of autograph books.

Back came the white-toothed gnin, the
jaunty, rubber-kneed bounce. “What’ll 1
sign them with, luv—an X ora Z2?”

Minutes later Freddic was out at the
stage door, chatting, signing autographs,
giving out with the zany behaviour he's
loved for,

“Freddiec Garrity growing up?” 1
thought as I watched his impromptu
formance. ‘I don’t believe a word of it.”

He’s a nice guy. He'’s a funny guy. But
he’ll always be little Freddie—no matter
how big his reputation grows,

Bill Spicer



46

will bring to

application,
Vel

modérns,

b ... USC ONE
fgnchanung

g ) {Sungold or Ochre:

. o il In Tubes 1/4 Gnd 2/3
T<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>