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op-pielters, just suppose 
you could offer a star at the 
top of his tree the chance to 

getaway from .it all. Give up 
the crowds, the adulation, the 
fame and the mobbing to live 
on a remote island with noth- 
ing but a guitar for company. 

Who'd do it? Who'd give up 
stardom and all its glitter to be 
an unknown once again? Do 
you know a star who would? I 
didn't until my doorbell rang 
loud and clear the other after- noon,. 

The firm; iitsistcnt ring 
echoed -round my fiat and 
startled the cockney spariáws 
on the -roof garden. At the door 
was RayDavies, leader ofthe 
Kinks. 

"}Ii, Alan", he said, and 
shook hands. Very firmly and with a smite its wide as his in- 
terests --which range from 
Singing, playing guitar, acting, 
football and songwri.titig to 
way-out girls. 

We'd both worked on the 
same shows before, but we'd 
never had time to sit down for 
a real natter. Vd always re- 
garded Ray as a strong, force- ful type. A born leader: And I 
soon found our I wasn't wrong. 

As we settled down for our chat, I thought I'd try him out on that bit about getting away from it all. 1 ,figured, pop - 
pickers that Ray might be the Idea] guy to ask. 

"Ray", I said; '!Silppose I 
was a rich and influentiialperson 
api1.1 offered you the chance to 
RO to a faraway island to study 
dassi(il guitar. And the con- dition Was that you practised fdr áis hours a day, seven days 
a week for three -years. What 
would you say to ,that?" 

It didn't need a moment's 

"Things have quiet= 
enedjdbwn,a bit now," 
said Ray. "Twelve 
Months ago I! was 
much busier being 
unknown.. I was at art 
school and nearly driven out of my mind, 
wondering how I was 
9ó.ing to fit 'in all my 
interests. 

"There were art' les- 
sons, drama school, the group 

d and 
fto t eat, 

Sleep, study and live like a normal person. 
The drama school was diverting my interests 
a bit and that's why I've got a' strong urge to act now." 

t 
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thought for Ray to come up 
with his reply. 

"Alan, Pd lové'it", he'said, 
his strong, supple fingers work- 
ing to emphasise his enthusi- 
asm. "I'd jump at the oppor- 
tunity even if the Kinks were 
át the top of the charts that 
very week. 

"But do you know; hat? I'd 
promise myself that at the end 
of the three years I'd be the 

very best guitarist in he 
world. I love all the stardom. 
that surrounds the ,Kinks, hut 
I'd give it up to better myself." 

He'd give up his home, his. 
friends, his fa e-to challenge 
the unknown in a search for 
perfect ion! 

That s when the determina- 
tion of 'Raymond Douglas 
Davies' hit home, pop -pickers. 
A dctcrmir.ation which he told 

e 

"1 don't want to stay 
át the top and have it 
made for the rest of 
my life," he told me as 
we got the coffee 
ready. "I hope I'll stiff 
be struggling when 
I'm 40 years old. 

"Do you know, 
Alan, I'm friendly with 
a photographer, who, 
to. me, seems to be at: 
the top of his profes- 
sion. Really; thoú_ gh, 
he's struggling. 

"He's at the tóp, but 
he's in debt. He fights 
to keep his head above 
water. Don't you-see- 
struggling makes 'him 
take good pictures?' 

me began nine years ago when 
he was ¡list eleven years old. 

"Someone' gave me. a Span- 
ish guitar" he said, a slow grin 
spreading round his dark, 
handsome futures. "I prac- 
tised for two years, solid. After 
that I got an amplified guitar 
and fell in love with the sounds 
I could make and the power 
that boomed out." 

"I didn't know Pd be earning 0 1 


