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ON SUNDAY, The Kinks
will be at Drury Lane
doing their stuff with addi-
tional brass, an orchestra,
dancers and a whole con-
cept built around the first
album Ray Davies built
around a theme - The
Village Green Pre-
servation Society.

Perhaps they will now
become the well respected
men they have somehow
never quite been in the
eyes of the Great British
Public. After all, it is quite
something for a group to
still be successful 81/2
years after their first hit,
and with only one change
(John Dalton for Pete
Quaife in mid -course) and
one addition - John Gos-
ling, whose keyboards
have really filled out the
group's sound in the last
couple of years.

The Kinks have sur-
vived from the era when
everyone had to dress the
same for all the group's
appearances, and like The
Who, who came a little
later and borrowed freely
from them, they have sur-
vived a lean spell and
eventually bridged the
gap from hefty rock hit
singles group to a band
capable of sustaining a
theme through an album
with precision and hu-
mour.

They did that before The
Who as well, and yet how
many of the fans clam-
oured outside the Rainbow
for 200 quid Tommy tick-
ets have heard of Arthur,
a figment of the Ray
Davies imagination before
Tommy became the apple
of Townshend's eye?

Splash
A trip to see The Kinks'

drummer Mick Avory pro-
vided a few answers, and
a few confirmations of old
suspicions. The two main
reasons for the lack of an
equivalent splash by The
Kinks invention comes
down to unimaginative
promotion and a prohibi-
tive US ban which still
mystifies Mick.

"They could have been
better promoted - they
just seemed to be issued
like any other albums," he
admits. "But the worst
thing was that we couldn't
go to America to promote
them - we were barred by
the Musicians' Union.
They had some trouble
with one of our ex -man-
agers.

"We tad a good product,
but no way of really get-
ting behind it. If we'd
been able to go over to the
States and promote it
properly, I think we could
have sold three or four

times as many. Albums
need that backing more
than singles, and I sup-
pose to the record -buying
public, we're still a singles
band."

I asked for a little elabo-
ration on the American
ban, which must have cost
The Kinks very dear: "At
the beginning, we had so
many contracts -three
managers, agency, record
company. It was a big
balls-up. Originally, we
had a manager who want-
ed to be a singer with the
band backing him up.
Eventually, he gave
that idea up, and became
co -manager with his part-
ner. But neither of them
had any experience in
management, so they
asked Larry Page to help
out. Everyone wanted to
be Brian Epstein in those
days. "

Offend
Then there were three,

which made the blame a
little hard to apportion:
"Well, I never really got to
the bottom of it, but it was
just some little thing that
offended the unions over
there. They're pretty easy
to offend. I daren't even
move me own drum -kit
over there for fear of
starting a strike or some-
thing. So they banned us
for three years." The
Kinks are now their own
managers, and decisions
are rather more easily
made.

Mick seems to typify the
whole Mr. Normal Eng-

lishman that Ray Davies
loves to write about. He's
so much closer to the I -
like -me -football -on -a -

Saturday, roast -beef -on -
Sundays and holidays -in -
Blackpool type than any-
thing remotely resembling
a pop star.

"Yes", he admits rue-
fully as we trot off to the
local for some Demon Al-
cohol, "that song could
have been written about
me if I was about 40. " In
donkey jackets and jeans,
he elicits little interest
from passers-by and only
a friendly nod from the
barman.

Homely
"No, I never get recog-

nised. I used to a little at
first, but nowadays they
just see someone with long
hair driving an expensive
car and think 'He might be
in a pop group'. When
they look a bit more close-
ly, they can tell by my age
that I'm not in T Rex. "

His homely, basic atti-
tude to life includes inter-
views: "I just try and
pretend it's me flatmate
asking a few questions
so's we can just have a
chat."

It's all very English and
the Kinks, of course, re-
main the most English of
rock groups. Jethro Tull
sing about Blackpool too,
and it's difficult to imag-
ine a Who or Slade coming
out of Cleveland or even
Detroit. But there's no
band quite so dedicately
English as The Kinks, who
have to depend on Ameri-
can sales to really make
their albums profitable,
there must be a lot of
Americans who can under-
stand Autumn Almanac or
Top of the Pops about as
accurately as the picture
we had of Don McLean
driving his Chevy to the
levee!

"I think it's our English
flavour that the Ameri-
cans particularly like,"
says Mick. "Maybe they
have the same sort of
people in American

equivalents that they can
see. "

What's kept The Kinks
so popular since the days
when they used to do tours
with The Dave Clark Five
in stagecoach hunting
jackets ( matching of
course) that were "so
thick you could hardly
breathe in them let alone
drum. " Mick's got no
doubts that Ray's writing
has been the mainstay.
"We've never been par-
ticularly good players or,
anything, but we've
created our own sound and
built on it. And we've
settled down, we're not as
wild as we used to be. We
have some real parties on
stage, though. "

But even now the indi-
vidual Kinks are very dif-
ferent from each other.
Ray? "He's someone on
his own. Quite a deep
person, really. He's usual-
ly thinnking and pre-
occupied with something,
There's more going on in
his head than you real-
ise. "

Extension
The New Year ought to

be a big one for The Kinks,
by all the omens. At last,
they've got their own stu-
dio, in Hornsey, and I have
a feeling that Drury Lane
could be the start of a
natural extension of live
Kinks' concerts that
should have started long
ago (There was once a
scheme to put Arthur into
a TV film but that ran over
budget with alarming
speed and never got fin-
ished).

And then maybe Britain
will allow itself to feel
justifiably proud of The
Kinks. Otherwise, we'll
need a Kinks Preservation
Society. Ray Davies: 'Quite a deep person really. '

book review by tony jasper

Untidy but indispensible
ROCK FILE: edited by Charlie Gillet. Pictorial Publications, 40p.

THIS is one of those very
untidy publications which is
indispensable to anyone inter-
ested in the pop scene and that
must mean you.

The first half comprises a
collection of articles and play -
lists. Charlie Gillet gives an
interestingchapter on how you
can become a rock 'n' roll
writer with a pertinent quote
fromRM editor Peter Jones on
page 63.

There are some racey and
sometimes sweeping corn-
ments from Pete Fowler par-
ticularly on the Skins, "it's the
Skins who constitute, at time
of writing, by far the biggest
single group among this coun-
try's teenagers," but he, like
fellow -writer David Laing, is
never less than entertaining
and both know the music scene
well. One detects in certain
places an anti-intellectual feel
and if the latter are an arro-
gant brigade it seems no less

arrogant to say rock 'n' roll is
only for another specified
group.

Another thing to seep
through is the feeling of the
nusic scene being tainted by
the commercial boys and the
wistful hope of one day the
music and musicians being
united with the people (whoev-
er they may be) with no divi-
sions of labour in the rock
world and thus no distinction
between stars and audience,
producers and engineers,
managers and agents.

Simon Frith asks: "How
much longer can we be the
children of Marx and Coca-
Cola?" Johnny Copasotic con-
tributes a chapter built round
Curtis Mayfield on the R & B
side and Prince Buster on the
Ska side. Among the playlist
contributors are RM's Mitch
Howard and NME's Charles
Shaar Murray. Each of the

chosen lists at least eight of
their most played and valued
discs.

Among those named by
Mitch are Howlin Wolf's, Moa-
nin In The Moonlight and five
rave singles including, Chi-
cago Calling, from Cyril
Davies R&B Stars and the
Yardbird's rendition of I Wish
You Would.

Just over half the book is
taken up with Pete and Annie
Fowler's painstaking re-
search through RM and NME
chart files to list a log of
British hits from 1955 to 1969,
slightly puzzling why it ended
three years ago.

Thus you get clear analysis
of the 17 Duane Eddy hits or
those of Frankie LaMe, The
Animals and Small Faces.
Charlie says in his in-
troduction: "This book is in-
tended to be a thorough and
entertaining survey." The
man is right about it being
entertaining. So buy a copy.


