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  Foreword


  


  Welcome to The Story of Northern Soul.


  


  The ebook you are now holding in your hands is an updated edition of Too Darn Soulful that first appeared in 1999. Many of you enjoyed that first edition so I hope you will enjoy this version that brings everything bang up to date in the winter of 2010 too.


  


  A lot has changed…


  


  If you are new to this weighty tome then welcome to the strange world of Northern Soul and all that it entails. In the eleven years since I wrote the original version lots of venues and people, sadly, have come and gone.


  In the final chapter of this book I have attempted to update all of the major changes that have happened since 1999. So, if like me, you are now older/fatter/divorced/or less or more active on the Northern Soul scene and it is not reflected in these pages, I apologise.


  


  Everything must change, as they say...


  


  Dave Nowell


  November 2010
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  Introduction


  


  Indulge me one moment while I tell you about the first time I heard Walter Jackson’s ‘Not You’. This 1966 beat ballad, recorded for the Chicago-based Okeh label, is something of a connoisseur’s item among rare soul fans. It is not a dance record, it is not even a Northern Soul record in the true sense of the word, but it has all the haunting qualities that lovers of sixties’ black American music yearn for.


  I am ashamed to say that until relatively recently Walter’s classic recording was utterly unknown in the author’s household, but that’s the beauty of being a fan of rare soul. Just when you think you are on the brink of becoming a leading authority on soul music, a gem like this leaps up from the bottomless pit of treasures from the sixties and bites you. Hard.


  And so it was that at 7.30 a.m. on a normal workday I’m driving along the A-roads from Blackpool to Preston with the motorway in sight and the car cassette-player on maximum volume as usual. (A welcome lift for the spirits before beginning the daily grind.) Now Walter has had his critics over the years for veering towards middle-of-the-road material more suited to the smart lounges of Las Vegas than the sweaty cellar bars of the British Northern Soul scene. Sure enough, his smooth cabaret-style delivery and schmaltzy strings that bring in the intro to ‘Not You’ make me fear the worst.


  


  Girl now I know


  But still I can’t believe it’s true


  If there’s one person I believed in, baby, it was you.


  


  His warm, dark voice is perfect. And then the orchestra comes in with the most delicious backdrop to the words.


  


  From the day I found you


  I built my whole world around you


  Someone else might be untrue


  But not you, no, not you girl, not you.


  I can’t believe it’s true.


  


  His voice is quivering with emotion and I’m stunned. I’m no longer concentrating on the road. I’m inside the music, living every word, loving the passion, loving the sensation that this masterpiece is creating inside my brain. And the schmaltzy strings suddenly return tenfold, suddenly sounding so right, cascading brilliantly as Walter builds up the emotion.


  


  I thought we shared so very much


  But now I see.


  I gave my heart and soul to you.


  But you just gave your lips to me.


  


  Now I’m in raptures, and the car is slowing down to a crawl. And Walter is shouting:


  


  Girl, the way my heart saw you


  Yes, you were everything good and more.


  You were so sweet, girl you were mine.


  And I swore on my LIFE,


  YES, you were mine.


  


  And the orchestra is in full flow. And I’ve pulled over to the side of the road because I can’t concentrate on the road any more. Nothing else matters, right at this moment, other than listening to Walter baring his soul. His pain is almost tangible, the effect of music and vocals combining to grab you by the throat, bringing tears close to the surface.


  


  Someone else, baby, maybe might be untrue.


  But not you.


  NOT YOU.


  


  Walter isn’t singing the words, he is living them. He sounds like his heart is breaking. And I’m sitting in the car, a grown man, with tears filling my eyes with the sheer beauty of what I’m hearing. The hairs on the back of my neck are tingling and I’m totally transfixed by the sounds coming out of the stereo.


  Then the piano break comes in with one of the most wonderful arrangements of strings, keyboards and horns ever put on vinyl. Walter’s voice returns, rises and falls and he continues his exquisitely pitched delivery right to the fade-out. The instant it finishes I hit the rewind button, my heart pumping like mad. And I play the track again. And again. And again. It’s a few minutes before I feel able to drive off, feeling slightly dazed and elated and moved. As a consequence I’m ten minutes late for work.


  There is no doubt that this kind of behaviour is just a touch eccentric for a man approaching middle age. I recount this slightly embarrassing tale with some trepidation, because you, dear reader, will probably be feeling one of two reactions: a) What a sad bastard, or b) My God, I’ve been there myself.


  My Walter Jackson experience merely illustrates the power that music has over thousands of people like me. I could have given a dozen examples of more out-and-out Northern Soul recordings that have reduced me to an equally quivering wreck over the years, but this is the most vivid recent experience at the time of writing.


  I cite this somewhat bizarre behaviour purely to illustrate how even after 24 years of being a rare soul fan, the unheard-of gems, the underrated oldies, the unreleased master tapes, the little-known album tracks keep turning up to enrich my life. Music either strikes deep into your heart or it doesn’t. If rock, blues, reggae or classical music do it for you, then good luck to you. If you have never felt the whirl of emotions that music can bring, whatever your tastes, then I feel genuinely sorry for you. Soul music, you see, is real music, made by real people playing real instruments and using words that reach into the soul of the listener. Soul music has a depth, such texture and such passion that it demands to be listened to. Once it gets a grip, it will grab you, hurl you around and leave you breathless for more.


  Soul is something within all of us. Something that transcends music, race and age. A feeling that starts deep within you and builds up to create warmth and happiness, or misery and despair. Soul is the humanity and the emotion in all of us. It is what is lacking in modern techno dance music. Rhythm and clever riffs alone are not enough to give a recording soul. The lyrics, the voice and the delivery bring the complete article.


  Black artists do not have a monopoly on soul music. Bono of U2 pouring his heart into the Irish supergroup’s rock-oriented output and George Michael through his wistful ballads and poignant lyrics could teach some of the modern so-called soul artists a thing or two. Similarly, there are many on the soul scene who would say that hugely successful black artists like Whitney Houston have never made a decent soul record in their lives.


  If you are reading this and feeling perplexed at how music can evoke such passion in the listener, then this book is not for you. If you can associate with some of the emotions listed above, but your musical tastes are somewhat different from mine, then I wish you many hours of enjoyment of your CD and vinyl collection. If you are reading this and nodding your head, or mentally compiling your own list of tracks that give you goosebumps as you drive along, then welcome to the club.


  Anyway, this book is not about me. It’s about the greatest underground scene in the world and the all-consuming passion that it demands from its devotees. This is the world of Northern Soul. Yes, the kids think I’m stranger than other dads because I often stay out all night and come home clutching vinyl, CDs and tapes that I force them to listen to and approve.


  On the other hand, if all Northern Soul fans were totally rational, we wouldn’t leave our families at home to drive two hours or more down the motorway to spend eight hours immersed in music with like-minded souls. We wouldn’t get excited about totally obscure tracks that the rest of the world has never even known, let alone rejected. We wouldn’t want to dance with an enthusiasm or agility normally associated with teenagers.


  Northern Soul is a culture, a hobby, a lifestyle, an obsession. The all-nighter experience begins the moment you wake up on the fateful day. The first thoughts are always the same: ‘How have I slept?’ ‘How do I feel?’ ‘Damn, it will be 24 hours or more before I see my bed again.’


  Then the first pangs of excitement creep in  you try to banish them to the back of your mind and go back to sleep. But it’s no good  your mind is already buzzing with images of packed dancefloors, a headful of songs, and handshakes and hugs with the fellow soul fans you will meet later that night some distance down the motorway.


  Work is a godsend  it helps to occupy your mind as the clock ticks towards the fateful hours when you will embark on another all-nighter adventure. No work and an empty day without a family means a seemingly interminable wait for darkness. Everyone has their own pre-all-nighter ritual they have honed to perfection over maybe two or three decades: a good workout; a lazy afternoon reading; an attempted tea-time nap (usually futile); a few beers; whatever gets you in the mood physically and mentally.


  Checking the right clothes are ready; ringing around to arrange transport; sorting out babysitters; making peace with your loved one who will stay at home awaiting your return at breakfast-time. And, yes, even ringing around to arrange the drugs to sustain you through the long night ahead. These are, and always have been, part of the essential pre-all-nighter ritual that so many tens of thousands of Northern Soul fans have enjoyed over the last three decades.


  Let’s get this straight. The Northern Soul scene even today is not populated entirely with angelic, clean-living men and women. All human life is there. All the venues over the years have attracted the good, the bad and the downright criminal. Nowadays many of us are in our thirties and forties, and have children. Age has brought maturity and wisdom and a sense of responsibility. Despite that, some of us still make the same mistakes of old, and that is what makes the scene what it is.


  The Northern Soul scene is real. Populated by real people listening to real music. No pretence, no bullshit, no plastic, sugary smiles and flash suits. No competing against each other with personalised number plates in the car park. The moment you walk through the doors into the all-nighter you are immediately accepted for what you are  a soul fan. Small, tall, black, white, male, female, wealthy, poor, it makes no difference. You are on the scene now, and the scene will look after you and treat you like a member of the family.


  Yes, we are a little bit eccentric. Yes, we like being different. Yes, our families and work colleagues think we are barmy. But if our obsession with Northern Soul constitutes madness, then long may we remain insane.
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  Chapter 1


  I Can’t Help Myself


  


  ‘Motown basically formulated the disco scene. Without Motown we wouldn’t have been able to keep the dance floor going ...’


  


  Mojo paused for breath, sweat running down his face, and ran his hand through his close-cropped hair. Around him the legions of other dancers ground to a halt and spontaneously applauded the DJ as the record faded out.


  ‘This place is amazing,’ gasped Mojo for the tenth time that night. And then the bassline and driving beat started again and he vanished back into the darkness of the dance floor, gone again, lost in a Northern Soul heaven.


  Mojo, alias Blackpool Pleasure Beach worker Wayne Morris, is enjoying his first all-nighter for twenty years; the first all-nighter since the heady days of Wigan Casino, which he frequented with the Blackpool lads for several years. Now in his forties, he finds himself in the late 1990s moving and grooving once more in the company of a thousand like-minded souls.


  His sense of disbelief is shared by everyone else who has been away from the Northern Soul scene for two decades or so. Just when you thought you had said goodbye to the ridiculous demands of an all-nighter, the anti-social hours, strained domestic relationships, obsessive record collecting, the heart-thumping anticipation, the legs-turning-to-jelly ordeal of dancing for hour after hour, marathon motorway journeys, the naughty substances and the sheer exhilaration of being part of your scene, Northern Soul jumps back up and bites you.


  Tonight the venue is the glorious King’s Hall in Stoke-on-Trent. Its vast oblong dance floor, raised stage and balcony ensure that stepping inside is like entering a timewarp for former Wigan Casino-goers. Twenty years, marriage, children, hard work at a career, a more mature outlook on life, a whole succession of hobbies and interests, and what happens?


  You’re back on the dance floor in the middle of the night while the rest of the world sleeps, surrounded by gyrating, spinning, jumping and shuffling bodies that, like yours, don’t seem to move quite as quickly as they did in 1975. And do you care? Do you hell! Northern Soul fans are getting what most people can only dream about  a chance to relive the music, the company and the magic of their youth.


  The cavernous King’s Hall is tonight hosting the 25th anniversary of the long-gone Torch all-nighters. A quarter of a century! The whole world is a radically different place and so much has happened to its inhabitants both collectively and individually. But tonight, in Stoke, from 9 p.m. to 7 a.m., Northern Soul fans are converging to celebrate their music and their lifestyle, which has remained virtually unchanged.


  No other underground music scene has survived for so long and demands such dedication and commitment from its followers. No other music scene can inspire men and women in their thirties and forties to embark on marathon car and train journeys to reach an event they feel they simply can’t afford to miss. No other music scene can turn otherwise sensible and mature people into latter-day versions of the excitable teenagers they used to be.


  The Northern Soul scene did not start with the Torch all-nighters. Ex-regulars at the Twisted Wheel in Manchester will tell you they did it first. As, probably, would ex-customers of the Flamingo in London.


  The heritage of the Northern Soul scene from the viewpoint of the new millennium is a long and chequered one indeed ...


  


  * * *


  


  Northern Soul by its very name must have been created, moulded and sparked into life by the clubs and music enthusiasts of the North of England, right? If only it was so simple. To look at the roots of what became known as Northern Soul one has to acknowledge the trends, style and sub-culture of the late 1950s and early 1960s, and the ‘in’ scene in London.


  It is impossible for those of us who came into the world during a later era to appreciate fully the tremendous social changes that happened during that momentous period. It took the advent of rock’n’roll, or ‘the devil’s music’, depending on your age or your point of view, to bring about a chain of events that led to that dreaded creation, The Teenager.


  Pre-1950s, youngsters were basically younger mirror images of their parents. The austere post-war years, rationing, and the social and class structure of British life in particular all had a profound impact on the way families thought and acted. Young fashion was non-existent. Young people dressed and styled themselves as their parents did. The pop charts of the time reflected the ‘grown-up’ tastes of the record-buying public.


  Enter the rock’n’roll years, which hit Western society with the force of an atom bomb. Young people had money in their pockets, for the first time, something to say and were becoming a force to be reckoned with. The record, film and clothes industries were awakened from their slumbers and realised that here was a vast untapped market.


  In 1955 pent-up teenage frustrations and aspirations towards setting their own identity were sparked into life by the unlikely figure of Bill Haley. The 29-year-old former hillbilly singer hit gold dust with a fusion of country and western and rhythm and blues that was becoming known as rock’n’roll.


  ‘Rock Around the Clock’ and ‘Shake, Rattle and Roll’ catapulted Haley and The Comets to international stardom. Here was an exciting, unique youthful-sounding music that teenagers could call their own. Meanwhile Black American rhythm and blues artists were already experiencing mixed feelings about their music proving so popular with white teenage audiences. For every original black recording finding a niche market and healthy sales promoted by plays on black-only radio stations, there were several more that were overlooked in favour of cover versions by white artists, which then stormed up the national pop charts. The then top-selling R & B label, Atlantic, was the first to complain about the raw deal meted out to black artists, a cry that would often be heard in ensuing years. Small, black-owned independent labels simply could not compete with the major, white-owned labels in terms of promotion and exposure and distribution to a mass audience.


  One man who championed the cause of black R & B artists was the ‘King of rock’n’roll’, American DJ Alan Freed. As well as playing the ‘new’ music to ever growing audiences on his radio show in Cleveland, Ohio, he was also promoting tours of R & B artists. He wasn’t without his critics. ‘All rhythm and blues records are dirty and as bad for the kids as dope,’ one sniped. Freed snapped back: ‘As in the past, the shrill outraged cries of critics will be lost beneath the excitement of a new generation seeking to let off steam. There’s nothing they can do to stop this new solid beat of American music from sweeping across the land in a gigantic tidal wave of happiness.’


  In 1956 a former Memphis truck-driver called Elvis Aaron Presley was signed to RCA Victor. This young upstart was bound to upset the status quo right from the start. Not only was he young and darkly good-looking, he made riotous dance music that got the pulse racing. But even that was forgivable compared to his most heinous sins that would drive strait-laced parents all around the western hemisphere to apoplexy: he had SEX APPEAL and he SOUNDED BLACK. Together with Bill Haley, Buddy Holly, Little Richard, Jerry Lee Lewis, et al., Elvis would personify the rock’n’roll revolution.


  Suddenly here was a young guy with attitude, slicked-back hair, tight jeans, and who moved his body on stage in such a way that led some TV stations to show him from the waist up. Together with movie icons James Dean and Marlon Brando, he helped the youth of America to forge their own identity, one far removed from that of their parents.


  Many white middle-class American and British parents openly despised rock’n’roll. It was unchristian, unwholesome and the jiving, gyrations and mass hysteria it brought from youngsters would lead to the end of the world as we know it. At least that’s what opponents of this musical revolution would spout from the pulpit, on TV and in newspapers at every opportunity. As every teenager knows, this only increased the attraction of ‘their’ music and ‘their’ scene.


  Across the Atlantic, Britain was avidly following this social and musical upheaval. Rock’n’roll groups and Elvis imitators sprang up and suddenly the British pop charts were taking on a more youthful look. Teddy boys appeared, with their slicked-back hair, flamboyant jackets, drainpipe trousers and arrogance. Phrases like ‘the generation gap’ and remarks about how teenagers were dressing and behaving confirmed that youngsters now had a different outlook and different needs from their parents.


  Coffee bars became places for teenagers to meet, chat, listen to their favourite 45s on the recently invented juke box, fight, seek members of the opposite sex, and plan the downfall of the civilised adult world. By the early sixties there was no going back, and fashion, pop music, politics, and social change were on the agenda.


  For many, the mainstream rock’n’roll offerings of Elvis, Cliff Richard, Jerry Lee Lewis, The Big Bopper, etc., provided more than enough musical satisfaction. But for others, those exciting recordings merely whetted their appetite for more American recordings. There was a growing fan base in Britain of black American blues and rhythm and blues artists. The fledgling Beatles and Rolling Stones were among those turned on by Chuck Berry, Fats Domino, Bo Diddley, Muddy Waters, Howlin’ Wolf and John Lee Hooker.


  Guitarist Alexis Korner is often credited with forming the first British R & B group, Blues Inc, in 1961. His famous clubland ‘jamming’ sessions would bring on stage a veritable Who’s Who of future rock stars, like Mick Jagger, Charlie Watts and Brian Jones of the Rolling Stones and John Mayall and Paul Jones of Manfred Mann.


  Many R & B fans were forming local groups all over Britain and bashing out cover versions of their American idols, and among them were the young Paul McCartney, John Lennon and George Harrison. It was in October 1962 that The Beatles had their first hit with ‘Love Me Do’, starting a spiral of success that had never been seen previously, or since. By the time ‘She Loves You’ hit number one for four weeks in September 1963, Beatlemania was in full swing. It has been argued that this one record was the trigger for the swinging sixties, moptop hairdos, free love, and hedonism on a large scale. What is beyond dispute is that the Lennon-McCartney composition sold over a million copies in the UK alone, showed both their talent for writing original material and the fact that there was a market for it.


  The Rolling Stones and others, meanwhile, were slower in putting their faith in their own compositions. Mick Jagger, acknowledging that in the early days his band like many others was primarily an R & B cover band, once remarked memorably: ‘We do not use any original material. After all, can you imagine a British-composed R & B number? It just wouldn’t make it.’


  Both supergroups would find success with cover versions of black American artists’ songs. The Detroit-based Motown label, founded by ex-boxer Berry Gordy, was having a major say on the American charts, but was hitherto little known among the general music-buying British public. This would be rapidly rectified (as we will see later), as a result of the Beatles recording three Motown songs on their second album, ‘Please Mr Postman’ (originally cut by the Marvelettes), ‘Money’ (Barrett Strong) and ‘You’ve Really Got a Hold On Me’ (The Miracles).


  The Rolling Stones would the following year find chart success with cover versions of Bobby Womack’s ‘It’s All Over Now’ (which they cut at Chess Records in Chicago) and Irma Thomas’s ‘Time Is On My Side’. A further look at just some of the cover versions that stormed the British charts in the early 1960s shows how much influence black America was already having on the UK.


  The Beatles and the Tremeloes covered ‘Twist and Shout’ (previously done by the Isley Brothers). The Tremeloes also covered the Contours’ ‘Do You Love Me’; the Hollies did Maurice Williams’s ‘Stay’ and Doris Troy’s ‘Just One Look’; Sandi Shaw covered Lou Johnson’s ‘There’s Always Something There to Remind Me’.


  More and more British bands were modifying the American R & B sound and calling themselves beat groups. The British pop-buying public went mad, snapping up the ‘Merseybeat’ releases with gusto. For every few pop fans there was a purist in the background shouting: ‘Hang on a minute, these are R & B recordings. Let’s see what else the original artists have to offer.’ It suddenly became hip to know, or own, records by the American R & B and soul artists whose success on the other side of the Atlantic had not yet translated into British pop sales.


  One of the forerunners of the underground soul scene in Britain was the Flamingo Club in London. Long before the term soul was even coined, the Flamingo Club was at the heart of the capital’s jazz and rhythm and blues scene in the late 1950s and early 60s. Starting life as a Jewish social club, moving on to modern jazz and later staging live jazz gigs, the Wardour Street club gained a reputation second to none. Its weekend all-nighters, running from midnight to 6 a.m., attracted a wide following among the local music cognoscenti, black American servicemen based around the capital and recently-arrived West Indian immigrants. Fashion-conscious youngsters  more than a few of whom were gay  and increasing numbers of black music fanatics were attracted out of the coffee and jazz bars to sample the Flamingo’s unique atmosphere.


  The American Forces Radio Network, set up to cater for visiting servicemen, was also gathering a cult following among the indigenous population. The BBC in the early sixties was still entrenched in classical and easy-listening music. The Musicians’ Union had a stranglehold over the amount of BBC air time given to playing recordings. This did much to protect the livelihood of professional musicians but little to promote popular music. Jazz, rhythm and blues, or beat music had even less chance of finding its way onto Auntie’s airwaves.


  Oddly enough, certain types of music, such as classical or ‘songs from the shows’ were exempt from such restrictions. (With the benefit of hindsight, a knowledgeable DJ could, for instance, have played April Stevens’ ‘Wanting You’ without fear of being castigated because the original song derived from a show.)


  In the pre-Radio 1 days of 1962, the more adventurous teenagers found music more to their liking on the American Forces Network, which could be easily picked up on their portable radios. Radio Luxembourg was also essential listening under the bedcovers at night when your parents thought you were asleep.


  AFN in particular featured a heavy sprinkling of blues, jazz, R & B and current material by black artists like the Coasters and the Drifters. One of the many people drawn to this style of music was veteran Northern Soul DJ Brian Rae. ‘I just preferred that sort of music,’ he said. ‘It never entered my head that it was soul or R & B, or whatever. The first record I ever bought myself was “Charlie Brown” by the Coasters.’


  Warrington-based Brian was at the time attending college in Manchester, and won himself a scholarship to a one-year course in food studies at the College of Distributive Trades in London. So, aged sixteen, he found himself living in the capital and soaking up the different culture and experiences of big city life. Armed with the American Forces Network, Radio Luxembourg and the American charts courtesy of Record Mirror, he gradually learned more and more about the wonderful black music he was listening to. His record collection was also growing and an invitation, which he accepted, to play them at a function for a group of Kensington College students gave him a liking for DJing.


  Then one night Brian found himself in the West End near the Flamingo, watching streams of suit-wearing young Mods coming off trains and buses and frequenting the all-night clubs and café bars. He was fascinated by the fashions and the ‘cool’ but slightly glazed look that the Mods had as they passed him by. He was particularly fascinated by the amount of business a hot dog stand appeared to be doing. The owner had two separate lines of bottles of Coca-Cola, and the Mods were showing great interest in one particular row. Brian was later told by a friend that the hot dog seller was actually pushing bottles of SKF ‘blueys’  amphetamine pills used by Mods to keep them going at all-nighters.


  Finding himself a £12-a-week job in Tottenham Court Road with a firm of wallpaper and paint distributors, Brian made friends with his colleague Chris Lorimer, who went to the Flamingo and shared his love of black music. Chris explained to a naive Brian the illegal trade the hot dog seller was doing. It also turned out that he was living next door to an up-and-coming singer called Rod Stewart who, with his group Steam Packet and other R & B acts like Long John Baldry, was playing at the Marquee.


  Monday night became a regular Marquee night out for Brian and Chris, and the young northerner even managed to land a job as a roadie helping out the Marquee acts. Back at the Flamingo, the R & B diet of live music was dished out by the resident band, Georgie Fame and the Blue Flames, who did many cover versions of black American recordings. In the interval, the records maintained the jazz/R & B format that was pulling in an ever more enthusiastic crowd.


  One Friday night, Brian made his debut at the Flamingo all-nighter (a less than wise decision as he was working the following day) and slightly apprehensively spent most of the night sitting in the theatre seats in front of the stage while people danced all around him. ‘I found it all very seedy but yet very exciting,’ he confessed. Through Chris he found a whole new circle of friends, including one Dave Godin, who would later become a columnist for Blues and Soul magazine. Dave had founded the Tamla Motown Appreciation Society and during a visit to his flat in Camden Town, Brian was handed an honorary membership card.


  Dave’s presence and influence immediately captivated Brian. ‘There was the guy in this room with all these records. He played the Little Eva album and talked about Doris Troy and “Just One Look”.’


  Brian also became aware that his circle of friends included a number of homosexuals. ‘I once found two blokes in bed together in this house. I had no idea they were gay. I was really naive. It was all a hush hush thing then. Nobody talked about being gay. It made me feel a bit uncomfortable.’


  Returning to the north older and wiser about the ways of the world, Brian continued to develop his DJing career. An early highlight had already been DJing at a function at Northwich Memorial Hall where the Beatles were crowning the May Queen. Their first hit single, ‘Love Me Do’, had just been released and Brian was witnessing their transformation from a decent local band into rulers of the pop world.


  By now his material included items like Len Barry’s ‘1-2-3’, Phil Spector productions and the ever-reliable Tamla Motown current releases. He recalled: ‘I was playing mainly soul-influenced material. Some of it charted, but only after it had been played for a while. All we were trying to do was find our own way and a musical direction.


  ‘I loved DJing. I had a million jobs in the sixties. I was fired left, right and centre for not turning up because I had been up late the night before!’


  By 1964, with the Tamla Motown hit factory in full operation and labels like Stax, Atlantic and Chess all producing quality material, the hip DJs knew they had to have all the new release material in order to keep ahead of the game. So Brian placed a regular order with his local record shop to reserve his copies of all the UK Tamla Motown releases. They were almost without exception guaranteed floor fillers wherever Brian worked: ‘It was a form of dance music that worked well and was very playable. It was a bit more earthy and had such a wide appeal. Motown basically formulated the disco scene. Motown was responsible for people being able to dance to records all the time.


  ‘If you were playing, say, Billy J Kramer, or a lot of the chart stuff you never got a constant dance beat. Motown became so popular because it was so danceable. Before long there were disco juke boxes in pubs. Without Motown we wouldn’t have been able to keep the dance floor going for hours.’


  Without Motown it is debatable whether there would have been such a groundswell of followers to sustain the future Northern Soul scene. What Motown did, via its irresistible dance riffs, catchy choruses and memorable melodies, was popularise soul music in an unprecedented way, and almost single-handedly bring about the discotheque phenomenon.


  


  * * *


  


  The story of the Motown empire is the kind of rags-to-riches tale that is the stuff of fiction.


  Motown founder Berry Gordy’s dream of a musical empire and a ‘family’ of recording artists that would help, inspire, nurture and fight for each other, came so spectacularly true that his accomplishment surpassed all before it and has never been equalled since. Berry Gordy set out to make music that would strike a chord in the hearts of everyone across America, and later the world, and that is exactly what he achieved.


  Is there anyone over the age of thirty who hasn’t got at least one Tamla Motown record in their collection? Is there any adult, of any age, who hasn’t sung along to ‘Tracks of My Tears’, ‘My Girl’, or ‘This Old Heart of Mine’ on the radio? The appeal of Motown in many ways reflects the enduring appeal of Northern Soul. Regardless of race, age, or class, there are always delights to be found in the Tamla Motown catalogue, just as there are always delights to be found in the more obscure output of the American soul labels of the 1960s.


  Berry Gordy billed his empire as ‘The Sound of Young America’. Not ‘The Sound of Young Black America’ or ‘The Sound of Young Black Americans for White America’. He wanted to create music that appealed to young people regardless of their background or colour. He dreamed of a record label where young talented singers and musicians could walk into Motown as unknowns and emerge as polished, hit-making performers. The Motown legend surely changed the face of popular music for ever.


  Berry Gordy Jnr was born in 1930, the son of a small Detroit businessman and one of eight children. Always creative and innovative, Gordy discovered a talent for music and songwriting that for years did not necessarily translate into a steady income. Scorned by his family at times for ‘not getting a proper job’, he persevered and in 1957 wrote a song with his friend Roquel Billy Davis that was to prove the launching pad of his career.


  That song was ‘Reet Petite’, which the already-popular Jackie Wilson recorded and took to number one across America. Learning fast about the realities of royalties and profits from recordings, Gordy formed his own song-publishing company, Jobete (an anagram of his children’s names, Joy, Betty, and Terry).


  In 1959 he borrowed $800 from the family savings to set up his own record label, figuring that as writer, publisher and label owner he would have complete control (and maximum income) over all future releases.


  Toying with a name for his new label, Gordy wanted something familiar and thought of Tammy  the title of the number one pop hit at the time by Debbie Reynolds. But, on going to register the name, he found to his dismay that someone had already beaten him to it. So he dropped the last two letters and came up with Tamla. In 1959 Tamla’s first release was ‘Come to Me’, which he co-wrote and produced with the performer Marv Johnson.


  It was a big hit regionally, and when United Artists picked it up for national release it became an American best-seller. Gordy and his Tamla label had arrived.


  A young songwriter and singer called William ‘Smokey’ Robinson had by this time become friends with Gordy. When he rushed in excitedly and told Gordy to listen to his song ‘Bad Girl’, his friend recognised another hit.


  Gordy also recognised that he needed another label, and cash to manufacture and distribute the new pressing. He recalled in his autobiography, To Be Loved: ‘The Tamla name was commercial enough but it had been more of a gimmick. Now I wanted something that meant more to me, something that would capture the feeling of my roots  my home town.


  ‘Because of its thriving car industry, Detroit had long been known as the Motor City. In tribute to what I had always felt was the down-home quality of the warm, soulful, country-hearted people I grew up around, I used “town” in place of “city”.


  ‘A contraction of Motor Town gave me the perfect name  Motown. Now I had two labels. My original plan was to put out all the solo artists on the Tamla label and the groups on the new Motown label. But this plan, like some others, turned out not to be practical.’


  Gordy made test pressings of ‘Bad Girl’ by the Miracles using the famed United Sound Studios in Detroit, but found he could not afford to put it out nationally. (After much haggling and hawking the tape around music moguls, the Chicago-based Chess label took the master from him and the Miracles had a hit.)


  Fired with his success as a songwriter and producer, and bolstered by the belief in his own talents and those of the people around him, Gordy bought a two-storey house at 2648 West Grand Boulevard in 1959 from which to launch his music empire. The building  which became known as Hitsville  was converted to meet its new identity. The garage became a recording studio, the first floor became a lobby and control room. Living quarters were located between the basement and the first and second floor.


  Singer Barrett Strong literally ran into the studio one day as Berry Gordy was going through a raw version of ‘Money (That’s What I Want)’ on the piano. Barrett took up the tune, ‘Money’ became Tamla recording 54027 and Gordy had another hit, via his sister Gwen’s label, Anna. (He could not press and distribute enough to meet national demand.)


  By now he had assembled a wealth of talent. The cramped basement studio became the territory of the musicians subsequently known as the Funk Brothers. Many musicians were used by Motown, but the core group who generated the ‘Motown sound’ were Benny Benjamin (drums), James Jamerson (bass), Earl Van Dyke (piano), and Robert White (guitar).


  Some of these fine musicians would later earn Gordy’s wrath by doing freelance sessions at Ed Wingate’s Ric Tic and Golden World labels, which themselves became sought-after Northern Soul labels. (Edwin Starr and J J Barnes were just some of the artists who graced Wingate’s labels. Ironically, Gordy later bought both labels and incorporated both acts into the Motown family.)


  ‘Way Over There’ by the Miracles became Tamla 54028 in 1960 and went on to sell sixty thousand copies. Yet bigger success came with ‘Shop Around’, which soared to number two in the pop charts and shipped around a million copies.


  The Motown empire never looked back and generated hit after hit for artists who became household names  Mary Wells, Marvin Gaye, the Four Tops, the Temptations and Stevie Wonder, to name but a few.


  Oh yes, there was also the ‘No Hit’ Supremes. They were so-called because for three years they failed to emulate the success of their peers. Yet when they finally made the breakthrough with ‘Where Did Our Love Go’ in 1964, giving Motown its first ever USA and UK number one, Diana Ross, Mary Wilson and Florence Ballard went on to become the most successful girl group ever.


  A major driving force behind the Motown empire was the songwriting and producing team of Brian and Eddie Holland and Lamont Dozier. The latter told Northern Soul DJ Ian Levine that the Motown sound was born during the recording of Martha and the Vandellas’ ‘Come And Get These Memories’.


  Lamont Dozier, said Ian, ‘went to Berry Gordy and said he wanted to put jazz chords on a stomping rock beat. That created the Motown sound and the Northern Soul sound.


  ‘Northern Soul is basically the Motown sound that other people tried to imitate. Motown was the Detroit sound and when the recordings came out of other cities like Washington and Chicago they often ended up with a fuller, blacker edge than Motown did. Personally I hated the Memphis stuff, Otis Redding, and all that, but I loved many others.’


  In October 1964, the Supremes visited Britain for the first time to promote their single ‘Where Did Our Love Go’. That same year, the pirate radio station Radio Caroline started broadcasting from a ship in the North Sea. The conservative BBC Radio service had still not woken up to the interest in black music, so it was left to Caroline DJs like Tony Blackburn to unleash current soul recordings to the listening public. Tony Blackburn himself, often the butt of many jokes, is credited by many soul fans for helping to make some of the more commercial-sounding Tamla Motown productions into hits in Britain.


  In March 1965 Gordy sent a specially-assembled package of Motown stars to Britain. Billed as the Motortown Revue, it included a mouthwatering line-up of stars: the Supremes, Martha and the Vandellas, Stevie Wonder, the Miracles, Earl Van Dyke, the Contours, Marv Johnson, and the Temptations. British R & B keyboards maestro Georgie Fame completed the bill of what turned out to be a financial flop. Although Motown artists had a large fan base in Britain, their following in Beatlemania-dominated times was not sufficient to ensure sell-out shows from city to city.


  Ex-Supreme Mary Wilson recalled in Sharon Davis’s The Motown Story: ‘The audiences were good but kinda thin ... in my opinion the show was too specialised for British audiences. We should have had a few more British bands with us.’ The author related how one promoter’s theory for the small audiences was that ‘By the time people got to know how good the show was, the revue had moved to another town. I didn’t make any money at all, but I have to admit those Motown people know how to put on a very good show.’


  Newspaper critics were equally enthusiastic but baffled by the low turnout for each show. ‘What’s the matter with the British public when they won’t support such brilliant artists?’ questioned one writer.


  The tour, however, served to reinforce the growing reputation of the Motown artists. The Tamla Motown Appreciation Society, headed by journalist Dave Godin from his home in Bexleyheath, Kent, ensured a hero’s welcome for the visiting acts from Detroit. When the revue touched down at Heathrow Airport, they were met by Godin and company bearing banners proclaiming: ‘Welcome to all from Hitsville. We Love You’ and ‘Welcome the Supremes’.


  What sealed Motown’s invasion of Britain was the Beatles’ recording of three Motown songs for their second album. ‘Please Mr Postman’, ‘Money’ and ‘You’ve Really Got a Hold On Me’ all found a totally new European audience.


  Gordy consolidated his output in the UK on the Tamla-Motown label and the classic black label sold by the shipload to teenagers, pop fans, R & B fans, and mums and dads. Motown’s musical output had achieved exactly what Gordy had dreamt of. Gone were the racial divides that had existed for so long in American music: no longer was it white music for white folks, black music for black folks; no longer radio stations that only played songs by white artists and black music ratio stations that only played songs by black artists.


  The Sound of Young America was uniting audiences of all colours, creeds and backgrounds in a way that nothing had ever done before. The worldwide hits went on and on, Martha Reeves and the Vandellas, the Contours, the Velvelettes, the Isley Brothers and David Ruffin were just some of the artists who enjoyed worldwide hits via the Detroit music factory.


  By 1966 the hits were so prolific that Berry Gordy decided at his make-or-break quality-control Friday meetings  at which all the new material was heard and evaluated  that no singles would be released that weren’t guaranteed Top Ten hits!


  In the case of the Supremes, nothing less than number one would do.


  This ensured that only the most commercial-sounding recordings were released, while thousands of superb-quality master tapes never saw the light of day. At least it gave the Northern Soul fans of the future something to hunt for (a certain Frank Wilson record springs to mind) and provided some legal and illegal ‘from the vaults’ type compilations in years to come.


  By the time Berry Gordy sold his Motown empire in 1988 to MCA, virtually all of his hit acts were long gone and the ever-faithful and creative Stevie Wonder and Lionel Ritchie were holding the fort. The asking price was a cool 61 million dollars.


  Of course, Mr Gordy and company did not have a monopoly on American soul music output. The Chess, Atlantic and Stax labels, to name but three, had their fair share of talent. Ike and Tina Turner, Ben E King, The Drifters, Aretha Franklin, Wilson Pickett, James Brown and of course the legendary Otis Redding were just a few of the fine artists who were no strangers to the Top Twenties on both sides of the Atlantic by the mid-60s.


  Hundreds of labels sprang up all over the States trying to emulate Motown’s success, sometimes even cheekily recording in Detroit using Motown’s own musicians. Others brought their own personalised sound to soul recordings. These labels would form the basis of Mod culture in Britain and later become an integral part of the phenomenon that would become known as Northern Soul.


  Ex-Twisted Wheel DJ Rob Bellars said: ‘The Motown sound was the base of Northern Soul. It got you interested. If you then saw a label like Ric Tic and saw the names Edwin Starr and J J Barnes or the likes of them, you knew you were onto a winner.’


  What has puzzled Northern Soul fans over the years is how some of the most instantly-likeable records that have become dance floor anthems could have been such commercial flops at the time of their release. How could a classic Northern Soul discovery like Gloria Jones’s ‘Tainted Love’, recorded for the tiny Champion label in 1965, fail so utterly at the time of its release? It would later sell in vast quantities when reissued in Britain and in the 1980s when it became a worldwide hit after being covered by Soft Cell.


  One possible explanation is the actual quality  some of the obscure labels like Shrine made some pretty poor recordings  but this was not always the case. Another is distribution and promotion  the small, independent labels might only have been able to afford to press a thousand copies and circulate them to local DJs and shops in their part of the city. Another possibility is that they simply got overlooked in the avalanche of material put out by the major players like Motown, Atlantic, Stax and RCA. Whatever the reason, many very commercial-sounding soul records failed to sell enough copies in America to keep the artists, writers, producers and label owners in work. Many Northern Soul icons would quit the music business and end up as office janitors, cab drivers or just plain broke.


  Northern Soul DJ and Motown specialist Chris King said: ‘Northern Soul is basically an off-shoot of people trying to copy Motown records. When you listen to something like Larry Clinton doing “She’s Wanted In Three States” you wonder who on earth it was recorded for. Who were they hoping to sell it to? How on earth did they expect someone to dance to a 100 mph stomper?


  ‘The records that we love did nothing  the odd one crossed over but most were commercial failures. Thank God that they did get it wrong  the music has given us so much pleasure over the last thirty years or so.’


  



  

  Chapter 2


  Boogaloo Party


  

  ‘Being a Mod was always about having a good time, every time, in style. At the heart of this passion for fashion was music, dancing and all-nighters usually heavily fuelled by amphetamines ...’


  

  By 1963 the viewing highlight for Britain’s younger generation was the TV show Ready, Steady, Go, the forerunner of the long-running Top of the Pops. Youngsters could tune in, check out the songs and pick up dancing and fashion tips all at once.


  Teenagers were growing in confidence and were becoming more aware of their ability in the enlightened sixties not to conform to anyone’s stereotypes of how they should behave. Many youngsters, just like today, wanted to belong to one faction or other. They wanted to shock, to rebel, and often to be the exact opposite of what their parents expected. A newspaper article from the time shows the growing recognition of the army known as teenagers. It comes across as somewhat patronising and hilarious now, but it reflects the way the generation gap was opening up in a way never previously experienced:


  

  ‘More money, more freedom and more opportunities than ever before have really taken the lid off the younger generation.’


  

  Perhaps the outspoken and multi-coloured clothes of today’s teenager emphasise this point. The freedom to be able to wear the garments without fear of retribution and ridicule; the opportunities to kit oneself out with almost any style under the sun; and, perhaps the most important point, money to be able to buy the clothes in the first place.


  Today’s “Teen Scene” is full of exciting new ideas and new faces and new groups of idealists ready to try almost anything in the search for “something different”.


  But even so, teenagers are no longer prepared to accept just anything that comes along. Gone are the days when they would rush out in their thousands to buy that ‘fab disc’ or that ‘way-out dress’ just because the rest were wearing one. Today’s real teenager is fast becoming an individual in his or her own right  a right that allows them to dress as they please and, in many cases, go where they please ...’


  The Mods already knew what they wanted from life  to dress differently, live differently and create their own sub-culture that would keep them ahead of the pack. Made-to-measure suits, crisp shirts, Lambretta and Vespa scooters and the best-looking girls were all part of the Mod designer chic. As was their hatred of other youth cults like the motorbiking Greasers, or the dwindling Teddy Boys.


  Soul fan Mick Taylor, formerly of Doncaster, Yorkshire, and now living in Canada, sums up his sixties youth as a Mod thus: ‘I think that we all wanted to be different. To get away from the council estates, the pits and factories, all that cloth-capped bullshit. Spending two weeks’ wages on a made-to-measure shirt or an import LP would do it!


  ‘The influence of the Beatles can never be understated, not only for leading the musical way, but socially  they showed us that even with a thick Northern accent and working-class background, we could cross those barriers. I don’t know one mate who still lives in a council house!


  ‘The sixties was a great time to be a kid. As with all teenage years there was so much going on, so many people going in different directions all at the same time and I think I was extremely fortunate to have been there  especially with the music aspect. Discovering all that “new” music was a blast!’


  DJ Brian Rae said of his Mod roots: ‘In the early days we regarded ourselves as the “in” crowd. We were different to the average punter. We had our own sounds and our own way of clothing ourselves. It was something that a tremendous number of people lived by. It gave us our social link. By the end of the sixties the suits and all that had gone. Flower Power and jeans and all that appeared and it became more a case of being individual than being a Mod.’


  But during their heyday, the Mods set standards for the ‘right’ look and the ‘right’ attitude that few youth groups since have equalled. Long-time soul fan and DJ John Knight, of Meltham, West Yorkshire, sums it up: ‘Being a Mod was always about having a good time every time in style. At the heart of this passion for fashion was music, dancing, and all-nighters usually heavily fuelled by amphetamines.’


  The Mods’ leisure pursuits were funded by a work-hard play-hard ethic. Work was plentiful in the early to mid-60s and the Mods’ wages  or benevolent parents  were needed in order to keep up the credibility and style that they craved so much.


  According to John Knight, ‘Mods invented the designer label mystique long before the present generation of youngsters were the proverbial twinkles in their parents’ eyes.’ He explained: ‘Ben Sherman shirts, Wranglers and Levi jeans, Levi sta-press trousers, Pierre Cardin mohair suits, Crombie coats with silk hankies in breast pockets, SX Lambretta and GS Vespa scooters were all mod designer chic and mystique. Suit vent lengths changed almost every month. A conservative 8-inch suit vent progressed to a single 15-inch vent, only to see pleated vents become the in thing.


  ‘A first-rate supply of quality suit lengths and a good tailor were essential prerequisites for staying the course. It was all about having a unique tribal identity. An identity that distinctly contrasted Mods from mainstream popular fashion and culture but equally alienated other tribal groups like the Grease and the Teds.’


  Alan Fletcher, a story consultant on the 1970s Mod film Quadrophenia, says: ‘The Mods could and would change “the look” overnight, in a manner which bordered on telepathy. The catwalks were the streets, the clubs, the proms and piers of the coastal resorts of England in the mid-60s. It was just amazing how this cult of youth, normally scattered across the shires, could find a shared confluence on the coast, displaying a dress code which had at its centre a strict conformity in style and cut of cloth.’


  If the Mods were passionate about ‘the look’, they were also very discerning about that other essential accessory  the music. Although many were ardent fans of the Small Faces, the Who, the Rolling Stones, etc., it was almost inevitable that legions of Mods would seek something more musically exclusive. That was where the latest Motown, Stax and Atlantic releases came in. Sweaty clubs would echo to the sounds of Otis Redding’s anguished vocals, Marvin Gaye’s smooth delivery and Wilson Pickett’s hollerings. Ska and Blue Beat were also popular.


  But as the Motown empire grew and the hits started to come thick and fast for Otis, Aretha Franklin, the Four Tops and their like, the Mods felt they were losing ‘their’ exclusive sounds to the British pop-buying public. Showing the contrariness that would always be displayed by Northern Soul fans, the ‘in crowd’ began to jettison the better-known music and search for more elusive items.


  The burgeoning R & B and soul club scene in the north of England recognised this, and the DJs  sometimes willingly, sometimes reluctantly  became more open-minded about their playlists. Many short-lived clubs in northern towns had loyal and passionate followers. It was these clubs and enterprising DJs and record collectors that often ‘fed’ the larger clubs the latest cult sounds.


  John Knight recalls how one such club, The Plebs in Halifax, was considered the best in West Yorkshire and drew the Mod crowd from Burnley, Oldham, Rochdale, Leeds, Bradford and Dewsbury. Dozens of chrome- and mirror-clad scooters would be seen in the town centre whenever a Saturday all-nighter featured a good act. Artists like Inez and Charlie Foxx, Jimmy Cliff and the Drifters would pack the venue to capacity.


  John, who DJ’d at venues like Bradford’s String O’Beads in 1968 using various pseudonyms like J W East and Lord Jim, studied the musical press and singles reviews avidly. By then, English labels were putting out the cream of American soul recordings on labels like Stateside and London, and of course, Tamla Motown and Atlantic. But connoisseurs also knew about Cameo Parkway, Liberty, President, Beacon, Direction and others. A trawl through the latest releases on those labels could throw up a gem or two for soul-hungry clubgoers.


  A quick play of a new 45 in your friendly local record shop could be all it took to convince the budding DJ or collector that the vinyl offering he was holding had what it took to become a dance-floor favourite. In this way, Darrell Banks’s timeless ‘Open the Door to Your Heart’ (flip it over and ‘Our Love is in the Pocket’ was another stormer), Bobby Wells’s ‘Let’s Cop a Groove’ and Homer Banks’s double-sider ‘A Lot of Love/60 Minutes of Your Love’ found their way on to the discerning club’s playlist.


  The other essential route to impressing your peers was via a network of contacts on second-hand market stalls and shops. American imports were almost unheard-of, but occasionally items would surface that would have the Mods drooling.


  John explains: ‘The genuine small American soul label was for the most part a dream unless you struck lucky in London’s Portobello market or had connections in Liverpool with the merchant navy. Acquiring that elusive copy of Chubby Checker’s “At the Discotheque”, Bunny Sigler’s “Let the Good Times Roll”, or the Anglos’ “Incense” could be as difficult as the search for any present-day equivalent. Suddenly the six shilling (30p) single could have a street value of £5 or £10. That might not seem much by today’s standards but with weekly wages of £16£20 a week it gives some kind of perspective on collecting records then. DJs who possessed rarities were treated like royalty at clubs like The Plebs. The buzz was unbelievable when word spread that some well-known DJ like King Arthur would be making an appearance at the all-nighter with his copies of “At the Discotheque” or “Let the Good Times Roll”.’


  By 1965 Brian Rae had become aware of a number of all-night cafés and clubs in the north-west. The first venue in the area to try the format was the Cavern Club in Liverpool (the legendary home of the Beatles). Brian’s then girlfriend was also visiting a club called the Twisted Wheel in Manchester. Unlicensed, basic and with a small maze of rooms, the Wheel was a haven for teenagers seeking R & B music. It first opened its doors in Brazennose Street in 1963 as a no-frills club with no licensed bar in which teenagers could ‘hang out’ and dance to both live and recorded music. By 1965, the club had outlived its ‘starter home’ in Brazennose Street and moved to its more familiar base in 6 Whitworth Street (right opposite a fire station and a police station, a factor that would later not help its longevity one iota). The Brazennose Street club closed on Saturday, 11 September 1965, with a live appearance by the John Mayall Blues Breakers.


  The following week the Spencer Davis Group (who had hits with ‘Gimme Some Lovin’, ‘Keep On Running’, etc.) were the main attraction at the grand opening of the Whitworth Street venue. It was there that the Saturday all-nighters attracted youngsters from all over the north-west and further.


  The Wheel’s amphetamine-aided mixture of noise, sweat, black music and basic ambience reminded Brian of why he had loved the Flamingo. ‘It was seedy, but I like seedy places,’ he reflected. The club, owned by the Abadi brothers, was the ultimate teenage venue of its time. It was dark, atmospheric and its rabbit warren of rooms played host to some of the most upfront R & B and soul music played anywhere in Britain. The weekly all-nighters that were so loved by youngsters and hated by parents and the authorities ran from 11 p.m. to 7.30 a.m. every Saturday.


  Entering the Wheel at street level, youngsters found themselves in a dimly-lit reception area with a soft-drinks bar on the left. A few tables scattered around acted as a magnet for record collectors with their boxes. Speakers on the walls relayed the music being played by the DJ on the floor below.


  Following the crowds into the back of the building there was a second room which no one can ever remember being used for anything in particular. Its stone floor, however, provided a spare dancing area for those too desperate to wait for the walk downstairs. Also nearby were the gents’ toilets, which in time-honoured fashion both stank and flooded regularly. They also acted as changing rooms, a meeting place and a dubious base from which unscrupulous dealers could sell drugs.


  Downstairs was where the real action was. The basement area was the domain of the DJs, the innovative dancers and the live artists. It was effectively two rooms: to one side there was the main dance floor, which by today’s standards would be considered tiny, and along one wall the DJ was literally caged in behind a wall of twisted wheels. The Wheel’s own valuable record library was contained in this section and the barrier was probably to protect the club’s own investment as much as the guest DJ’s rarities.


  On the other side of the cellar area was the live-act arena. Again it was compact and intimate, and it was frequently so crowded that the audience could barely move.
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