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About the Book

In 1963, in a south London hotel, Andrew Loog Oldham discovered an unknown rhythm and blues band called the Rolling Stones and became their manager and producer; by 1967 they had achieved worldwide celebrity, been arrested in a notorious drugs raid and split with the manager that made them. 2Stoned is the remarkable record of these years, when Oldham’s radical strategies transformed them into the Greatest Rock ‘n’ Roll Band That Ever Drew Breath. In his first book Stoned Oldham recorded his early years and the meeting with the Stones that changed all their fates; 2Stoned is the story of what followed.
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· CHAPTER 1 ·

ROBERTA GOLDSTEIN, FRIEND and muse: There’s a whole generation out there that doesn’t go a day in their life without the Rolling Stones in it. When the Stones came here for that first tour they were poor, they were brilliant. We had a lot of parties – we were a party. One of the best took place the night the lights went out in New York. That was in 65. The Stones were in a hotel on the West Side. Brian was there playing his harp when the lights went out.

You could see America through their eyes. The Stones loved the attitude and energy of New York; we’d walk it and we’d talk it. Andrew loved New York, too. It was a movie come true for him – the Brill Building and 1650 Broadway, running around from office to office listening to that Jewish rock ’n’ roll coming out of New York. It all had that sweet sound, the Carole King sound, the music of Bob Crewe. It wasn’t ‘I see a red door and I want it painted black.’ It was more up; it was pop.

Al Kooper, musician/writer/producer: I was weaned at 1650 Broadway in NYC from 1958 to 1965. I started in the offices of Leo Rogers, an underhanded personal manager with a great deal of charisma. 1650 was the ‘real’ Brill Building. 1619 Broadway was the ‘actual’ Brill Building, but two hundred times more action and success took place in 1650. The ‘actual’ Brill Building was the last bastion of Tin Pan Alley and was widely regarded as an old man’s building. Other than Leiber, Stoller, Bacharach, Barry and Greenwich, everything else took place at 1650 Broadway. The problem was 1650 was just 1650; it had no title to hang any memorabilia on. So the Brill Building gets all the credit, but that’s completely false. In the offices of 1650: Paul Simon, Tony Orlando, Carole King, Gerry Goffin, Barry Mann, Cynthia Weil, Neil Sedaka, Lenny Bruce, Dionne Warwick, the Shirelles, Chuck Jackson, Aldon Music, Roosevelt Music, Allegro Recording Studios, Artie Ripp, Bobby Lewis, the Jive Five, the Cadillacs, the Isley Brothers, Aaron Schroeder, Gene Pitney, Luther Dixon, the Strangeloves, Bob Gaudio, End Records, Gone Records, Bell Records, Amy-Mala Records, Scepter Records, BelTone Records, Dimension Records, and yours truly. The education I received in that building for seven years far outweighs any university matriculation. The adjoining coffee shop, B/G, had the greatest pancakes in the United States. I commuted from Queens. Also from my neighbourhood were the Temptations (the white version, with Artie Ripp) and Paul Simon and Artie Garfunkel. Nearby neighbours were bassist Harvey Brooks and pianist Paul Harris.

Dylan and the Beatles began the destruction of 1650. The new hip area became Greenwich Village in downtown Manhattan. But from 1958 to 1965, all the great music that came out of New York City was primarily conceived at 1650 Broadway.

Roberta Goldstein: It was magic as soon as the Stones opened their mouths. We’d never heard anything like that accent. When they were singing you couldn’t really tell what country they were from. When they started giving interviews, they had such incredible style. Mick was very bright, as was Charlie. The rest were very quiet. Keith was very shy; I loved Keith for his shyness.

They’d saved a lot of money to get over to the States and every day and every minute counted. Then there was Alan Stroh, what a darling. He worked with Bob Crewe, came from a very rich family in the meat business, and lived for show business. Alan was the manager of Mitch Ryder – this was during the period when Mitch and Bob were having all those hits. Everybody was broke, running hard, living well and helping each other out. I went out with Alan and Bob every night. Andy Warhol would be drooling in the corner – oh, anything to get to our table.

The English were just blowing me away, me and a billion others. We’d first met them all on that first Stones tour of America. Then I went to London. On the first day I arrived, Andrew had just bought this brand new Rolls-Royce. We went to the Scotch of St James and Paul McCartney was there. We all went to Andrew’s house afterwards. I’d brought over Beach Boys records and we sat around listening to the Beach Boys. We were so young and innocent and everybody thought we were wild.

Andrew was like a little giant, but he had so many people pulling on him. When you manage a group it’s like having five kids – one wants vanilla, one wants raspberry, one wants chocolate. This is when the 60s began for me. There was just so much talent and fun around, just so many people doing great things, like Dion, another genius who never got his due. On that first tour I saw the Stones do some TV show in an NY studio, something like Saturday Night Dance Fever or Clay Cole. There were like four hundred screaming little women. Mick would be sitting on the side of the stage looking like he was going to sleep, so relaxed. But as soon as it was time to go to work, that man started to move. He gave himself a hell of a workout; he was working out before people knew what a workout was.

At this point they weren’t into hard drugs at all. I’m talking marijuana here and a few pills there. One time the Stones were on a concert out of town and Keith’s girlfriend Linda Keith and I took an acid trip. The group flew back every night to New York, so they were out in North Carolina on that particular day. I don’t know where Andrew was. He only liked to go to towns that had Bonwit Teller stores; Macy’s didn’t cut it for him. Anyway, Linda says, ‘I don’t want Keith to know that I took a trip.’ So Keith gets back late to the hotel in Manhattan and he’s like pumped from working and flying and he sees us staring at the walls. He goes, ‘What did you girls do tonight?’ ‘Wow!’ we said, ‘we smoked this really strong thing.’ We did have some, actually – it was strong pot. We gave it to him, and the poor guy threw up.

They used to play cards on the flight, and Keith would complain that he was always losing. So we gave him a bi-phetamine and the next night Keith went out again on another gig. He got back and said he’d won $300, so he was very happy.

The Stones were really fresh and innocent and hoping to make it big. Then everything came at once; it was like a snowball that just became an avalanche, with the clothes and the talking and the movies – all at the same time James Bond came out. Everything just mushroomed. It was like Englandmania. The English won that war; even crappy acts became successful.

Bob Crewe lived wonderfully at the Dakota; it was fantasyland. That’s where I met Andrew. Bob threw a beautiful party for the Stones, very posh, catered by one of the finest people in the city and then, of course, Mick sat on a table and broke everything … class act. Andrew enjoyed it because he got to meet all the moguls and mogulettes. Ahmet Ertegun was there, and Harry Cohn, whose father started Columbia Pictures. That impressed Andrew. Liza Minnelli was there. That was a damn good party.

Bob’s home was a gathering place. I met Lionel Bart there, Brian Epstein, Leonard Bernstein (who also lived in the Dakota). Bob’s was one of the most fabulous apartments you’d ever lay eyes on. And it wasn’t even his best apartment, just his Dakota pad. The really good apartment was on the East Side on Fifth Avenue. I called it Glitter House. You could fall asleep and hear the animals in the Central Park Zoo; it was three storeys of heaven. Set designer Sean Kenny would be there with Lionel or Andrew; he did a lot of work with Anthony Newley as well. He invited us to a preview of Stop The World (I Want To Get Off). It was just incredible. We didn’t have to go to London for the swingin’ 60s – it came to us. It was like the Beatles and … voilà! Suddenly the 60s had moved to New York. You gotta understand that at this point very few people knew what the hell they were doing.

ALO: Young men grow, innocence goes, and the kids, albeit all right, start to become street fighting men. We had this almost molecular affinity with America. Its music fed the soul of the Stones – it was the soul. American music was life-giving plasma; it was our future, the great escape as we flamed into being with fashion and rhythm. It was the explanation, the clue, the glue and the door to the room at the top to which absolute beginners and definite winners found the key.

When one is young, summer records define your life. Later they explain it. In June of 1964 the US charts were topped by the Dixie Cups’ rendition of the Phil Spector, Jeff Barry and Ellie Greenwich ditty ‘Chapel Of Love’ on the Red Bird label. The Beach Boys’ ‘I Get Around’ and the Four Seasons’ ‘Rag Doll’ completed this trio of great Popness while Herman’s Hermits, Gerry & the Pacemakers, Peter and Gordon, Billy J. Kramer and the Dave Clark Five nipped at their heels with the best and worst of the British Invasion. Even the Bachelors got to no. 12. Throughout this magical spring and summer, the Beatles always had some half a dozen singles in the US Top 20.

The Rolling Stones were running late. In Britain we were running within our breath; in America we would soon be running ahead and out of it. One single, ‘I Wanna Be Your Man’, had been released and withdrawn. The side had then been coupled with ‘Not Fade Away’ and rereleased, and apart from a few idyllic plays in the Midwest, would do just that. The Stones’ first LP outing, dressed and sold to no. 1 in the UK – via its urgent accuracy and my immaculate no-name imagery – had been repackaged behind my back by London Records and given a title, England’s Newest Hitmakers, putting the event lower on the graphics pole than a Freddie & the Dreamers cover. We were pissed off.

In Rockin’ Britain (and somewhat in Europe) the Stones already had a track record from their two Top 10 singles, a Top 10 EP and a no. 1 album – plus an avalanche of good cop/bad cop press, adulation and scorn (the good cops being the Mop Tops). I screamed inches of ink while my erstwhile partner from the vaudeville machine, Eric Easton, booked the hoopla. The hoopla, the Rolling Stones, played and delivered. Game, set, match. Now Eric handed over the North American booking to a crew named GAC, who could have been CIA if appearances and attitude were anything to go on. These ten per centers lived in a conservative Barnum-less world of staggered vents, brogued battleship shoes, broadcloth button-down shirts and Washington power haircuts and were more at home with Jackie Mason than Nanker Phelge. To get as many newspaper inches for the Stones in the States as I’d been able to get at home, they’d have had to heist an atomic bomb.

America! Where presidents were knocked off, the widow in the pink pillbox hat and bloodstained Chanel mini passed as royalty, and the British Invasion was looked upon with the same disdain as the Twist, hula hoops and surfin’. I suspected my British box of tricks was not going to work here. We desperately needed a vocal following, and to get that we needed real plastic bullets, real hits, and lotsa, lotsa radio play.

On 1 June 1964 at New York’s formerly-Idlewild-recently-renamed-Kennedy Airport, the Stones were welcomed by a few hundred girls that London Records had managed to round up. If the Beatles’ landing four months earlier had been directed by Cecil B. DeMille, our arrival was helmed by Mel Brooks. All those Yank cars that had seemed so exotic and out of reach back in Blighty were a dime a dozen in the States. In the drizzle of the Manhattan drabness, they looked strangely cumbersome and lacklustre. Once we left the airport we were invisible; not a soul knew who we were. The movie was out of sync with life as I’d known it, jump-cutting between black and white and colour. The voices didn’t match the picture. Putting reality together with the movie was a strain, and, as for the soundtrack, it had become a hollow-reverbed nightmare – the audio was wrong, all wrong. I don’t recall being excited; all I remember is being scared.

The Stones stayed at the Astor Hotel on Times Square. I saved some money and went looking to get myself recharged and to cadge a sleep on Phil Spector’s ground-floor office couch on the East River somewhere in the sixties. Phil’s office was a dull, couched and plywooded affair – his taste was reserved for vinyl. I was not invited upstairs to the penthouse residence, where, I believe, a marriage was on the rocks.

The Stones were a small cult, a collector’s item, i.e. we didn’t mean shit. They did The Les Crane Show, hosted by some stagger-brained, lacquered pimp with a smile and demeanour so cut out and fake we felt like we’d stopped off on the wrong set and were in Hogan’s Heroes meets The Twilight Zone. God, suddenly old Auntie Beeb seemed great and far-seeing in comparison and we missed her so! It’s okay to have your home kind question and ridicule you, but I took this vulturistic gnawing and nit-picking at the Stones’ very soul as a personal violation of all that was dear to me. Brian Jones looked like he’d been turned inside out, his heart and soul flayed and scalped before his very own eyes. He hurt and we hurt for him, though nowt was said except a curse on those stillborn Yanks. If we’d anything to declare at Ellis Island, perhaps it was that our skins were not as thick as we’d thought (the Stones’ collective leathery eye had not yet formed).

But that was all about to change and did, with Charlie in the lead, as we were stalked up Seventh Avenue by some creature from the Manhattan radio lagoon named Clay Cole. Cole looked like an electro-shock Anthony Perkins on steroids. His questions never got past ‘Why did you grow your hair?’ What a dolt! Didn’t he know this kind of banter was reserved for the Mop Tops and Herman’s Hermits? The movie snapped back into focus when the dapper Watts told this inane prick to fuck off. He did, and we moved on up to 57th suddenly feeling whole again. You might say we were spoilt brats who didn’t much care for this new bashing we were getting abroad. It was the old Christians and lions game. It was the original Planet of the Apes, and I was feeling more like Roddy McDowell than Mr NRA.

From the papier-mâché The Day of the Locust New York reception we winged to Los Angeles, hovered over it, and arrived as LA’s surviving movieola barracudas were shit-deep in make-up and cliché. Just another day in the celluloid killing fields. Yes, I was pissed off. The plane had bad lighting, most of the colours and fabric were tired and inspired by vomit, façade and disease, and the stewardesses looked best in long shots, evoking Sandra Dee and all of Alfred Hitchcock’s best blonde apparitions.

The image on the West Coast screen momentarily moved from B-movie to Vista Vision as Phil Spector’s right-hand promo man Sonny Bono greeted us at the airport with an open heart and hand to La-La Land. There was hope yet. Thirtysomething Salvatore Bono looked as whacked as the Stones – and he worked for a living! Bono was all Sicilian LA heart. Clad in barber-pole striped trousers, an Italian sweater of the sort thus far only dared by Carnaby poofters, sole– and heelless calf-length Indian moccasins, and paisley neckscarf, he was a sight to see. In his car boot were boxes of Caesar and Cleo 45s because, in those pre-‘I Got You, Babe’ days, he was part of a duo called Caesar and Cleopatra with his then-girlfriend, Cher.

The next day the movie went back to black and white as we started rehearsals for The Dean Martin Hollywood Palace Show – the first surprise being that there was no Dean to be seen. Two days of rehearsals with a Dean stand-in followed. Meanwhile, Deano was out on the links, touching up his tan. He turned up for the filming, immaculate and decadent (which equalled rich), and proceeded to insult the Stones as his way of getting in and out of a commercial break and into the bowels of America’s suburban heartland. The insults one could handle, and the goodfella laconicism – just. It was not having thought of a stand-in for Mick that hurt to the management core.

James Phelge, Phelge’s Stones: Not much news was getting back to the office regarding the Stones’ progress on the tour. I rang Keith and spoke to him at one of the hotels where they were staying. He was generally ‘knocked out’ with America, saying they might be going to the Chess studios and that the tour was going great. We only spoke briefly as he was busy with a press conference and I was running out of change for the pay phone, so I didn’t find out much more. I had to wait until they arrived back in England, when we met up again at the office for a full debriefing. The boys had spent a small fortune on clothes while they were away and were determined to show them off back home. Most of the clothing was lightweight American summer wear and Charlie looked particularly cool in a finely striped blue and white jacket that Andy Wickham, Andrew’s PR guy, described as ‘surf wear’. Some of it certainly looked as if it belonged on a beach.
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I asked Keith about the television show when the band had met Dean Martin. Keith turned up his nose, describing Martin as a ‘right fuckin’ offer’. Apparently he had given the band a hard time, making them the butt of sarcastic jokes at every opportunity. Mick had tried to be sarcastic in return by saying it was ‘so nice to have Mr Martin on our show’, but that sounded somewhat tame, if not childish.

ALO: Apart from the Dean Martin experience everybody enjoyed Los Angeles. You could see a lot more of the girls in such a climate and, LA being LA, the Summer of Love was already here. Most of the girls didn’t need to undress; they already had. We got good news from England – the album was still no. 1. On the 5th the Stones played their first US concert at the Swing Auditorium in San Bernadino. A lot of enthusiastic fans showed and placed (even if the promoter didn’t). The Stones felt better for it; they were back doing what they did best.

Sonny Bono took us for a ride to the RCA studios on Sunset. That afternoon I met three important elements in the Stones recording future: Jack Nitzsche, Dave Hassinger and the RCA studio itself. Thank you, Sonny, for being an angel in your own time and helping us find our breath.

We next flew south-west to San Antonio, Texas on propellers. Here in God’s country our East Coast education in buttoning our lips served us well. In San Antonio we weren’t just freaks, we were rodents. The Stones were to play two days at a State Fair. Wood-panelled station wagons manned by off-duty good ol’ boys greeted us with surly what-the-heel-kinda-freaks-we-got-here? disdain. Some mellowed out when they realised we weren’t ‘contagious or queer’, but we didn’t when we realised that we were due to play directly after a grand mer troop of performing seals. The menfolk chewed gum, cud or baccy. While scuffing their heels in the sand, they eyed us like bulls in heat at the idea of some pansy-quiffed matador for dinner. The more enthusiastic girls, well … Whereas in LA, girls just wanted to touch and be touched, down near the border they were a little more hands-on. They wanted to poke, squeal, and see if we were real.

The mood was tense. This was not turning out to be the America of anybody’s dreams. For once the Stones and I didn’t have much to say to each other. Something was awry and it wasn’t us. We had a crisis on our hands and I needed a serious diversion – quickly – that would save the moment and allow the band to get their druthers. We weren’t scoring except for the sex, which wasn’t going to put us high on the charts, either, except in a doctor’s office on a ‘my dick stings when I piss, doctor, and I’m due home in a week’ basis.

How to keep the dream alive? Keep it moving!

While the Stones Barnum ’n’ Bailey’d and freaked ’n’ geeked at the State Fair, I worked the phone in the downtown two-storey San Antonio motel. The bookings were lacklustre, with far too many days off for a three-week tour. New York and Detroit were somewhat promising, but the idea of Minneapolis, Omaha and Harrisburg without a hit record did not bode well. We’d left our status behind in our faraway homeland. After one year of solid slogging through and finding our recording legs and then beating down the Beatles’ braveheart wall by winning fans north of St Albans via performance, we’d jumped on to our first 505 transatlantic flight and kaleidoscoped into this crazy, half-baked, mid-60s, partially Beatle-ised USA playland without the benefit of even Tom Wolfe. We’d made it through two dislocated American wonderlands – the Brill-funky-Broadway of New York and the surreal beach-party mind-bend of LA – and now we’d been unceremoniously plunked down into this sawdust fiasco in San Antonio. In a normal life, one should have enjoyed the rest, the dust, the breeze and the change, and given thanks for the opportunity to break bread and visit a piece of America in all its very own life-affirming, cattle-prodding, queer-baiting glory.

But I was up for, and we had time for, no such thing. Brian made some effort to be at one with the locals, but with him it was hard to tell what was real and what was an ongoing, insatiable cry for attention. Bill and Charlie put bullets in their respective guns, with Bill firing blanks at every Miss Motel America in sight and Charlie trying out some genuine six-shooters on the outskirts of town. Keith, I hoped, was writing about it, while Mick rested his self in the arms of Texas, writing about that (I also hoped). I starred in my own version of The Parallax View, gnawing my quicks nigh to the bone, wondering how to stop this reel from slipping the spool as I turned for assist to my old pal, the phone.

So I called Phil Spector and asked him to get us booked just as soon as was possible into Chess studios. Phil called back and said he’d set up two days of recording time, two days hence. So I was all beam and sheen when our driver, a Cool Hand Luke type, stationwagoned me out to the State Fair grounds for the last day of the Stones troll. I wondered if somewhere behind the glare of his prison-guard reflectors he’d heard of the late Lt. Andrew Loog. If I told him that my father was from Texas, would that change anything? I doubted it. I bit my tongue, now as sore as my nails, and resisted. There wasn’t any point in engaging in small talk or trying to explain what we were doing there.

To them we were stone freaks – or worse – but compared with what was to come in the Brit export line, we were more akin to Herman’s Hermits. If they wanted to see themselves reflected in a distorted mirror they’d have to wait for the Sex Pistols, who would launch themselves at Randy’s Road House down the road some thirteen unlucky years later.

As I wondered whether I’d dressed down enough for the locale, I pondered why Texans seemed to dress only in denim and beige. Was it so they’d match up with the upholstery, with earth, ergot, barley and sage? And why was it that these beer-pawed Texans always drove one-handed, leaving their right arm curled around the passenger seat as if it were their goddamn God-given right to have someone curled up next to them? I felt too thin, wimpy and wiry to have my potential Texan fatherhood taken seriously by these big bad johns. After the long dust-filled ride over I happily greeted the lads. We now had something really exciting to talk about – the mythical Chess studios.

All of them saw me beaming and knew something was up. ‘Pack your bags,’ I said. ‘There’s a change in the itinerary; we’re going to Chicago to record.’ From their all-at-once heartfelt smiles of wonder I knew that it was still worth playing God.

James Phelge, Phelge’s Stones: If the Martin show had been the low point, it would soon be overshadowed by the trip to Chicago and Chess recording studios. Brian would be incredulous at the fact that he’d discovered one of his musical heroes at the studio painting the ceiling. Muddy Waters was up a ladder when they arrived and had climbed down to welcome the Stones and help carry their guitars into the building. Keith revealed that some of the ‘live’ recordings issued by Chess were not recorded that way at all. In the Chess archives were reels of tapes with nothing but audience noise recorded upon them. Chess used these to dub the ‘live’ effect on to whatever tracks they chose. When I asked Keith what the likelihood was of getting the same taped audience on two different records he replied, ‘Not much chance. They’ve got fuckin’ miles of it.’

ALO: Playing God was just my sideline, actually. Getting records cut and thy hustle done was my principal business. Chicago was a piece of heaven on earth for the Stones, for the earth was scorched on most of our mid-American concert stopovers. We hadn’t set any records; we didn’t have the goods. 2120 South Michigan Avenue housed Chess Records and Studios and in two days the group put down some thirteen tracks – their most relaxed and inspired session to date – moved, no doubt, by our newfound ability to sell coals to Newcastle. Who would have thought a bunch of English kids could produce black R ’n’ B in the States? And here they were in the sanctum sanctorum of Chicago blues, playing in the lap of their gods. The ground-floor room was a gem, as was Chess engineer Ron Malo. He treated them just like … musicians. The derision, jibes and plain stupidity of the American deejay goblins were left out in the gutter. The Stones were to South Michigan Avenue born, and the session was a joy to record.

Keith Richards, In Their Own Words: Back (in the old Five By Five days) when we were recording in Chicago and Los Angeles, we used to go down to the local record stores, buy up a whole bunch of soul singles, sit down by the record player and learn ’em – things like the ‘Oh, Baby (We Got A Good Thing Going)’ and the old Otis Redding stuff. Then we’d record ’em as quickly as possible.

ALO: Nothing sensational happened at Chess except the music. For those two days, the Stones were finally true blues artists and legend has it that true blues artists didn’t have producers – they just came in and got it done. I was producing the sessions in the greatest sense of the word: I had provided the environment in which the work could get done. The Stones’ job was to fill up the available space correctly and this they did. This was not the session for pop suggestions; this was the place to let them be. Oh, I may have insisted on a sordid amount of echo on the under-belly figure to ‘It’s All Over Now’, but that was only ear candy to a part that was already there. I remember being impressed with the order of things and how quietness and calm got things done. I remember meeting Leonard and/or perhaps Phil Chess, and being cognisant of the fact that there was no suppressive limey stymieing from the head office to the factory floor.

Truth was, the Jews and blacks were equal on the Yankee nigger parade and the shared affinity showed and glowed in the music. There was no knighted vinyl baron, pin-striped and up in the clouds, no war-pensioned doorman with orders to separate the wheat from the chaff, no scum line below which the artist could sing, swim, tour and sink. There was just a factory floor and a very relaxed combo of artists, musicians, engineers and salesmen all at one with each other and getting their jobs done and royalty Cadillacs royally driven. I think it’s called a democracy, for all its warts and whores. It was all inspired, but one track, ‘It’s All Over Now’, would bring the Stones a little bit closer to our devoutly-wished-for consummation, the real deal – a genuine American hit.

Back in that first week of June 1964, as the Stones stomped the less-than-sweet, successless streets of New York radiolandia, one bright beacon of good faith had emerged in the form of Murray the K (as in Kaufman, as in the Fifth Beatle). We were doing the radio stations and they were doing us with their relentless shards of glass and barbed witless jibes when Murray decided to adopt us, take us in tow, claim us for his very own by becoming the Sixth Stone (he hadn’t been introduced to Stu, obviously). It was still the same lame game as we smiled all over Murray’s WINS radio station. ‘Whadja think of the Beatles, guys – are you pals or rivals?’ ‘How long since you had a haircut? Just kiddin’, Murray luuuuvvves you.’ ‘I can assure my listeners, they are clean, the Stones are clean. They do wash – don’t you, guys?’

Oh, just play the fuckin’ record and announce the concert date so we can piss off. Murray was a shard above the rest. He’d decided that if we were good enough for the Beatles, we were good enough for Murray. We were getting there the hard way. These first American tours would be the Rolling Stones’ Hamburg. For me there’d be no more time for the Soho sweetness of Expresso Bongo, or the Shetland social games of the French New Wave and Les Cousins and Le Beau Serge. The Stones and I were working in the coal mine. The Brill Building didn’t house J.J. Hunsecker in its penthouse. Columbus found America by mistake; we’d find it through songs.

Murray the K done for the day, Keith and I headed for a shopping foray into the upper seventies on Madison Avenue. Most of the clobber was not for us (in dollars or sense), just an American attempt to copy the look we’d left behind, but where, it had to be said, it was done better. New York’s Upper East Side version of that English look was bland and expensive. The waists on the tweed jackets hinted at a cut and flair that didn’t deliver. The stitching screamed ‘machined in Michigan’ and the brogues were pure day-off Dixon of Dock Green. But the walk was swell and we enjoyed our peek at the vanities on money’d Mad Avenue.

Tucked into the 68th Street corner, where in years to come Jackie Rogers would give good fashion, was an austere gold-leaf painted jewellers that discreetly allowed – via hand-written window cards – that they dealt in estate jewellery.

‘Ah, dead people’s stuff,’ said Keith as I ogled a huge crested beauty of a ring with my name all over it.

With Keith my worthy henchman I hastily attempted to enter the premises, to no avail. The door was locked. I’d started politely knuckling the windowed portion of the door when a chinless vino-vein’d troll in his fifties shoved his pink bulldog features though t’other side of pane and with faux hauteur pointed towards the bell to be used to request entry. I rang the bell and pointed to the ring on the velvet tray on the left. The frail bulldog pursed his leprous lips and gestured ‘no’. He was a creature out of E.C. Comics, a crazed bone-yard dog cursed from fondling the jewellery of the deceased.

‘No, what?’ I wondered, ‘No, we’re closed? No, it’s not for sale? No, we just put it in the window to frustrate punters the likes of you?’ Then we got the true meaning of the no. ‘No, we’re not letting you in our shop. We are not used to high boot-heeled, jean’d and drainpiped, button-down striped shirt’d, waistcoated topped with British Railways peaked caps and happy-gait urchins asking to come in. And there’s two of you … you might kill us.’ Welcome to the swingin’ 60s, baby!

I wanted that ring; I wanted it badly. In a state of aroused telepathy I could read the thoughts leaking out of his filigreed mind. Little sepulchral mummies were lip-synching, ‘How do we know you have any money?’ I pulled out about one hundred bucks and flashed it. I kept pointing at the ring while attempting to shovel the cash through the knee-high mailbox as a show of intent. The runt on the other side went down on his knees in an attempt to stop my cash from soiling his shop, tut-tutting, getting more flustered, more veined and pink, and with his free or drinking hand attempted to wave Keith and me away.

‘Fuck him,’ said Keith. I agreed, but I still wanted the crested royal knuckle-duster. I let the lower half of the door have it with an instep-propelled smack of my Anello & Davide boot. Had I been Jimmy Greaves I’d have definitely scored a goal on that one. The pin-striped leech jumped back aghast, visibly shocked by this quick turn to violence and pantomimed picking up the phone as if to call the police.

‘You fuckin’ marzipan poof reject,’ I offered, or something of the sort.

Keith rebel yelled, gave the world the finger, laughed, took me by the arm and guided me away. As we giggled and crossed Madison arm in arm in the direction of the park, Keith yelled over our shoulders to the few onlookers that had gathered to view the kick-in (and had been joined on the pavement by the newly brave, still tut-tutting salesman). ‘Cunts!’

I felt better and, buoyed by Keith, less like one.

[image: image]
Keith Richards and ALO, New York, 1965


We grabbed some hasty victuals from the hot dog stand on the corner of Fifth, then cabbed west across the park and back into our own Holly Golightly world to attend a Bob Crewe party in our honour. The yellow stretch cab wheeled out of the park at 72nd across Central Park West and let us out at the austere and majestic granite entrance to the Dakota. Three short 60s-filled years later, the building would become infamous for housing Roman Polanski’s Rosemary’s Baby. Sixteen years on, it would be the site of the killing of John Lennon. Keith and I asked for ‘Bob Crewe, please.’ The rest of the Stones were already there. Bob’s apartment was a film set, all ornate mod-Roman gay splendour over the park – marbled floors, bronzed Ma Bell’s, African-motif zebra and leopard throw rugs, and enough brocade, tassel and gilt to assure you that you weren’t visiting John Huston. The living room sunk down to a waist-high setting with an aqua-Nero motif, complete with statues of nubile youth that gushed water. Bob Crewe was Doris Day, if Doris Day had been all man and stayed gorgeous. Leonard Bernstein chatted with actor/neighbour Robert Ryan who asked Mick if he knew Terence Stamp whom he’d worked with two years before on Billy Budd. Mick didn’t or wouldn’t. Lenny B and Ryan turned away from Jagger and resumed discussing elevator problems at the Dakota. Bob Crewe was above it all and flying. Ahmet Ertegun looked diplomatically dapper. He didn’t make a play for the Stones, but it did look as if he’d made one for Liza Minnelli. She wondered if we’d met her mother. I had.

One of Bob’s guest rooms (named Africa) housed our old mate Lionel Bart, who had introduced me to Liza’s mum Judy Garland a month before in London. The living room filled with more famous Yanks and friendly English faces. My host’s ability to spin such a night in such sumptuous surroundings summoned none too flattering comparisons between Bob’s situation and my own. Bob Crewe produced the Four Seasons; I produced and co-managed the Rolling Stones. While I was living in a one-bedroom rented furnished flatlet opposite the Regent’s Park Zoo and Primrose Hill, he was lording it up in a six-room complete with sunken living room overlooking Central Park. He had his offices on the sixth floor of a slate peninsula on West 60th that overlooked Columbus Circle and Central Park South. Atlantic Records had its digs in the same building and next door was Morris Levy and his rumoured Mafia-driven Roulette Records. Meanwhile, over the ocean, my partner Tony Calder and I made an otherwise drab block of Baker Street flats our office, graced by visits from various Stones. Things were livened up by the presence of the quietly mad Roy Moseley on the floor above and the quite mad Kit Lambert and Chris Stamp, managers of the Who, etc., who had taken over a flat on a lower floor. I mulled over the discrepancies between chez Crewe and chez yours truly, my envy well concealed on my sleeve so as not to invade my wellbeing.

Sometime during the evening, Murray the K pulled me to one side and put a 45 single between my hand and his. Murray stood out in these svelte surroundings, grey-blue straw titfer atop his hair replacement and ghastly tangerine skin. He was wearing a Cadillac upholstery coloured Teflon sweater with winkle pickers that set off fuchsia-flamed trews that wouldn’t even pass for wallpaper in Slough. Murray had no shame but was master of his game … pop kingmaker.

He backed me against the wall, both of us still holding the 45, his free hand gripping my beige suede-jacketed elbow. ‘Andy, I love the guys; I think they are fabulous. I know the Beatles love ’em too – George told me so. I don’t go out of my way for many people, y’know, but I’m promoting the hell out of them – you’re gonna sell tickets. The Stones are special. I really like them.’

This rotund puck of pop caught his breath and allowed me time to acknowledge this outpouring. ‘Murray, they like you too,’ was all I could muster.

‘They do?’ He came back at me, smiling vices. ‘Great. I could feel it, especially Brian, real straight guy, sweetheart, really genuine, Mick too. Listen, Andy, I don’t often do this and I promise you, forget whatever you’ve heard – I don’t want anything for it, I just love this business we’re in and that’s the truth of it. Don’t want no freebies, no B-sides.’

He paused and grinned – this was pure pop oxymoronic air we were breathing. ‘All I want,’ he continued, ‘is to know that whenever the guys play New York – and you will, often, I promise – you have ol’ Murray the K behind you now, you’re gonna be big …’ (The wonderful thing about America, I somehow found time to think, is you have nothing to do with getting there. Other people do it for you and you are merely beholding, beholding – left holding the bag.) Murray, meanwhile, droned on, ‘Anyway, all I want is that Murray here is the only disc jockey who MC’s your New York shows and—’ Murray pushed me further against the Africa-motif’d wall – ‘and you and the guys remember Murray when those cocksuckers put me down … and they will, just you remember.’

America was turning into beads of sweat trickling from questionable hairlines and Paul Simon was still Tom of Tom & Jerry. I felt the vinyl; now it was all in mine. ‘Feel what’s in your hand, Andy. It’s yours; it’s for you and the boys. Just take it home and record it. I guarantee it. Murray guarantees it, babe. I just gave you your very first American hit.’ He had, and God Bless America, land of a thousand dances. I’d just gone to the perfect party and got laid by the perfect partner, Murray the K. Bob Crewe beamed knowingly from the other side of the room and raised his glass in a welcome-to-the-good-ship-lollipop salute while musical guest Tiny Tim entertained guests with that and other ditties from another room. The 45 that Murray the K left in my hand was the Bobby Womack-composed, Sam Cooke SAR-labelled, breaking-out-black-but-not-white-in-the-Midwest-and-South smasharoonie, ‘It’s All Over Now’. As recorded ten days later at Chess in Chicago, it would take the Stones into the American Top 30 a couple of months hence for the very first time.

Two weeks earlier on the West Coast while the Stones tackled San Bernadino, I’d tackled music publishers’ row south of Sunset Boulevard, searching for that perfect piece of song that would put a parachute in our recording plane. I listened to a lot of airbag vomit-inducing ditties. America was in the throes of Beatle recovery and nine out of ten songs emoted variations on feeling fine, pleasing everybody from me to you, and hey-hey-hey. Sonny Bono and I cruised into the parking lot of a one-storey 30s hacienda on the south side of Sunset in his Caesar & Cleo trunk-filled maroon convertible. We breezed and smiled our way through a reception full of friendly faces and into the offices of Liberty and Imperial Records and its publishing arm, Metric Music, which had handled the breathtaking Bono-and-Jack Nitzsche-penned ‘Needles And Pins’ (as sanctified by Jackie DeShannon on the Liberty label). Oh Lord, don’t let me be misunderstood. Film sets merged with real life and I was home.

Please recall that up to a month earlier my experience of record companies had been via surly, uniformed doormen and wish-thee-nothing resentful drip-dry average-clad civil servants umbrella’d by a couple of ingenious well-clad vinyl barons, Sir Edward Lewis and Sir Joseph Lockwood, respectively of Decca and EMI. But the Liberty/Imperial/Metric machine was all beige, stucco and tanned – it purred and relaxed in true Johnny Stompanato/West Coast mode. The late Mr Stompanato, an alleged womanising low-life gangster, had impressed me from the UK newspapers at the tender age of thirteen, clutching Lana Turner at London Airport. Michael Madsen should play him and does often. Johnny had an open silk shirt that in black and white matched his skin and neck chain. He threatened to kill Lana’s co-star Sean Connery, was deported from England as an undesirable and deported to the next life by Lana’s daughter when Johnny fell onto the kitchen knife she was weaving. At the time, my kind of guy.

The Liberty company had been started in the late 50s when Al Bennett left his gig at Randy Wood’s Dot label and, together with the Skaff brothers (Bob and Phil) and Sy Waronker, formed Liberty. They were a smash out of the box with their first release, ‘Witch Doctor’ by David Seville, who later gifted Liberty and a lot of the world’s children, mine included, with Alvin & the Chipmunks. Once they had thrust and parried with pressing, selling and getting paid, Liberty settled into becoming one of the major independents. Eddie Cochran, Johnny Burnette, Timi Yuro, Martin Denny, Julie London, Jackie DeShannon, Sandy Nelson, Gene McDaniels, the Olympics, Johnny Rivers, the Ventures, Fats Domino, Ricky Nelson, Bobby Vee, the Teddy Bears, the Fleetwoods and the Chipmunks were some of the Liberty/Imperial acts that helped seal the deal for a successful and diverse independent record company. A&R was headed by the impeccable Snuff Garrett, whose marriage of Bobby Vee with Goffin and King and other Aldon Music/Lou Adler West Coast-helmed writers gave Liberty a rousing run of pop anthems in the first three years of the 60s.

It was a great big world becoming miraculously smaller and more accessible. The ease with which I was welcomed at Liberty amazed me. It was a far cry from East Coast rudeness masquerading as style and flare. No one was scared, everybody shared. (I am leaving Phil Spector out of this analogy, it having become apparent on spending time with him in the States that he was already heading for the hills. In addition to releasing the Teddy Bears via Imperial, Spector produced and mixed quite a few Liberty/Imperial darlings like Timi Yuro, although uncredited for doing so before he headed east.)

In a side room I met Tommy La Puma, who worked with the writers signed to Metric Music. Tommy, a short, jovial man whom a circa Taxi Danny De Vito would have had no problem portraying, played me some appalling results of Beatlemania on West Coast songwriters – even the likes of Randy Newman wanted to hold your hand. We fast-forwarded through more well-meaning drivel. Then, up came a white-labelled Imperial 45 bearing the artist’s name, Irma Thomas, and her devastating recording via Jerry Ragavoy of ‘Time Is On My Side’. Yes, it was my good fortune to hear God two times on this first tour. Once, when the Valentinos literally jumped out of the grooves and into our path with ‘It’s All Over Now’, and a second time when Irma beamed ‘Time Is On My Side’ my way. All that was needed in the case of those two songs was devoted apostles to pick up the mantle. White boys’ will be done, as it is on radio and in America.

That languid LA afternoon, Sonny Bono had some Cher-ing to do and so Tommy La Puma took me to meet Bob Krasnow. Bob was and always would be a great record man. At the time he worked for Syd Nathan’s King Records, home of James Brown. Bob would run Blue Thumb Records with La Puma and, later, Elecktra Records on his tod, where I would pick up with him again in the 80s on my last New York run. Tommy drove me to somewhere in some valley to meet Bob, talk more about ‘Time Is On My Side’, and get stoned … very stoned. Thus far my no. 1 smoking pleasure had been opiated hash, very mellow and very much a body, as opposed to a mind, high. At Krasnow’s we talked and talked and suddenly I got legless and could barely walk, tell the time, or listen to ‘Time Is On My Side’ without sliding into delta-9 time. I became paranoid for the first time in my life and for no other reason but the jane playing with my brain. A second unwanted movie was running in my mind. I had no control over the screenplay and the improvisations were getting out of control.

Around seven I left the jovial Krasnow and La Puma, Bob waving goodbye like a beaming Buddha, wishing me luck on the drive back to our motel on the Strip. My last thought as I tried to follow the widening chasm in my mind’s road was, ‘I think I’ve got it … “Time Is On My Side” is the answer, if I ever get back to the Sunset Strip alive.’ I arrived at the Landmark Motel dazed but in one piece, my mind slowly gathering itself. A little bud called Flo, who looked more like Chris Rock than Pam Grier, had been waiting poolside for my return. Halter-topped, she slipped that off and slipped me inside her before I could say a word. The attraction was, apparently, not so much my looks as my accent; when I spoke she got excited. She was sweet and young fun that summer of 64, but by the next tour when I fell into her again she was stoned and dazed and caught in the waste of dying. She remains a sweet memory, doth Flo. I got off the plane at London Airport mid-morning and stopped off in Harley Street before going to the flat to make sure my dick wouldn’t sting Sheila when I got it home.

*

It was the winter of 1970. We’d rung out our own versions of the 60s and a lot of things had changed. It was as if some malign curse had been put upon that once-unstoppable decade. Ghosts, famous long ago, now haunted the streets. Walking south on Seventh Avenue down from Carnegie Hall in front of a most bizarre handbag shop, I passed two bums, two carrier bags apiece, in old and matching sneakers, twenty-dollar 50s tweed raglan-shouldered overcoats, mottled and frayed wool caps and scarves and not a smile between them. They both had that faraway look that frequently comes with the shattering collision of looks-like-meth dreams and reality. As we walked along, my companion caught me studying their aura for signs of story, of a life. He asked me if I knew who the two were. I didn’t. They were Jerome Rado and James Ragni, he said, the creators of Hair, a musical once considered revolutionary and innovative but, to my taste, recycled theatrical air with hair and nudity. The two ‘bums’ looked frazzled and shattered. Their eyes told of a thousand losses as they trudged along clutching their paper carrier bags the way they had once clasped hope to their bosoms. I mindfilmed that forlorn Age of Aquarius moment with Messrs Rado and Ragni and walked on.

Sometimes it was I who was the ghost. On that Aquarian-haunted corner as I strode my block on a perfectly cast fall day in the early 80s, outside the Russian Tea Room I spied a well-fed, primefine looking Michael Caine. We had met a couple of times in the 60s – hadn’t we all – but mindful of Caine’s busier and more people-filled itinerary the past twenty years and to save the fellow from searching through his mind to locate my mug, I was happy to reintroduce myself with a ‘Hello, Michael, Andrew Oldham, how are you?’ Given the cue Mr Caine did a perfect take. He pulled himself up an unneeded extra inch by clutching the collar of his dapper double-breasted navy blue overcoat, sucked in the air, rosied up his face for the close-up and hit his mark. ‘Andrew!’ he chimed, ‘so good to see you – keeping well?’ His eyes blinkrated to zero as he realised there was no need for an answer. ‘Just fine, Michael,’ I said anyway. ‘Living here now.’ ‘Jolly good,’ Caine soldiered on. ‘How are the lads?’ The lads, I thought, how are the fuckin’ lads? My hackles bristled. Climb down, laddie, I told myself. He’s just put your mug together with its reference and hasn’t updated his mind’s Filofax yet. There’s no offence here, you twit, he’s just trying to be polite. ‘How are the lads?’ ‘Oh, just great, Michael. Everybody’s just fine.’ My reading of the line must have been perfect, because Caine breathed a sigh of relief. This could be a take, after all. ‘Oh, great, good to hear that. Say hello to Mick for me. Good to see ya, Andrew.’ Michael slapped my arm in camaraderie, braced himself up the unneeded inch again, locked eyes for a reverse angle shot, turned left and strode on up 57th. I recovered – kind of.

Those days a chance encounter with a friendly acquaintance could be most disturbing, leaving my body screaming for relief and my mind diving for the grinder, without which one could say goodbye to the rest of the day. If I hadn’t been in the nick I was in, I’d have learnt a valuable, time-saving lesson that day at the school of Caine, instead of later. ‘How Are The Lads?’ Hmmmm … point made, taken later. Much later.

*

On a brisk autumn day in London of 74 I found myself dodging taxis with a good pal, the late Ron Kass. In the early 70s Ron left Apple Records and was living a wonderful world in London, married to the actress Joan Collins and running the UK Warner Brothers discery. It was somewhat to Ron and less than is thought to Colombia that I owe my entry into the long year’s night of the marching powders. Oh, I’d said hello to the lady before, but I’d never slept over.

We were striding across the Strand heading for the Savoy for a meet with Shep Gordon, Alice Cooper’s manager. Ron handed me a small brown vial with the words, ‘You bring it out, Andrew, it’ll look better coming from you.’ ‘It’, we established, was cocaine. I did indeed bring it out and later thought what a nice way this was to do business. Ron and I became drug buddies – having our toast buttered at the Connaught seemed to compensate the sweat on my brow, his lips and our shared fall from grace. This toot’n’tryst continued in the hills of Beverly where Joan and Ron had moved after striking Dynasty gold. During that Dynasty run I’d taken two Colombian gentlemen to the Century City pad shared by her and Ron. None of us ate; we all had the snivels, sweated in coke rote munchies and eyed the bathroom as if it were going to disappear. I had visited Ron and Joan on an earlier occasion for an English Sunday roast. This was long before Joan’s Dynasty success had her leave Blighty, and before her sexy potboilers, The Bitch and The Stud, based on her sister Jackie’s books, allowed the grand dame to rise forever against England’s mudraking view of her. She was not at all worried about us going AWOL in the loo, Joan being the champion at loo décor. Both their Century City pad of the 80s and the 70s ‘purple belt’ Surrey cottage were stocked with every one of Joan’s magazine covers since her 1951 début in Lady Godiva Rides Again. Back at Century City the Colombians and I continued to admire Miss Collins as we all cut across each other’s sentences, grinding funky to the bone with the coca-plus of laughing at jokes before we’d got to the punchline. The T-bone was served but just got cold as we looked at it. The salad kept it company. Joan must have thought we were all dieting.

At this 1970s time Ron was attempting to restore some financial dignity to the life of chum Lionel Bart, who’d been staying at Cap d’Antibes with friends, had broken his arm and was in need of a pal. It was a long way from the late 50s/early 60s pop-hit-a-week via Tommy Steele, Cliff Richard, Fings Ain’t Wot They Used To Be and Lionel’s jewel in the crown, Oliver! This Lionel, who had made Marianne Faithfull possible for me by financing the session, had bet the farm (as in his Oliver! royalties) on a new show, Maggie May, and lost. With Sean Kenny there had been many attempts to catch the wind – Quasimodo, Gulliver’s Travels – but fame was a daft mistress to Lionel. He was down in the dumps and was probably getting the message that the body would only take so much more abuse in search of its owner’s next national anthem. So at Ron’s behest I’d headed, kind of gladly, for my old stomping ground, the Côte d’Azur, perhaps to recharge my own batteries in the land where so much had begun for me, where Lionel had once been pearly king and queen of the Croisette catwalk in Larry Parnes and Oliver! days gone by. The drive from Nice Airport was breezy and balmy. I felt invigorated by the soothing evening air, my very being ecstatic as I looked back through the rear window of the taxi at the same view Cary Grant had Grace Kelly’d all those VistaVision turns ago in Hitchcock’s To Catch a Thief, the route where so much had started me up into go.

How had I managed to turn it all into this sour stench of success? Still clad with verve I managed to pull it off on occasion, but had it not been for my eternal optimism I would surely have been as worn out as the Lionel Bart I was about to meet. It was no longer about fashion. It was about fading fables, the inability to participate and produce. I say ‘sour stench of success’, but I was still managing to stay just above the fray. ‘The smell of opium was more agreeable than the smell of success,’ Graham Greene had written on the same Antibes patch for his A Sort of Life.

I was very lucky to have left England in 1970 for the calm and anonymity of Connecticut, where I was able to find some respite before the self-induced storm. I had left behind two failed marriages, the first (as I saw it then) to the Stones, and the second to Sheila – a double marriage that had been borderline bigamy. I had remained a child and fled my very own, whom I could not even remember holding. The scarecrow of my soul, Dr Luke McLoughlin, did his best to calm my beasts with a hamperful of drug mixtures, electric shock treatment and truth serums designed to drive out the demons and stop me from stepping on any more mental landmines. In sum total all this did was allow me a reasonable tan. Underneath I was very pale, wan and alone. I’d forgotten what an intimate hug felt like, but was too chemically blocked and cold to realise it. I made do with the comfort of pals, a joint, a brilliant idea never worked on in the morning and a drink or four. Moving to Connecticut had been good and had soothed my well-tempered madness for a while. Until, that is, I attempted to re-enter the fray.

Sheila Klein: I remember Andrew getting a card in the post from the Tax Office. It said ‘please send by return of post £600,000’. Soon after that we’d left England and were living in Connecticut. We were all so in it, we didn’t know how to get out of it. There was no map, there was nobody we knew who’d been on this route before. There was no community in Connecticut; we had no good friends there and he’d lost his identity. He didn’t know who he was. What he was, was deeply wounded. He couldn’t get his teeth into anything. It was really miserable. Ever since we’d got married we’d split up every year without fail and then get back together again, the reason being I needed a period to recharge. I’d just get so drained by the whole thing. After three months away I’d be back to myself, grounded and strong and knowing what everything was about. Then within a month of moving back in with him and all the chaos, I wouldn’t know whether I was coming or going. We fell out a long time before we arrived in Connecticut but I was still trying to make it work. It was hell in Connecticut. I was smoking a lot of cigarettes and drinking too much and I realised I had to start taking care of my health. I think some of that must have worn off on Andrew. He got incredibly bored living there; it was just so deadly dull. If you didn’t play bridge or tennis, forget it. He would go off somewhere and I would live there for about a month without speaking to anybody. There was no coherence to anything, no synchronicity, because everything and Andrew was so fractured. I wouldn’t say it was that he used people. He just used them up. And now they’d used him up. It took me ten years to recover from our relationship. At the end of it I couldn’t speak.

ALO: In 1974 I was still getting over leaving the Stones and attempting to deal with the thought that at thirty I might have shot my load. I had bought into and was living in my own well-heeled abyss. I spent the early 70s recording 4-F Crosby, Stills wannabes I’d swept off East Coast village greens and had convinced the white guys running Motown were the next Nash, Young and Joni Mitchell combined. I was drinking and detained enough to be able to give you the floor plans of Connecticut’s best jails. I had just started taking coke daily and still thought it wasn’t taking me. I’d left England in 1970, after the taxman had told me to pay up or set sail. I settled in the rolling hills of Connecticut, existed on Stouffer’s stew, pot and vodka and caught every Mod Squad, Columbo and Harry-O for nigh on four years. I also partied in the hills of Beverly. I looned in a somebody’s garden, lined up marching powder on a sundial in the night for Ringo and Peter Sellers. I complained about the 60s and Ringo called me a twat and told me off. All the grinning Goon could say was, ‘Oh, I do love doing drugs with you rock people!’

Back east, I sat on my tod in my 450 Merc looking down on my land, and I cried. Fuck Hey Jude, I thought, I have to make this better. So I packed and flew to London, my time in tax exile up. I hustled a glam cry-bi guy, Brett Smiley, to Ian Ralfini’s Anchor Records and sold a talented Duncan Browne to Ron Kass. Duncan I had first recorded in 1968. The result, ‘Give Me, Take You’, is well remembered but did not sell well at the time. He’d garner some singles success with Mickie Most before we took another crack at it in 74. Duncan, who died very prematurely of cancer in 1993, remains one of the artists I was proudest to stand in a room with and watch evolve. Brett Smiley was a fine writer with a multi-destructive lifestyle to write about, which he did well. I had come across Brett after a Detroit trip that had me meet Russ Gibb, entrepreneurial educator extraordinaire. Russ pointed me in the direction of Brett, who was not far from his arm. I recalled pal Jerry Brandt’s adventures with Elektra/Asylum Records over Jobriath in 1970, and figured, ‘my fag’s not real, I’ve got the real deal, I can do this better’. That was pure 70s-speak and finally not true for either Herr Brandt or myself, although we’d both had fun getting it done. Jerry’s problem may have been dealing with David Geffen, who’d once worked under him in the mail room at William Morris. My problem may have been I’d never worked in the mail room.

I hired a suite in the Hotel Pierre and had the walls adorned with large cool Gered Mankowitz blow-ups of Brett (in person he was getting on my nerves). I sat there for four days on room service, hope and blow waiting for Ian Ralfini to call and say I’d got a deal. He did and I was free at last to hustle London once again.

I’d met Russ Gibb at LB’s. I’d met LB (an American known to all simply by his initials) because John Lennon had told me in New York, ‘Andrew, when you’re in Detroit, stop off for some free sushi and coke at LB’s. He’s this great old queen dealer who’ll give you anything you want; all ya gotta do is have your picture taken with him.’ I did call and stop by, got high, and sure ’nuff, a snapped and beaming John was up there on the wall of fua and fame. I made a friendship with LB that continued long after they shipped him off to jail. He’d been shopped by one of his musclebound young drivers named Charles, who chauffeured the coke north from Texas in a one-headlighted Rolls with a little old grandma in Beverly Hillbillies dressed-up mode sitting aback as decoy. Charles decided to take over the farm and retire LB to jail and pasture. I communicated with LB at his new Terre Haute, Indiana, digs and attempted to be conciliatory and Zen about his fate. ‘No need, Andrew,’ LB wrote back, ‘I go bareback riding on horses and boys at least three times a week. It’s heaven. I’m in a great retirement home where finally the drugs and the boys are free.’

Ken Mewis, friend: After Andrew left the UK for Connecticut I joined him and became his personal assistant at doing nothing. The days would start with Bloody Marys at a local bar and end up with vodka, Stouffer’s beef stew and The Mod Squad on TV. We watched a lot of TV. Irwin Schiff was a very large American whom Andrew had met through either Doc Cavalier or the bunch of gangsters at Hemdale. Irwin weighed 400 pounds and had to sit sideways in order to drive a very big Cadillac. He had been an interrogator for the US Army; he’d take two Vietcong up in a helicopter and throw the first one out in the expectation of getting something out of the remaining one. Irwin became friendly with Andrew and he’d speak about this a lot. He got killed at the beginning of the 90s in an East Side Italian place over a plate of pasta.

Andrew ‘used’ Irwin to represent him in his
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