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*Intro*

––––––––
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In the concluding episode of BBC TV’s late 1970s, early 1980s cult sci-fi series Blake’s 7 a super quantum computer named Orac triumphantly announces success in ‘Tracing a pathway through the patterns of infinity’. The chapters contained within Chain Reaction are certainly a far less adventurous and hopefully more human attempt to take a magnifying glass to the sometimes faint and slender lines of linkage mapping rock ‘n’ pop’s connections.  

World-wide knowledge exists of the significant moment that presses the ignition button for the wonderful Fable of the Fabs:  Lennon meets McCartney, Woolton, Liverpool, 1957.  But would fate have allowed the history-shaping music that was to follow if Eddie Cochran hadn’t recorded “Twenty Flight Rock” enabling a young John Lennon to be impressed with, an even younger, Paul McCartney?  Or Sun Records’ Sam Phillips to discover an unknown embryonic King of Rock and Roll, if the future King hadn’t first decided to cut a disc for his mother’s birthday at the Memphis studio?  

These are just two ‘light the blue touchpaper’ interactions launching the skyrocket careers of Elvis Presley and the Beatles.  As Chaos Theory predicts the mere fluttering of a butterfly’s wings may initiate a complex scenario to be enacted far down the line.  

While trying to avoid the potential pitfalls of ‘correlation is not causation’ the following pages will explore the slightly more subterranean and perhaps less obvious timelines, seemingly required to allow and energise the events and creations of pop culture from the mid 20th to the early 21st Century.  
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*Connecting the Dots*

––––––––
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A is for Apple: the classic letter beginning a child’s first book; but in a parallel universe possibly not the first letter naming a multitude of smart phones.  Instead of an A let’s start with an E.  E for Eden.  Not Bob Dylan’s “Gates of Eden”, neither Cornwall’s Eden Project, nor James Dean’s East of Eden; but the biblical one, the one with a garden.  Famously it all begins as Eve reaches out to a nearby tree for a small fruit to entice Adam – his hand fatefully taking the apple, just as maybe you, and many millions of other people, may have reached for an iPhone or iPad.  But if a British ex Colonial Regiment officer called Robert Fraser hadn’t become an art dealer, would it be an Apple device?  

Robert Fraser, sometimes known as Groovy Bob, is perhaps nowadays not a frontline name when it comes to saluting the movers and shakers of the mid-sixties London scene; a scene so ‘swinging’ the world’s illuminating spotlight found it irresistible.  Fraser however was a key player during those heady years.  The infamous trial of Mick Jagger and Keith Richards following the notorious Rolling Stones Redlands drug raid of 1967 featured a third man in the Chichester Quarter Sessions dock, art gallery owner Robert Fraser.  Revisit celebrated pop artist Richard Hamilton’s iconic picture of two men handcuffed together being paparazzied into a mutual attempt to hide their faces: not Jagger and Richards, but Jagger and Fraser.  Scene-maker Robert’s Sixties music in-crowd involvement extended even higher up pop’s ziggurat, to the ‘toppermost of the poppermost’, all the way to Beatle Paul.  

The pivotal sixties year of 1966 found the famous decade continuing to be entranced by the Beatles, as the ex. Liverpool beat group’s unique talents for songwriting, performing, style and joie de vivre, expanded the confines of pop music, movies, record album content and sleeve design, also male fashion and seemingly the very essence of pop culture.  This would also be the year renown Belgian surrealist Rene Magritte paints Au Revoir; the year before the artist bids au revoir to the world.

Whilst leading the extraordinarily fast expansion of the previously supposed low culture of pop music to create a fusion with high culture’s, literature, visual arts, drama, and poetry, terraforming a new cultural ‘one world’ zeitgeist, the Beatles seldom paused in their creativity.  But by the mid-sixties after more than three years of constant touring, recording, songwriting and occupying the epicentre of Beatlemania, a necessary plateau was reached in the individual’s domestic lives.  Lennon, Harrison and Starr, with their respective matrimonial partners Cynthia, Patti, and Maureen, had found sanctuary in the leafy environs of Surrey’s Weybridge and Esher. 

McCartney, however, while still romantically entwinned with future Mrs. Gerald Scarfe, actress Jane Asher, had remained close to the centre of London’s creative whirlwind of action.  Paul had relocated following an extended stay at the Wimpole Street family home of girlfriend Jane, to a property of his own in St John’s Wood’s Cavendish Avenue.  From here he delighted in an opportunity to swim in the flowing streams of swinging London’s avant-garde: fine art, theatre, experimental music, all welcomed the Beatle to their galleries, performances and salons.  

In the early 1970s, looking back to the tsunami of cultural changes that swept across the western world in the previous decade, John Lennon declaimed the Beatles to be akin to ship’s lookouts, high in the crow’s nest of a sailboat’s rigging, scanning the horizon for society’s myriad flashpoints of new times.  Those four trendsetting navigators could be likened to ace American test pilot Chuck Yeager, who flew an experimental jet-plane to the edge of the planet’s atmosphere in the late 1950s; a forerunner to the sixties Mercury and Apollo astronauts - the Beatles were the equivalent; cultural test pilots checking out new frontiers.  

To quote the world’s leading authority on the Beatles, historian Mark Lewisohn: ‘The Beatles story has been told very often, but in my view rarely very well.  A rock and roll group came out of Liverpool and shaped the last half of the 20th century the world over, and their music transcends changing times.’  Tune In, the first volume of his monumental history of the greatest band of all time All These Years identifies a fascinating sequence of significant, but at the time far from obvious in their importance, inter-connections allowing the story of the Beatles to exist at all; moments of history changing direction.  

One such Beatle fact, although in this instance well known, has seldom, excepting Lewisohn’s academic studies, been highlighted with sufficient credit: the Beatles and art.  From the group’s very earliest days, especially John and Paul, the fledgling Beatles, quite unlike all other UK rock ‘n’ rollers and showbiz popsters were imbued with an art sensibility.  Principally, though not exclusively, through original group member, John’s friend from art college days, Stuart Sutcliffe.  The first person to be described as ‘the 5th Beatle’.  Prior to Paul brilliantly taking up the position of bass guitarist for the group, Stuart at the behest and insistence of John, tentatively held a Hofner bass, while remaining first and foremost an artist.  Before sadly his young life was cut short in 1962 his oil paintings had been recognised by founder of British Pop Art Eduardo Paolozzi as the work of a promising artist.  And here we should briefly pause to notice an accompanying line of correlation linkage; by the mid-sixties Robert Fraser’s London gallery exhibits Paolozzi. 

Through their interests, art education and associations the Beatles were, from the very beginning, endowed with qualities that set them aside from, and frequently far above, the other pop ‘n’ rock performers of the era: so no surprise when, in 1967s Summer of Love, they create with artists Peter Blake and Jann Haworth a legendary sleeve containing the epic scene-shifting music of Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band.  The cover design would not have existed in its instantly recognisable form without the project’s art director: Groovy Bob.  

Paul McCartney frequently visited Fraser’s Duke Street gallery for previews and exhibition openings, also his Mount Street flat where Robert held court with a kaleidoscopic salon of glittering contemporary artists including many he promoted to a sometimes-dubious public audience.  Names including Op Art originator Bridget Riley and controversial American Jim Dine; plus, the coolest hipsters of that supercool time, Marianne Faithfull’s husband John Dunbar and Barry Miles, the cutting-edge innovators behind the counter-culture newspaper International Times and the Indica Gallery, were John Lennon and Yoko Ono first met.  Fraser also represented Andy Warhol and most importantly of all for this ‘join up the dots’: Rene Magritte.  

Just as Brian Epstein’s back-story led him from an affluent milieu, via a brief period in the military, before RADA and the Cavern Club, then on to becoming the single most influential background creator for the Sixties pop music earthquake; Robert Fraser too had come from a financially high-end family, including father Lionel, a Tate Gallery trustee, before experiencing a period in the Kings African Rifles regiment, eventually finding his true calling as an incredibly hip art dealer. 

In late May 1967 the Beatles shiny new LP Sgt. Pepper premiered with a photo-op launch in Brian Epstein’s elegant Belgravia home.  The stunningly original gatefold sleeve boasted artwork destined to acquire a unique position in the legend of John, Paul, George and Ringo: an image created through the auspices of Robert Fraser.

A year later Apple becomes the name of the band’s own record label, a subsidiary of their company, Apple Corps.  But this is before the ultimately crucial aspect of Apple’s image is formed: the design for the company’s logo and how this would come to visually signify an outstandingly original look for the Beatles 45’s and LP’s.  

We are now close to the moment when the appearance of a specific ‘apple’ will allow a 21st century consumer tech corporation, with a market capitalisation of a trillion dollars, to appropriate their desired user-friendly brand name.  

On the day this timeline reaches its critical connection Beatle Paul is busy with a film crew in the garden of his North London house, not far from Abbey Road studios.  Over five thousand miles away in California, Steve Jobs just entering his teen years almost certainly didn’t have the Beatles on his mind.  Although as a major fan of the fabs maybe he did. One day in the future the digital world enabling, Zen Buddhist, innovator would reveal, he was inspired by John Lennon. 

As an indication of this statement’s sincerity, four years after the tragic 1980 assassination of his idol, the by now super successful super fan could be found at the Dakota building in New York, visiting Yoko Ono with a birthday gift for John’s nine-year-old son Sean: a Macintosh microcomputer.  Recently unveiled to the world by Jobs as a breakthrough desktop PC complete with a mouse and graphical user interface.  

The clearest sign of the American’s fascination and admiration for the Beatles had occurred in the previous decade when choosing to name his fledgling computer company, co-founded with Steve Wozniak, Apple in reflection of the other one.  But for Steve Jobs to be entranced by the record label image adorning 1968s “Hey Jude” that specific ‘apple’ had to be present in all its green glory.  And for that to happen we need to join Groovy Bob entering his friend’s house not wishing to disturb McCartney as the Beatle directs the filming of protégé Mary Hopkin.  Robert Fraser has brought with him a small painting, a picture he’s confident the Beatle will find interesting.

Across the many years of Rene Magritte’s illustrious career, the artist had often employed an apple image in his uniquely stylised surrealist juxtapositions.  The best known being The Son of Man, a simply presented image of a plain-suited, bowler-hatted, front facing man, with his face obscured by a large apple.  An even larger Magritte apple reached a substantial audience in 1969 courtesy of guitar maestro Jeff Beck, when the 1958 second version of Magritte’s painting La Chambre d’Ecoute graced the cover of the Jeff Beck Group’s second LP Beck Ola.

Jeff Beck, considered by many guitarists to be first among equals of the exceptional trio of Beck, Eric Clapton and Jimmy Page that played lead guitar for England’s Yardbirds as the group evolved through the sixties, from authentic rhythm and blues outfit, via a No.1 pop hit “For Your Love” to psych rock band. A BBC TV documentary on Jeff Beck broadcast in 2018 featured many famous electric guitar players paying homage to his preeminent talent; including Page and Clapton both agreeing Beck’s fretboard skills topped them all.  But Beck’s Magritte apple is not the influential one destined to have an effect, perhaps second only to Isaac Newton’s.

Fraser exits the Cavendish Avenue house that day sans Magritte’s Au Revoir and without saying hello to the Beatles’ bassist; leaving a delighted Paul to come across the painting propped up on a table.  As McCartney has always acknowledged this was the moment he found the basis for Apple Records highly original label and logo.  And thanks to a British military man turned art dealer also the moment that will eventually brand a plethora of iMacs, iPods, iPhones and iPads: Apple.  

Business being business the ‘Tale of Two Apples’ has quite a few financial twists and turns in its telling.  Over the years agreements were negotiated between Lennon, McCartney, Harrison and Starr’s Apple Corps and Steve Jobs’ Apple Inc. initially stating Jobs would stay out of music and the Beatles the computer biz.  For a while, so far so good, until – yes, the music industry eruption called iTunes!  Call the lawyers for another round of essential talks.  A further settlement is agreed in 2007, the sum involved remaining confidential, but informed newspaper speculation suggests the cost to Beatle fan Steve ran to several hundreds of millions of dollars.  

So, I guess in the end for all concerned: A is For Apple.
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*Bongo Herbert & the Rolling Stones*

––––––––
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Probably not.  Better get one thing straight right from the start: in 1962 the ‘g-less’ Rollin’ Stones, if not the Rolling Stones, certainly existed and Bongo Herbert did not.  So far, so confusing.  Let’s take a step back: who, or what, is Bongo Herbert?  For now all that’s needed to be known is, like Tarzan or Oliver Twist, this is a character from fiction.  He ‘exists’ only because someone has imagined he does.  In this instance the creative writer is the colourfully named Wolf Mankowitz.  We’ll get back to Wolf shortly.  

The sedate environs of conservative Cheltenham Spa in early 1960s England could not be expected to either accept or contain Lewis Brian Jones – and it didn’t.  Pre-empting the local community’s rejection 17-year-old Brian Jones dropped the Lewis, picked up his guitar and made his escape from his enthusiastic pastime of collecting girlfriends.  Fortunately for Brian he possessed one other passionate interest: blues music.  Also a destination.  If Dick Whittington’s fictitious ‘Streets paved with gold’ London wasn’t available another one was. 

The mid 20th century capital city exerted a magnetic attraction on the mainly young, ambitious and/or disaffected outliers from the provinces and farther afield regions of Great Britain.  A welcoming open-armed greeting did not await them: cities don’t work like that.  Instead Jones and all the rest soon found out that this major city was in reality a collection of villages, jostling side by side, with their geographical tectonic plates rubbing constantly and energizingly together.  Encompassing millions of inhabitants all busily enacting their daily game-plans with little or no spare moments for yet one more, instantly invisible, arrival.  By necessity, in common with all the males and females the metropolis absorbed, Brian Jones needed at least one person to recognize his existence: for him that one person returning the Cheltenham runaway to visibility was UK blues music original Alexis Korner.  

The story has often been told over the years of how the beat group, sometimes in their early days billed as ‘London’s Answer to The Beatles’, assembled in 1962.  How a debut performance at the Marquee Club, was followed by appearances on Eel Pie Island and the Crawdaddy Club exciting the scene’s relatively small number of rhythm and blues aficionados.  For the telling of this chapter the point to be made is, that in all probability this is as far it will go for the Brian Jones led, non-recording combo, the Rollin’ Stones.  Still as yet no ‘g’ for the group’s Muddy Waters song tribute name.  If nothing changes what happens next?  Who can say for sure.  Let’s have a crack at it anyway.

Probably Mick Jagger stays with the band a little longer before yet another disagreement with Brian Jones makes continuing his studies at the London School of Economics seem a more attractive option: maybe forming a new group with buddy Keith Richards to play ‘weekend’ rhythm ‘n’ blues in the clubs of West London.  Shy Keith never meets Hampstead hipster Linda Keith, the girlfriend destined to transform the guitarist into the ‘Human Riff’ with the knowledge and interests of a pharmacologist.  Charlie Watts drifts ever further into the jazz world of Ronnie Scott’s Club; and Bill Wyman remains Bill Perks from Penge, the owner of two bass guitar amps and now looking to join a rock ‘n’ roll group.  Brian Jones becomes, for a while a, somewhat unreliable, rhythm guitarist for his inspirational London benefactor Alexis Korner as a member of his band Blues Incorporated.  However something does change.  

We all know that in this universe time’s arrow led to a day in April 1963 – a day that flips the previously outlined scenario into - star beat group the Rolling Stones go on a golden run of tip-top hit records over the next 5 years; then via a notorious drug raid and subsequent jury trial morph into rock band outlaws the Rolling Stones for the next decade or two.  

As the early springtime sun bestowed its ultra-violet light on Richmond in Surrey a 19-year-old Londoner, his head buzzing with rock ‘n’ pop dreams, takes a Sunday evening train trip south from Hampstead to Richmond’s station hotel.  The Rolling Stones, his future and their mutual destiny, are awaiting his arrival.  If this were a Hollywood movie the screenplay would require Doc Brown’s Back to the Future flux-capacitor enabled DeLorean to deliver Marty McFly who would materialise and secretly organise timeline changing events.  This proves to be unnecessary in our non-celluloid reality.  All that is needed that day in pop-rocks history to reconfigure the Stones algorithm is Andrew Loog Oldham.  

Shortly before Oldham sees, hears, and most importantly ‘gets’ the Rolling Stones for the first time, he walks past a querulous Mick Jagger and girlfriend Chrissie Shrimpton outside the gig’s venue.  Their briefly exchanged glances herald a new world around the corner.  A world in which teenage Andrew swiftly becomes the Rolling Stones manager, producer, image-maker, mentor, and for 5 years their total Svengali.  They become his rock ‘n’ pop experiment.  The anti-Beatles promoted to annoy the Fabs’ fans parents and project an ongoing attitude of disrespect for conventual entertainment biz modes and methods.  Oldham single-handedly creates a strikingly original template that establishes a long haired, casually dressed, anti-social blueprint for succeeding generations of rock bands everywhere.  

At this point let’s reach for a remote control and press freeze-frame for a brief pause.  Should we continue onwards with Oldham’s Stones until the eventual emptying of his ‘box of tricks’ in 1967 leads to the Glimmer Twins Stones and their rock world supremacy, or jump back to the 1950s and become acquainted with Woolf & Bongo?  If these words have made it to a digital edition you might be able to proceed with either story strand in a favoured sequence: but assuming we’re still sharing the same printed word experience descended from Caxton and Gutenberg entropy insists a choice is made.  Pivotal to this decision – Andrew Loog Oldham: find out how he constructs a foundation for the Greatest Rock and Roll Band in the World or, of equal interest, how he initially constructs Andrew Loog Oldham.  You’re right, someone has to decide so for now the storyline checks in with Andrew, Mick, Keith, Brian, Charlie and Bill the day following discovery day.  As Chain Reaction is not – yet another- biography of the Rolling Stones; plenty of those already grace many a bookshelf, but an attempt to find an enabling ‘how and why’ of certain pop culture evolutions, a snapshot precis with a few highlighted moments should suffice.  Here goes.  

Post the Stones Richmond Crawdaddy Club performance Oldham introduces himself as a pop biz whiz currently in partnership with Eric Easton an older showbiz agent.  Brian Jones, yet to receive the memo informing him that the leader of the group is no longer him, eagerly accepts Oldham’s invitation to meet again soon, this time in Eric Easton’s Regent Street office.  Jones, Jagger, Oldham and Easton soon meet up: Sign here – we’ll make you stars! Mick (dubious); Brian (ecstatic) duly sign.  Agent Easton will book the group an ever-expanding schedule of, mainly club and ballroom, dates, while Oldham, in addition to management, instantly creates a new role for himself, a role about which he knows absolutely nothing – quick fanfare of trumpets – Stones record producer!  

A potential hiccup then engages the handbrake on the band’s new bandwagon.  Brian Jones had previously led his fellow Rollin’ Stones into IBC Studios in Portland Place to cut a few demos.  The IBC copyright recordings could be regarded as a recording contract.  For their new managers business plan to work i.e., make money, this obstacle needed removing.  Also, another snag, the prompt erasing of the title ‘Rolling Stones manager’ next to Giorgio Gomelsky’s name.  Gomelsky, who ran the Crawdaddy Club, had recently been acting on the Stones behalf.  The bandwagon’s first roadblock is quickly disposed of when Jones, armed with a fictious story regarding his future recording plans with another group and £90 of Easton’s cash successfully persuades the studio to return the demos and relinquish ownership.  

Side-stepping Gomelsky proved to be even easier and cheaper.  With the future manager/producer of the Yardbirds out of the country and with the sort of agreement between G.G. and Stones perfectly described by 1930s Hollywood producer Sam Goldwyn’s quote as: ‘An oral contract is not worth the paper it’s printed on’, the group’s first manager became a non-person.  

Giorgio returned to find his Crawdaddy Club in need of a new resident rhythm ‘n’ blues band.  Enter the Yardbirds.  As a sidebar to this situation in the life of UK blues music innovator Gomelsky he will eventually experience a rerun of ‘not going the distance’ with the Rolling Stones when Eric Clapton’s crew change captain to another ALO-style, new-wave, hotshot manager, Simon Napier-Bell.  

Now for Impact Sound it’s full steam ahead!  Impact Sound?  This is the crisp, contemporary name given to Oldham and Easton’s record production company.  As a first piece of evidence building to a compelling case for the veracity of the statement: No Andrew Loog Oldham – No Rolling Stones supergroup, Impact Sound is a significant innovation.  It’s 1963, the UK record industry remains dominated by major labels principally owned by E.M.I and Decca Records.  While in the USA the lion’s share of the biggest market in the world was also taken by the giants, RCA Victor, Columbia (CBS), Decca and Capitol, a plethora of small independent record companies existed across the 50 states.  Mainly servicing a relatively local demographic of enthusiasts for rock ‘n’ roll, rhythm ‘n’ blues, country, and pop music, but also labels that, from time to time, via radio exposure found they had a breakout national hit on their turntables.  This would usually require a licensing, pressing and distribution deal to be reached with one of the biggies.  An excellent example in the early 1960s: Philles Records: incorporated in Los Angeles and owned by Phil Spector and Lester Sill.  Spector and his ‘Wall of Sound’ productions created hit after hit for the Crystals and Ronettes, and by the mid-sixties for the Righteous Brothers and Ike and Tina Turner.  

Back to Impact Sound.  Two names are relevant: Phil Spector and Dick Rowe.  Sixties originator of the ‘New Journalism’ celebrated American author Tom Wolfe wrote about Andrew Loog Oldham in The Kandy-Kolored Tangerine-Flake Streamline Baby; he could readily have modelled the subject of his essay The Man Who Was Three Years Ahead of His Time on ALO.  

When the Beatles first appear on ITV’s essential early sixties pop TV show Thank Your Lucky Stars Andrew, ever ready to thank his own lucky stars, is in the studio: alert and opportunistic as usual he meets the Fabs eminence-grise Brian Epstein, effortlessly persuading the urbane Brian to retain Andrew’s services as a London based PR for “Please Please Me”.  When Bob Dylan, plus manager Albert Grossman, first sets foot in England during the snowy mid-winter of 1962/63, prior to a virtually unknown Dylan’s appearance in BBC TV’s play Madhouse on Castle Street, the Americans find awaiting their arrival at their hotel near Marble Arch, yes, Andrew Oldham offering his supposed publicity generating skills.  Phil Spector’s plane touches down at London’s Heathrow to begin the, at that time unknown outside the record biz, hit record producer’s first visit to Britain in early 1963, waiting to welcome and befriend him, of course, the super-hip Oldham.  Andrew instantly appropriates Phil’s permanent dark glasses image and Spector’s, at that time basically unnecessary in Britain, addition of a bodyguard: a minder doubling as a chauffeur.  More importantly he imports the US indie label ‘own master-tapes and lease them to a record company’ biz plan into Impact Sounds.  The Rolling Stones will be signed to this company for the next three years.  Now as we know all the Stones sixties hit singles and LPs in the UK and most territories of the world are released by Decca Records.  Why Decca?  Answer: Dick Rowe.  

‘I’m sorry Me Epstein we don’t like your boys’: fateful and probably apocryphal words historically attributed to the head of Decca’s A & R department Dick Rowe.  To be fair this anecdotal quotation has, along with ‘Guitar groups are on their way out’, always been denied by the principal involved.  Anyway, these quotes perfectly encapsulate the singular fact that given the chance of signing the Beatles, Decca Records do not.  A year or so after this monumental misstep with the greatest, biggest selling, most influential band of singing song-writing musicians in history perfectly placed in EMI’s Abbey Road Studio 2, with delighted Parlophone Records producer George Martin, Decca Records were understandably desperate.  Desperate to find a shiny new group to call their own, desperate not to miss out again!  With Beatle George Harrison’s words of enthusiastic recommendation ringing in his ears Dick Rowe was a more than willing recipient of Impact Sounds offer, for a suitable royalty arrangement, to allow Decca Records to print:  The Rolling Stones on their labels.  

For Andy Oldham the Stones are signed, sealed, and almost delivered.  Now their self-appointed, novice, record producer must immediately act the part.  Initially an act with all the theatrical implications of being not quite real, but real enough to gain an audience’s approval and applause.  Fortunately for Andrew his audience, his artists, are, with the exception of Watts and Wyman, a similar age to their instant A and R manager and also very new to this making records lark.  Now time to book a studio.  With a limited range of London based independents to choose from, and IBC Studios off the menu for obvious reasons, three hours of barely affordable session time is set to go at Olympic Studios.  With a minor Chuck Berry song “Come On” selected from the group’s club set-list the Stones, including original member Ian Stewart on piano, don’t come close to a “Come On” sounding like the raw excitement of the Crawdaddy band in action.  Olympic perfectly achieves the clear-cut separation of voices and musical instruments desired and delivered for the singers, bands, orchestras, and choirs of the day.  The opposite of a muddy mix of guitars, bass and drums woven to form a sonic tapestry – the sound of the Stones. 

This confusing audio knock-back for the group must have been similar to that experienced by fans of blues, rock ‘n’ roll, and reggae circa 1982 as the newly launched CD technology re-issued recordings in this format without digitally re-mastering vinyl originally created in analogue studios with a thick mix of sounds: the result – crystal-clear distances between all the music’s elements rendering the previously valued fusion of instruments extinct.  

Regent Sound, a tiny studio in Denmark Street, used primarily for recording demos is the answer.  From this unlikely cubby-hole of a studio ALO will transform himself from ‘fake’ to real producer and the Rolling Stones into hit-record makers – “Come On”, “I Wanna Be Your Man” and “Not Fade Away” all chart – each single reaching a higher rung on the Top 30’s ladder than the one before.  They are followed by No.1’s “It’s All Over Now” and “Little Red Rooster”, plus a couple of very successful EPs and a mega-selling debut LP.  Andrew Oldham – let’s save some ink and drop the Loog for now – has PR spun the UK’s pop music papers, New Musical Express, Melody Maker, Record Mirror and Disc, and the national dailies the Express, Mail and Mirror into buying his instinctively constructed image of the Stones.  They’re reported to the print media’s patrons as non-conformists, not the Beatles, not showbiz; but long-haired beatniks with a slight air of society threatening danger.  This ‘Rolling Stones Brand’ was boosted by a couple of run-ins with law and order, a few riotous scenes at live gigs, and a slightly shambolic appearance, with undertones of insolent uncouthness on top TV show Juke Box Jury.  

So far, so very good.  Ah not so fast, there is a looming problem.  The world of popular music’s long-standing paradigm of performers perform, and songwriters write songs had been upgraded by the Beatles’ sensational Lennon & McCartney.  Although the former option, in existence since 1911 when Irving Berlin penned the first pop hit “Alexander’s Ragtime Band”, continues side by side with this new alternative, now to sustain a career past a sell by date of a couple of years essentially a pop group must have in-house songwriters.  The Rolling Stones didn’t.  

Time to follow exhibit A, Impact Sounds, and exhibit B, Oldham’s exaggerated ‘Bad Boy Stones’ projection establish blue water between them and all the other competing beat bands, with another solid fact.  Something that will lead eventually to that desired epithet: Greatest Rock and Roll Band in the World.  The third rock jury convincing exhibit confirming Andrew Oldham’s significance to the Stones story surviving the next 50 plus years is simply a door being locked.  

Thanks to Chuck Berry, Lennon & McCartney, Buddy Holly, Bobby Womack and Willie Dixon, the Rolling Stones have released 5 singles and scored 5 hits.  Assisted by their manager’s skill at manipulating the UK’s Top 30 charts via tweaking the quantities of discs purchased at certain ‘chart return’ shops: shops whose cumulative Top Ten’s formed the basis for the pop papers’ national charts.  

For hit 45 No.6 Jagger and Richards have to look no farther than the nearest mirror. Thanks to that locked door they are now songwriters. “The Last Time” tops the charts in early 1965.  Andrew’s productions of Mick & Keith songs will send another six Stones singles rocketing up the planet’s Top Ten’s over the next 2 years: “Satisfaction”, “Get Off My Cloud”, “19th Nervous Breakdown”, ‘Paint It Black’, ‘Have You Seen Your Mother Baby Standing in The Shadow’ and “Let’s Spend the Night Together”.  These records will provide the foundation for the Stones’ enduring claim for Rock Band No.1 status.  

The locked door?  Andrew Oldham holds the key, literally and metaphorically.  Turning the key to a room in the Chelsea abode shared with Mick Jagger and Keith Richards he leaves the two non-song writing Stones temporarily imprisoned with departing words indicating that on his eventual return a few hours later they must have written a song!  Guess what?  It works.  

On top of his job titles, manager, producer, image-maker, ALO has often been described as a Rolling Stone himself, at least as important to the group’s style and sound as Jagger, Richards and Jones; and substantially more than the rhythm section of Wyman & Watts.  Certainly for the first few years of Stone-Rolling the core of this musical enterprise centres on Oldham, Jagger and Richards.  This highly unusual day by day pop biz relationship for the three principals allows the possibility of the odd origin for the fortune generated by Jagger & Richard songs.  

Highly unusual – how unusual?  Consider the personal managers of 20th Century pop music’s very greatest artists: Elvis Presley, The Beatles, Bob Dylan; ‘Col’ Tom Parker, Brian Epstein, Albert Grossman.  All enhanced the legends they projected and protected.  Each man brings something unique in managerial terms to the party: Parker, the merchandising skills of a carnival hustler; Epstein, honesty and devotion; Grossman, the facility to be on the same page as Dylan whenever needed.  But only Oldham would lock a door to start the Stones epic run of golden hits.  

OK, the returning jury should have sufficient evidence by now to declare a verdict: the Rolling Stones can only, in time, become the Greatest Rock and Roll Band in the World because first the Rollin’ Stones, a hitless, non-song writing rhythm ‘n’ blues combo are transformed by Andrew Loog Oldham into mega-hit making, Jagger & Richards song-fuelled, giants of 1960s rock ‘n’ pop – the Rolling Stones.  But prior to any of this young Andy must undergo a Dr. Who like regeneration himself.  

Andrew is still young, only 23 years-old in the summer of 1967, when the molecular bonds of mentor and musicians finally melt.  How could a 16-year-old ex-minor public school reject re-invent himself as Lionel Bart’s South of France companion and confidant, insider at Ronnie Scott’s club, assistant to Mary Quant, part-time press representative for the Beatles and Bob Dylan, and finally the man who brings the Rolling Stones into everyone’s lives?  Refocusing his job titles with the Stones might provide a clue.  Instead of Producer/Manager etc. how about Director.  View the Rolling Stones story 1963-67 as a movie played out in real-time.  A movie starring those rebels, with or without a James Dean style cause, Jagger and co.  A Cinerama epic featuring myriad cameos by scriptwriter/director Andrew Loog Oldham.  Fanciful perhaps, but in those post-school, pre-Stones years that is just how his imagination blurred the line between daily mundane reality
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