
   [image: Cover: A Trick of Memory: The Autobiography of Jethro Tull’s Guitarist by Martin Barre]

   
      
         i

         
            
               [image: ]ii
               

            

         

      
   


   
      
         iii

         
            For Julieiv

         

      
   


   
      
         v
            Contents

         

         
            
               	Title Page

                  	Dedication

                  	Prologue by Pat Kent 

                  	Part One: The Early Years 

                  	Family

                  	First Guitar

                  	Dreaming of the Stage

                  	The Shop in Shirley

                  	First Band

                  	Tenor Sax

                  	Very Little Money

                  	Off to London

                  	Touring as a Backing Band

                  	Retreat to Bognor

                  	The Flute

                  	The Butterfly Spreads its Wings

                  	Part Two: The Jethro Tull Years 

                  	Audition

                  	Flying to the States

                  	Musicality and Invention

                  	Aqualung Era

                  	Thick as a Brick

                  	Off to France

                  	Roadies vi

                  	Non-resident in Monte-Carlo

                  	Songs from the Wood

                  	Stormwatch

                  	2 Bars on E, 4 Bars on A Minor

                  	New Beginnings

                  	The Crest of a Knave Tour

                  	Big Shoes to Fill

                  	Esprit de Corps

                  	Swing of the Pendulum

                  	Part Three: Session Work and the Beginnings of my Solo Work 

                  	Going Solo

                  	Stage Left

                  	The End of Tull

                  	No Ghosts

                  	A Tull Tale

                  	An Overview of Jethro Tull

                  	Guitars, Amps and Instruments of Torture

                  	Epilogue 

                  	Appendices 

                  	Discography

                  	My Top 10 Tull Albums and Songs

                  	My Top 10 Tull Venues and Performances

                  	Acknowledgements 

                  	About The Author 

                  	Plates 

                  	Copyright 

               


         

      
   


   
      
         vii
            Prologue

         

         Martin Lancelot Barre was born and raised in Birmingham, the United Kingdom’s second largest city. While most music history from the 1960s tends to focus on Liverpool and London – highlighting groups like the Beatles, the Who and the Kinks – there were many other emerging and amateur bands active in local music scenes across the country. Notably, throughout much of that decade, Birmingham fostered a vibrant, innovative and expanding music community that would go on to produce remarkable, globally recognised bands and a wealth of talented musicians.

         In the 1950s and 1960s, Birmingham’s music scene became a melting pot of progressive creativity, characterised by a rich diversity of genres and styles. The arrival of rock ’n’ roll in Britain had strong roots in jazz, a genre that influenced a young Martin Barre through his father’s passion for the music.

         Primarily dominated by jazz, skiffle and the early rumblings of the new sounds of rock ’n’ roll, Birmingham’s music scene was home to several well-known jazz clubs like the Town Hall and the West End Ballroom. Hosting both local and visiting international artists, they were central to the cultural life of the city, providing a platform for both local and visiting musicians.

         Skiffle, a blend of folk, jazz and blues, was also significant in Birmingham during this time. Its do-it-yourself ethos inspired many young musicians in the city to pick up instruments and form bands, despite having little formal musical training. viii

         Early local bands like the Rockin’ Berries, exemplified this shift, evolving from skiffle into rock ’n’ roll. Their success was emblematic of the wider shift in British music as rock ’n’ roll began to take serious hold across the country.

         By the early 1960s, Birmingham had become a vibrant hub for rock, blues, and the Mod scene, all influenced by American R & B, ska and bluebeat. The cities music scene became increasingly dynamic, giving rise to nationally and internationally successful bands that would shape genres such as beat, prog and heavy metal.

         The mid to late 1960s marked the British Blues Boom with Birmingham at the heart. Bands like the Spencer Davis Group and the Moody Blues were at the forefront of this movement, drawing heavily from American blues traditions while infusing their music with a distinct British style. The former, featuring a young Steve Winwood, found success with hits like ‘Keep On Running’ and ‘Gimme Some Lovin’’, which became representative of the British R & B sound of the time, while the Moody Blues pioneered progressive rock with their orchestral 1967 album Days of Future Passed.

         Birmingham also played a crucial role in the Mod subculture of this period, characterized by sharp fashion, motor scooters, and a love for R & B, soul and beat music. Bands like the Applejacks – featuring a female bassist, Megan Davies, which was unique at the time – and the Move were central to this scene.

         Towards the end of the decade, Birmingham witnessed the genesis of a new genre that would come to dominate the global music landscape, heavy metal. This darker genre of music was forged in the city’s industrial heart, with its gritty urban environment and a working-class ethos which influenced the sound and many of the themes of early metal bands.

         Black Sabbath, formed in 1968, defined the genre with dark themes, Tony Iommi’s guitar riffs and Ozzy Osbourne’s raging vocals, which set them apart from their contemporaries. Songs like ‘Paranoid’ and ‘Iron Man’ became anthems of a new musical movement, and Black Sabbath’s success helped cement Birmingham’s reputation as the ixbirthplace of heavy metal. Judas Priest soon followed, cementing the city’s status as the birthplace of heavy metal.

         The Birmingham music scene of the 1950s and ’60s, marked by its diversity and innovation, provided fertile ground for Martin Barre’s development. From jazz and skiffle to blues, rock and the nascent stages of heavy metal, the city fostered a wide array of musical styles that reflected its vibrant, working-class culture and its openness to adapt to new influences.

         Inspired by local bands, Martin immersed himself in the scene, performing with various groups, touring Europe and honing his craft along the way, before finding international fame. From his early days to global success with Jethro Tull and later as a solo artist, Martin Barre has been on a journey that is deeply rooted in the vibrant musical legacy of Birmingham.

         I am lucky enough to have known Martin personally for several years. Apart from his exceptional guitar and musical prowess with Tull and as a solo artist, he is also a man of many talents and interests – cars, cameras, sailing, running and other sports. He is a good friend and a humble and grounded person. He and his wife Julie are very simply nice, genial people who enrich lives around them.

         This is the story of Martin Barre’s journey, in his own words.

         
             

         

         Pat Kent 2025x
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            Part One

            The Early Years

         

         Family

         I was born in Kings Heath, Birmingham on 17 November 1946. I suppose I was a war baby, a baby boomer born out of married couples celebrating the end of the Second World War.

         My parents, Lancelot and Evelyn, were lucky to have survived the wartime bombing: a large incendiary bomb fell into the garden of the house where most of most of my family were living, but miraculously it didn’t explode. They shared a home in Birmingham with some of their family, my aunt and uncles. Like most people who survived wartime experiences they never spoke about it, so typically, I know little of that part of their history, but that fault in the bomb’s detonator saved my side of the family tree – that’s where this book would have ended.

         My sister, Jeanne, was three years older than me and we spent most of our early childhood bickering and fighting, typical of young siblings. Nowadays we are very close and live within five miles of each other in South Devon. The thread of common ground was our love of music, although she particularly loved folk and took me to various gigs, including the Earlswood Jazz Festival, where we sat cross-legged for hours listening to Acker Bilk, Chris Barber, the Temperance Seven and Kenny Ball. I didn’t like it at all, probably because there were no guitarists. Luckily, Jeanne lost interest in trad jazz and formed her own group. I recently found a ¼-inch tape recording and gave a CD copy to all the family for Christmas. I was very pleasantly surprised at my sister’s voice and quality of her band. 2

         
            [image: ]My Mum and Dad, Evelyn Ester and Lancelot Edgar

            

         

         
            [image: ]My parents wedding 3

            

         

         
            [image: ]Me as a baby

            

         

         We were brought up in a comfortable, semi-detached house in Sarehole Road, Hall Green. My Dad, along with his brother Marius, originally shared ownership of Barre and Sons, an engineering manufacturing business producing, nuts, bolts and washers, which had been established by his father.

         My grandfather, also called Marius, was French and played lead violin in a Paris orchestra; he subsidised his musical life by also being a chef but later moved to London. He married twice and when I knew him, he lived with Aunty Violet, a severe-looking, matronly woman; he, on the other hand, was warm and gentle.4
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            [image: ]Skiing with school in Italy 1960. My skis belong in a museum. I snowboard now being disrespectively called a ‘grey on a tray’!

            

         

         
            [image: ]Sports day at Yarwood Primary School – I’m second from the left 5
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         My daughter’s research into our family tree found another Barre family living in London, complete with house, children, cats and dogs, just a mile from the house that I had known. I stopped the research, not wanting to know which of his two family units were the bastards!

         My aunts and uncles all lived close by in Walmsley, outside Birmingham. These were all just the most adorable family you could wish for. Three sets of uncles and aunts who had never had children, so my sister and me were spoilt to the limit.

         They were all incredibly kind and constantly cheerful, what would now be described as old-fashioned, though there were a few skeletons in the closet. 7

         
            [image: ]My grandmother with my dad, c. 1914

 

            

         

         My Uncle Jack, married to my dad’s sister Phyllis, was a prison warden, and he took me on the Tube into London whenever we visited; I was always thrilled to be in London and the journey on the Tube was a childhood highlight. London made Birmingham seem very dull in comparison. He was full of fun, despite his job which must have been pretty stressful. We later found out that he had an affair during the war resulting in a pregnancy.

         My uncle Norman and aunt Stella were wonderful. He had fought at Monte Cassino in the war and was so disgusted by the carnage he witnessed that he and others threw their weapons in a river and walked north out of Italy. 8

         He told me this just the once and then returned to his role of looking after Stella, an amazing aunt with great intelligence.

         Two doors down in Wrens Park Avenue found my Aunt Gladys sharing a house with Uncle Jack (not related). Gladys’ husband, who had died years before, must have been a very successful businessman; we were allowed to look at but not sit inside a glorious Armstrong Siddeley Sapphire, sitting immaculately in the garage.

         Uncle Jim and Aunt Florrie, my mother’s elder sister, lived in Erdington, an area renowned for fights and general trouble from teenagers. Jim had been in Egypt during the war and had been a company bookkeeper all his career.

         Uncle Cyril lived up north and was reputed to be the black sheep of the family and was not spoken about. I have no idea what gave him his title; I met him once and he seemed charming.

         My dad’s brother Marius was divorced by his wife Betty, another family mystery. How frustrating that the family history was so much not talked about.

         
            [image: ]My dad’s siblings, left to right, Cyril, Gladys, lancelot, Phillys, Stella and Marius

            

         

         9My mother’s parents were from the Black Country, part of the Midlands in the UK. She was very close to her mother, who had died young of tuberculosis, a disease that infected many during those times. My grandfather was not nice to my mum. He had served in the trenches during the First World War and by all accounts was never the same afterwards. My mum said he refused to stand for the National Anthem when it was played at the cinema; I think his trauma went much deeper than many realised. I only met him once or twice, and he gave the impression that he really didn’t want to know. He worked as a smelter, a tough, dirty job; he was the product of a hard life. My Mum had a tough time, he wouldn’t allow her to go dancing with her elder sister, my Aunt Florrie, but she normally managed to sneak out the house anyway.

         First Guitar

         Birmingham in the 1950s was a city of smoke and steel, a place where factory whistles marked out the rhythm of daily life. The war had left its scars, which showed in the bombed-out buildings that stood like broken teeth among rows of red-brick houses, but there was a restless energy in the air. Kids made do and played on bomb sites and in the shells of the houses. Heavy industry ruled the city, but for many kids, like me, the real future wasn’t in a life to be spent in the factories; we wanted the escape offered by a growing music scene.

         My father’s love of jazz meant our house was filled with the sound of his favourite records. The crackle of vinyl, the smooth lines of a saxophone solo, the intricate rhythms of the guitar which made me listen just a little closer – that was my first taste of music’s magic. But it wasn’t until my sister took me to my first live gig that I really experienced the power and excitement of live music.

         She had told me about her local youth club, Shirley Annexe Youth Club, the week before: “It’s amazing, they have groups playing, I think you would like it, you ought to go next time.”

         I finally agreed to go along with her; I couldn’t believe the sight, the sound of all that music. 10

         The hum of anticipation in the room from the audience, the lights dimming, then the first chords ringing out loud, raw, alive. It was like someone had flipped a switch inside me. I loved bands from that point on.

         My sister Jeanne jabbed me hard in the ribs. “You’re dribbling! You look stupid!”

         I stared at her, still transfixed by the music.

         The band was a Birmingham group, Mike Sheridan and the Nightriders.

         For me the guitarist stood out more than anybody else; he played a blood-red Gibson 335 stereo, his forehead resplendently draped by a Teddy Boy rockabilly “bunch of grapes” haircut, and he smoked cigarettes while playing – and had girls surrounding him in front of the stage. He was absolutely the coolest person I had ever seen!

         I was a shy kid, and now suddenly, I had found a way out. My mouth was agape in amazement and yes, I definitely dribbled!

         This was my destiny, my eureka moment. I had found an escape from shitty Latin and Chemistry lessons and the mindless discipline of grammar school. I won’t say that I saw a clear path to a musical future, but more a hobby to drag me out of my wretched schoolboy skin. Running in conjunction with a string of terrible school reports and lacklustre exam results, I grew an appetite for listening to bands. The Shadows (I learnt every instrumental that came out); the Ventures; Johnny Kidd & the Pirates; Gene Vincent; and Buddy Holly. I was always hungry for the latest American vinyl release in the local record shop.

         I would spend hours trying to figure out the guitar parts. There was nobody to teach or explain, but I was hooked – line and sinker.

         God bless my Mum and Dad. They financed my first guitar, a Dallas Tuxedo, and my first amp, a Watkins Dominator, and gave me the freedom to let me indulge myself.

         My older sister Jeanne had a head start on me, in the days between the late ’50s and early ’60s, when music and teenager’s interests were changing faster than most parents could cope. 11

         
            [image: ]My first guitar with strap, and my first records and sheet music

            

         

         Jeanne had boyfriends, she danced to rock music, bought LPs (vinyl of course!), went to clubs and held my youthful nerdiness in total disdain. Three years age difference could be a lifetime, socially speaking.

         The Shirley Annexe Youth Club was in Solihull, a town in the larger conurbation that is Birmingham. It was more important than it sounds; part of the Birmingham gig circuit and a venue for a lot of the early Birmingham Beat bands. A regular haunt for bands like the Sundowners, it also attracted a lot of other known local groups including the aforementioned Mike Sheridan and the Nightriders and Denny Laine and the Diplomats. Denny went on to join the Moody Blues and, later, Paul McCartney’s Wings.

         Mike Sheridan and the Nightriders soon established a reputation around Birmingham as one of the most accomplished bands on the scene and went on to record at Abbey Road Studios. When Alan Johnson, the bequiffed guitarist, left the band they attracted two guitarists who 12would later achieve huge commercial success riding on a wave of interest in Birmingham-based bands: Roy Wood and Jeff Lynne.

         The music that my sister introduced to me that night at the youth club gave me hope that my teenage misery could be over. I was agonisingly shy and naïve. My idea of an exciting day out was trainspotting – a pastime, like stamp collecting, that seemed to have been part of every young boys ritual of growing up in the 1950s. I used to travel to our local station by bicycle with my friend Dave Adams and, daringly, put pennies on the track to see them flattened by the glorious steam engines of the Great Western Railway – the Castle, Hall, King and Grange class of locomotives. Most of these locomotives were of the type that had operated before the Second World War and continued to thunder through my area where I lived, belching clouds of grey-black smoke as they passed.

         Being around those trains summoned up romantic images even though it was essentially an excuse to get out of the house. With hindsight I could now look back at those days and be fairly pretentious and say they might have represented a desire to travel and have adventures, to get out of Birmingham! – but I won’t.

         Seeing Mike Sheridan and the Nightriders that night, in particular watching lead guitarist Alan “Big Al” Johnson, who by all accounts had a less glamourous day job as a manager at Burton’s the tailors on Birmingham’s Corporation Street, set me on a path that saw my trainspotting excursions replaced with a love of music, the guitar and playing live.

         Dreaming of the Stage

         Birmingham was changing. The interest in rock ’n’ roll was gaining ground; it was carried on the late-night airwaves from Radio Luxembourg and the growing number of pirate radio stations around the UK coast. The local pubs and clubs were filling with kids like me, hungry for something different, something electric. I’d pass by the Whiskey a Go-Go or peek into a pub and hear the wail of a blues guitar, 13the stomp of a backbeat, the increasing presence of bands playing pop chart covers – and I knew that I craved to be up there, not just listening, but playing.

         It was the early post-war years, and I think we were all beginning to set our sights beyond the bombed-out clutter of our lives. It led many of us to chase something different in those days, something more exotic, for want of a better term. The mods had their scooters, the rockers their motorcycles, and the cities around the country began to pulse with a new kind of rebellion from us teenagers. For me, I pinned my hopes on the guitar, joining a band and playing music.

         I would spend hours practising (and I still do!), trying to pull sounds from my head into my hands, dreaming of the day when I’d step onto a stage of my own playing my music.

         The Shop in Shirley

         My sister and I went to Yarwood Primary School in Hall Green, a very strict and old-fashioned establishment. There was a huge, glowing coal stove in the middle of the building for the winter months. Mrs Sutton, the headmistress, was a larger-than-life character and we all used to be terrified. We hated all subjects other than French, mainly because of the beautiful, smiling Parisian lady who taught us. Nothing much else happened at primary school except I recall standing up to the school bully and punching him in the nose, thereby demoting him in the playground hierarchy.

         It was a very middle-class school for the time, private but not very posh, and my parents did everything to keep us there.

         Unbeknown to me, my dad’s factory was struggling to stay afloat. We would occasionally go and visit, staring in awe and being deafened by the maze of belts criss-crossing the building that were driving the machinery.

         Dad (like me) loved his cars, and we regularly found a new one on the drive, from a Morris Minor to a Jowett Javelin to a Triumph Mayflower and eventually, because he ran out of money, a windowless 14van that we hated. The cars allowed us our annual summer holidays, usually down to Cornwall or across to Tenby in Wales.

         
            [image: ]At Hall Green Church. I was lead chorister and sang solo ‘Oh, for the wings of a dove’

            

         

         He seemed to have a new car every other year, and I guess he passed that passion onto me. I started having a string of lovely cars from the early Tull years onwards, whatever I could afford – an MGB, Mercedes, Porsche, and even a Bentley. I loved the art of car design, and I’ve been lucky enough to have driven many enjoyable and joyous miles in them over the years. To me they weren’t status symbols, just fabulous objects to be used as much as possible. 15

         
            [image: ]On holiday in Saundersfoot, Wales

            

         

         
            [image: ]At Lake Trnwy in Powys where the Dam Busters practised in their Lancaster Bombers

            

         

         16My parents were always busy, and I didn’t see much of my dad because he was working so many hours. So, on many weekends my Uncle Jim and my Aunt Florrie took over looking after me; they never had children, having married later in life, and they would take me out on their BSA motorbike, Aunt Florrie on the pillion and me in the sidecar. We had some grand days out and they enjoyed taking me to picnics at Dudley Zoo and places like Lickey Hills Country Park and The Malverns. I looked forward to those trips and remember my time with Jim and Florrie with fondness. They were fabulous people, really old-fashioned folk leading a simple day-to-day life, living in a small flat in a particularly bad part of Birmingham. They were generous and loving people who dedicated most of their spare time to entertaining me.

         Having worked exhaustively through the war producing vital machinery parts, my dad had to sell the factory; he carried on working there, now employed by the new owners as a foreman. My dad’s brother, Uncle Marius, who had been in partnership with him, went on to buy a vast ironmongery business which sadly also went bust.

         At the time I was at King’s Norton Grammar School and it wasn’t the best academically; in fact, it was a bit rough. I travelled by bus, the No 11, on Birmingham’s outer circle route. (Many years later I would be photographed on it for a magazine article.) The school was so bad I ended up doing well by default and found myself at the top of my class. This would come in useful!

         My dad still worked crazy hours, so my mum ran the house. My sister Jeanne and I were unaware of family finances, until one day my parents announced that they were selling our home and buying a womenswear shop in Shirley, another Birmingham suburb, for my mum to run.

         We had loved Sarehole Road, it felt quite rural there: it had fields at the back with the River Cole running through them, ponds in our garden that we would regularly fall into among the frogspawn, tadpoles and newts. We must have been fascinated by all that pond life as I can remember them clearly. I even had a pet slow-worm in a jar with grass and lettuce; when I thought it needed company, I introduced a 17snail into the jar. A few days later the slow-worm ate the snail. I was devastated.

         This had been our family home, where we had experienced our early years, along with measles, impetigo, chickenpox, chimney fires and Christmases. On Wednesdays, my parents used to cook tripe and onions – you could smell it all the way down the street. I disowned it, of course, along with the boiled mutton, rabbit stew and gristle. Dubious delights, but it was still home.

         The shop changed our lives. We lived in the flat above. My parents slept behind a curtain in the living room, so that and my sister and I could have our own rooms.

         We moved schools and because of my success at King’s Norton Grammar, I got into Tudor Grange in Solihull, a much posher and very strict school. I was repeatedly the recipient of corporal punishment from a dubiously aggressive deputy headmaster, or from Mr Mundy, the headmaster, for more serious crimes, like forgetting my tie or not doing my homework!! The penalty run was a weekly punishment for the less serious of misdemeanours. I seemed to be on it every week!

         This was a school system where, if you weren’t in the cricket or rugby team, you were deemed worthless; sports lessons were focused on the elite, and we were left to run round the pitch and perform other menial chores. My mates and I eventually found a space under the school stage to crawl into and smoke cigarettes during sports periods – no one missed us!!

         The pointless discipline and tedious teaching methods took me away from academia and into my own shell.

         As a 14-year-old I was afflicted by acute shyness. It was horrific: I would freeze at the sight or nearness of girls, reduced to a quivering mass of jelly if I had to speak to one.

         I believed I had no chance of having a girlfriend and even resorted to a mail order course “How to Stop Blushing” advertised in the newspaper, which arrived at my home in a plain brown paper envelope. It involved lines to be recited at bedtime and in the morning. I would recite in bed, after lights out, the mantra from the pamphlet; I do not 18blush, 20 times; I am not nervous, 20 times; I can talk to anybody, 20 times.

         It didn’t work.

         First Band

         My times down at the youth club were a dream for me, an escape. I could hide in a corner and fantasise that I was a guitarist and didn’t need to go through the agony of asking for a dance because I was on stage.

         Yes! This is what I needed to do!

         I guess that at 14, like most kids, I was unaware of my family’s financial situation. I had pretty much all I needed: a bicycle, clothes and occasional comics. The first time I became aware of our status was when I needed cricket flannels (trousers) for school. All the other kids in my year at school had cool, tight-fitting, pristine white, new flannels. I had to make do and wear my dad’s old ones. They were very baggy, very loose around the waist and too long.

         I was constantly teased, and still couldn’t understand the significance of why I was not equipped with brand-new gear like all the other kids.

         The shop in Solihull eventually went bust and my dad’s friend, an accountant, advised him not to declare bankruptcy, so he now acquired the stigma of debt. It was a bad decision because he was unable to finance anything for years.

         Oblivious to all this, I just felt a desperate need to buy a guitar; in order to try and raise the funds myself I worked at a disgusting fish and chip shop and delivered newspapers to save up what was a pittance, nowhere near enough to buy a guitar. Eventually my dad saw my determination and signed a hire purchase agreement to enable me to
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CITY OF BIRMINGHAM

TULIP FESTIVAL

CANNON HILL PARK
30th APRIL — 14th MAY, 1966
]

OFFICIAL TICKET

ADMIT ONF PERSON
[}

Entradces:

EDGBASTON ROAD, MAIN GATE, QUEEN’'S RIDE, PERSHORE
ROAD—opposite Pebble Mill Road! and RUSSELL ROAD.

CAR PARKS: A and B Entrance Queed's Ride, Edgbaston Road; C Entrance
Pershore Road (New Road adjoining Zo#); D, E and F Entrance Russell Road.
(Only vehicles with wi reen labels admitted.)

PUBLIC CAR PARKS—QUEEN'S |RIDE from EDGBASTON ROAD
and PERSHORE ROAD.
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Moonrakers say ‘We’re Brummies’

IF you. want to up:
Moonrakers, winners
latest "Midland Beat” popu-
 larity poll, refer'to them as a
Solihull group. They go to
great lengths to emphasise
that they regard Birmingham
as their base.
Say s thelr go-aliead mana-
ger, Ray Willetts: “We
b 500 yards of the
‘boundary and
our phone is on a Birming-
ham exchange. The secretary
of our fan club lives in Bir-

v *Midland Beat” Ten Pin Bow-
i Tt Lgue—dephstieiact
~proud”of the fact that their ¢ o1t ® ®*FPently botiom
reputation has sp read farout . LS S
side  Birmingham. They
always draw capacity crowds
at Boumemouth and keep
carming return bookings atthe .

H-mnlhlrépon, S
SuvéAnda'glarce through their
diary also reveals engage
ments at such places as
Ludlow, Kid inster,
Tamworth, Tenbury, Droit
‘wich, Stratford-on-Avon, Eve
sham, Chipping Camden,
Harvington and Brecon.

Another feather in the
Moonrakers' cap was being
chosen as the first Midland
group to perform at Solihull’s
r lce rink on Monday even-

gs.

Now the boys are looking
forward to giving their ser-
vices at a Carnival Christmas
Party in aid-of the N.S.R-€.C. -| -
at the ABC Bowl, Stirchley,
on Friday, December 17.

The Moonrakers are no
strangers to the Bowl as they

are keen participants in the

CONGRATULATIONS-#0

Big Band Sound

inacts. of be. Midiand B
Mioine e popotn Bane
From " their - Worcestershire
Representatives.

M.E.P.O. VARIETY

AGENCY

[CHADDESLEY CORBETT 219|
{ST.D) OKM 283 219

For All
YOUR ENTERTAINMENT
REQUIREMENTS.

Inguires invited for Bands,
Film Shows, Cabaret Artistes.

A Personal Message from Brum's Talk o The Town
v N P .
MOONRAKERS
We wish to express sincere thanks to ali FANS, FRIENDS,
ROMANS und FELLOW COUNTRYMEN and many others
who voted us into The Too of the “M.B." Autumn
Popularity Poll.
Also Many Thanks to all Booking Agents Promoters,
Managers and Agencies throughout the Midlands and
South Coast, etc.

A MERRY CHRISTMAS AND A PROSPEROUS
NEW YEAR TO YOU ALL

Signed:i— Paul (drums); Chris (Sax.): John (Vocals); Tony
(Rhythm): Bram (Organ). Alan (Bass); Martin (Lead).
Under the Management of:—

RAY WILLETTS 2
126 Kineton Green Rqad Olton, Nr. Birmingham
(021.). ACO 3191

OONRAKERS

urrently bottom of
. he ““Midland Beat”
Yo e oo . en Pin Bowling

Price of Games:
630 p.m. to 1130 p.m. League.

and all day Sunday 3/6d
: But top of the
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Below are extracts from your ledger accounti Please return with your next remittance.

Article Amp. SPECIAL NOTICE.
1. Postal Orders, Money Orders, and hould be crossed

Hire Purchase Price £ 16119 65 1 Tinde Papahle o ARmociatnd THeteiutins:ts

Payments Already Made £ Fmeave fiohe Dempay Cembatinscot responsibility for Remittances
4. Bank Notes and Coins must be registered.

Balance Due £ 136‘12' :60 5.mMere:hoa Number shown on the front cover must be

quoted on eon-upondenu.
Bayabie by 2‘-‘- 6. Please remit payments promptly on the date noted below.
Monthly Instalmentsof £ 5213410, INSTALMENT MUST BE PAID ON 2 TEACH MONTH
: o] FIRST INSTALMENT DUE 196
27 Jare. 6}4
DATE | FOLIO AMT. PAID BALANCE REC'D| DATE |FOLIO AMT. PAID BALANCE REBCYD

14 lis






