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1

 * Begin at the
End*

 


 


On the 4th of February 2017, almost fifty years
after they first began on their rollercoaster ride, Black Sabbath
finally called it a day. Although not always popular with the music
press, the band who gave us heavy metal have had a massive impact
on the music scene.

Their last bow, captured for posterity on film,
underlined just why they command such loyalty and love. Grown men
cried and longtime fans held each other as what one journalist once
called “the Sabbath machine” finally came to rest.

Not that they went out with a whimper. Playing in
their hometown of Birmingham, just a stone’s throw across the city
from Aston where it all began, they showed why their songs will
always endure. ‘War Pigs’, ‘Iron Man’, ‘Snowblind’, ‘Paranoid’,
‘Fairies Wear Boots’; even if you aren’t a fan the chances are you
know these tracks.

Ozzy Osbourne, Tony Iommi and Geezer Butler were all
there for the goodbye - three quarters of the definitive classic
line up. Bill Ward was not available. Some things will never heal.
It was a shame, but then again there’s nothing more rock and roll
than irreconcilable differences. Never mind though, the fans didn’t
seem to mind too much.

Despite a life filled with ups and downs, Ozzy, Tony
and Geezer still get on, at least when the cameras are rolling.
Across the decades and the countless break ups and reunions one
thing, it seems, is eternal: friendship. They grew up round the
corner from each other and then lived out of the back of a Transit
van as they gigged their way up the greasy pole to stardom. They
made a fortune together and lost a fortune together. Then, when
many lesser beings would’ve just quit, they started all over
again.

Sabbath’s story is at times as epic and scary as one
of their songs. Primarily though it is a story of survival against
all odds. At its heart sit four friends, who are all heroes in
their own right, although there is one figure around whom
everything rotates. That person is Tony Iommi. He was the one who
kept at it, pulling things back from the abyss time and time again
over the decades. Often a lone figure, Iommi would keep the show on
the road throughout what rock music lore likes to call the
wilderness years.

There have been other reunions and restarts, with
perhaps the most significant of recent years occurring in 2012
after Iommi was diagnosed with lymphoma. That resulted in the
album 13. It would be
Sabbath’s 19th studio album and also their last to offer new
material to their hungry fans.

Is The End really
the end? Who knows….
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Over a period of almost fifty years Black Sabbath
were the diabolical creators of music, myths and mayhem, as they
cut their own distinctive yet often imitated swathe through an
astonished music industry. Commanding a fanatical loyalty from
fans, whilst terrifying God-fearing folk with their references to
the occult and Satan, they were, by any measure, one of the most
successful rock bands of all time.

But of course, they weren’t just a rock band.
Black Sabbath were the heavy metal
band, the originators and creators of a genre that has, over the
course of many decades, spawned all manner of sub genres. From
death metal to thrash metal, via funk metal and Christian metal
(for those who prefer holy water to virgin’s blood), there is a
whole metalhead universe out there. Within this universe you will
also find grindcore, deathcore and mathcore, speed metal, groove
metal and, for those who like it old school, new traditional heavy
metal. All of these sub genres are distinctive, different and
ferociously independent. They all have their own sound, style and
mindset because, for many, being into metal is more than
just liking a band.
It is a way of life.

If you were a teenager in the 1970s the likelihood
is that you would have a “which is the best band” conversation with
your mates. The field was pretty strong in hard rock and heavy
metal music. Led Zeppelin, Deep Purple, Free, Alice Cooper, Queen,
The Who and many more: they all had their adherents who could argue
passionately as to why their particular band was the best. This was
pure tribalism and it gave the fans the sense of kinship and
belonging that underwrote this great flowering of popular youth
culture. Black Sabbath offered their fans a sense of belonging that
was so strong that it felt at times like a cult. So strong in fact
that it has endured for nearly 50 years. Sabbath made outsider
music and for them and their fans, everyone else was the enemy.
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All bands have their legends and myths and one of
the founding legends of Black Sabbath comes from how their sound,
with its doom-laden low end, came to be. It’s a story that provides
the foundation for the whole heavy metal story, as told from
Sabbath’s perspective, but it involves something as unrock ’n’ roll
as an industrial accident.

Like a lot teenage boys in the 1960s, Tony Iommi
played guitar and had dreams of becoming a star. Iommi was 17 years
old in 1965 and had, since leaving a rough secondary modern called
Birchfield School in Aston, Birmingham, worked as a plumber, a
metal machinist and a sales assistant in a music shop. For various
reasons none of these jobs suited Tony and the music shop gig came
to an end when he was falsely accused of stealing. After this he
got a job at a sheet metal fabricators as a welder. Not long after
this a new band he’d successfully auditioned for but not gigged
with (the suggestively titled The Birds & The Bees) started to
take off. Iommi had got his first break in music with the
red lamé
suit wearing rock ’n’ roll band
The Rockin’ Chevrolets. This band played regularly around his home
patch of Birmingham, but now bigger things beckoned with The Birds
& The Bees, in the shape of a European tour.

A second generation Italian immigrant, Iommi grew
up over his parents’ sweetie shop in a cramped and volatile home
atmosphere. According to Iommi, in his autobiography
Iron
Man, written with TJ
Lammers, “there was a lot of screaming” and his parents fought a
lot. It was a family where hard work came before everything else.
If you started something you had to see it though, at least until
the end of the day. This “Italian thing”, as Iommi calls it, meant
that, when he came home from work one lunchtime and announced that
he wasn’t going back because he was going be a professional
musician, his mum insisted he go back in and finish the shift:
“Because Iommis don’t quit.”

When Iommi returned to work for that final afternoon
he put on a piece of unfamiliar metal cutting machinery that he
didn’t know how to use - perhaps it was a goodbye present from his
boss. This was the late 1960s and health and safety wasn’t so much
of an issue back then, and in a moment of carelessness, perhaps
sleepy after his lunch, he lopped off the ends of two fingers on
his right hand. For the guitarist, who was left handed, this was a
disaster. It meant the end of his dream. He’d lost the ends of two
digits on his fretting hand. These were the fingers that were used
to press down the strings on the fret board, the ones he used to
emulate his guitar hero of the time, Hank Marvin.

Medical science intervened, first with a failed
attempt to reattach the severed finger ends, before skin from
another part of his body was grafted on. Unfortunately, the
residual pain caused by having exposed nerve endings meant that
playing guitar was excruciating. As a visit to the prosthetic
specialists of Harley Street was out of the question, what was
called for was a bit of the practical inventiveness that had made
the West Midlands the manufacturing centre of the world. Iommi
clearly had plenty of this. All manner of homemade prosthetics were
brought to bear in an attempt to solve the problem, from melted
down plastic washing up liquid bottles, to little caps made of
cloth or leather. Eventually Iommi worked up a solution using a
combination of sewing thimbles, leather from an old jacket, tape
and glue. According to Sabbath mythology, Iommi has used these
ghoulish home made prosthetics throughout his decades-long
career.

However, even with his clever invention, the pain of
pressing down on the strings was still unbearable. Ever
resourceful, Iommi rethought his style of playing. From thereon he
would rely more on his two good fingers, the index and little, use
a lighter gauge of strings, and loosen the tension of the strings
by tuning his guitar down. According to legend this tuning down of
the strings would, in time, give Black Sabbath their signature
sound.

Iommi joined a band appropriately named The Rest
several months after his accident - when he was as fully recovered
as he was going to get. It was a step down, but it was a fresh
start. And at least he could still play. A local covers act, this
band featured the future Sabbath drummer Bill Ward. In what might
seem a strange move, Iommi, Ward and some other members of the band
The Rest would decide that what their careers needed was a 200 mile
move from Britain’s second city, Birmingham, to Cumbria (known as
Cumberland until 1974) where they joined the band called Mythology.
This wasn’t as mad a decision as it sounds. Mythology had already
enjoyed considerable success at home and abroad, in Germany and
Sweden, and they had a full calendar of gigs booked well into the
future. Unfortunately,
defections to other bands had left them in crisis.

Iommi and The Rest’s singer, Chris Smith, were the
first to join the band in late 1967, brought in by Mythology’s
management CES. Ward would join on February 17th 1968, making his
debut at the Globe Hotel, Cockermouth. The Rest had split, falling prey to the demon that eventually does
for all semi-pro bands: a key member got married.

Blues based and with a more up-to-date sound,
Mythology was the first real step Iommi and Ward made towards being
in a proper rock band. Even if they were banished to the clubs and
ballrooms of the far North West of England to begin with, the
venues were big and the crowds appreciative. They were even billed
as ‘Cumberland’s answer to the Jimi Hendrix Experience’.

People were growing their hair and music had been
radically changed by a rise in the use of drugs like cannabis and
LSD. Freak culture was coming into being and soon after hippiedom
would arrive with the much vaunted Summer of Love.

The early to mid 1960s had seen bands charging
around Britain and Europe, wired on pills like Purple Hearts, Black
Bombers and, eventually, illegally manufactured amphetamine
sulphate powder. Uppers were a key part of Mod culture and lay at
the heart of much working class popular music culture, where
weekend-long benders were the name of the game. With the rising
influence and popularisation of jazz and blues came a different,
more experimental mindset. The use of cannabis was more commonplace
and, although far less widespread than the stories would have you
believe, the mind expanding properties of LSD began to exert an
influence. This accelerated after the May of 1967 when the Beatles
released their seminal trippy album, Sgt Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club
Band. It was quickly
followed by a slew of releases influenced and inspired by this
sound. Although more blues based, Mythology, with Iommi and co on
board, reflected this new mindset. They even covered tracks from
the new Supernatural Fairy Tales album, released in November 1967 by Cumbria’s very
own rising stars of psychedelia, Art.

As 1968 unfolded Mythology gigged continually around
the north of England, doing date after date, day after day. The
love of 1967 had given way to agitation and political unrest, as
Britain’s young people emulated their brothers and sisters in
Europe and the USA and asserted their own free thinking agenda.
Alarm bells were already ringing in the corridors of Britain’s
establishment over the rise of the youth counterculture. Political
protests, against nuclear weapons and the unfolding tragedy of the
Vietnam war, were one aspect. Another aspect was a public
perception, fuelled by media coverage, that there had been a rapid
increase in the use of illegal drugs. The fabric of the nation
seemed under threat and local constabularies began to take a keen
interest in the scores of rock bands chugging about the country’s A
roads in clapped out Commer vans. It was only a matter of time
before the Carlisle fuzz paid Mythology, the local faces of the
counterculture movement, a visit.

On the 28th of May 1968 Anthony Francis Iommi,
William Thomas Ward and the other members of the band pleaded
guilty to possession of cannabis resin. Ward and Iommi were given
fines and conditional discharges for two years. They were both 20
at the time and, despite their emerging rock ’n’ roll personas,
found this brush with the law particularly distressing. Also, as
David Tangye and Graham Wright put it in their book
How Black Was Our
Sabbath: “Cannabis
possession was seen as a serious offence back then, and Mythology
suffered the consequences. Their work began to dry up.” They were
now marked men. With fewer and fewer bookings available, Mythology
disbanded on the 13th of July 1968. Iommi and Ward headed back to
the Midlands. Cumberland was not quite ready for its own version of
the Jimi Hendrix Experience after all.
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Around this time the two other future members of
Black Sabbath, Terrence “Geezer” Butler and John “Ozzy” Osbourne,
were making their own tentative way into the music business.
Geezer, so named because he used to call everyone geezer when he
was small boy, was the youngest child of a sprawling Irish Catholic
family, number seven of seven. Younger than his future bandmates by
almost two years, Geezer was, like the others who went on to form
Black Sabbath, a native of the rough, gang ridden working class
neighbourhood of Aston. Ozzy, a name again bestowed on him in the
school playground, was the fourth child of six in a very poor
family. He was eight months older than Geezer but ten months
younger than Iommi who, in the fashion of the time, bullied Ozzy at
school on a regular basis. Ten or more years later though and the
“clip around the earhole” was, if not forgotten by Ozzy, a distant
memory.

Geezer developed pretty sophisticated musical
tastes early on and, via the gateway of the Beatles, got into the
Stones and then, eventually, Frank Zappa’s subversive anti-pop
outfit The Mothers of Invention. The discovery of Zappa was,
according to Geezer in Mick Wall’s book Black Sabbath - Symptom of the
Universe, the moment
“when me musical life changed.” He’d discovered the power that some
kinds of music (and the clothes that went with that music) had to
shock.

Around 1964/5 Geezer formed The Ruums with a few
friends and set about taking the pub and wedding reception scene by
storm with an appropriate offering of hits and standards. By 1966,
however, an intellectually curious Geezer - who’d already developed
a keen interest in science fiction books - moved into new and more
adventurous musical territory. The hair got longer, moustaches were
grown… and out came the makeup kit of a bandmate’s sister, to add
some extra theatricality to his appearances. Playing numbers by The
Mothers and Moby Grape, they finessed a stage show of sorts.
Fuelled by prescription amphetamines, like Biphetamine (street name
Black Beauties), they would work themselves into a frenzy and trash
the stage. This might have been part of an already well established
rock ’n’ roll tradition that famously included Elvis and The Who’s
Pete Townsend smashing up their guitars in 1956 and 1964
respectively, but in Aston it meant only one thing: repeat bookings
were in short supply. In a cunning ruse Ruum changed their name,
using both The Future and The Rare Breed to trick unsuspecting (and
quite possibly blind and deaf) club owners into rebooking them.
Eventually they settled on the name The Rare Breed and it is here
that the first signs of what would become Sabbath begin to appear.
But not quite yet.

Ozzy Osbourne, whose alluring message on a local
music store’s noticeboard promised a PA system, was lined up to
become The Rare Breed’s new front man. Unfortunately, this band
were troubled by line up changes and also possibly by the fact that
even the dumbest of venue owners must have twigged. The Rare Breed
fell apart before Ozzy’s PA even made it to the stage. Waiting in
the wings, however, were Tony Iommi and Bill Ward, fresh from their
disappointments in the North West, with their criminal convictions
still warm. The bully and the bullied were reunited.

Despite their past Iommi and Ozzy got on quite well
and the introduction of a now bandless Geezer Butler completed the
picture. With hindsight it is easy to see the future ructions
between Ozzy and Tony as being rooted in their schooldays and the
relentless bullying inflicted on Ozzy by Tony. Whether simmering
resentments played a role in the later conflicts between the two or
whether it was just a clash of personalities is difficult to know
for certain, regardless of what has been written and said over the
years. But their backgrounds, one the relatively privileged son of
local small business owners, the other from a desperately poor
family, definitely marked them out as different from an early age.
It certainly marked Ozzy out as having less than his peers when he
was young and made him a target for schoolyard bullying. Whatever
his experiences, or perhaps because of them, John Michael
Osbourne’s main focus was to make people like him by clowning
around and getting a laugh. He was a showman, who knew how to work
a room. Whether on stage or in a press conference, this would be
crucial over the coming years.

Tony Iommi, Bill Ward, Geezer Butler and
Ozzy Osbourne
were together for the first
time. In what was probably a surprise to the other band members,
Ozzy’s PA turned out to not only be real, but also a really good
one. But then again, Ozzy did have a sideline. It wasn’t one he was
that successful at, but it gave him a bit of extra cash. Or at
least it did until he got caught. Ozzy was a small time burglar. He
worked his way through local shops and pubs until, in a moment of
cocksure carelessness, he returned to the scene of a crime for a
second bite. He’d already left his fingerprints over every crime
scene he’d created because his gloves were full of holes, but it
was his impetuousness that finally did for him. Unable to pay the
hefty fine he was sent down for 90 days at Winsome Green Prison, an
austere Victorian category B penal institution now known as HM
Prison Birmingham. This was a terrifying experience for the young
Osbourne that began with him being attacked in the showers on the
first day. Perhaps in an effort to gain credibility on the wing
Ozzy took to tattooing himself, using the old lag’s method of a pin
and ink or graphite to decorate his skin. This was where he etched
the now famous inscription, OZZY, across the fingers of his left
hand.

By 1966, at the age of 18, Ozzy had already
learned his lesson and left the life of crime behind. He’d only
served a portion of his sentence but he’d seen enough brutality and
tasted the grim monotony of prison life. Condemned to low skilled,
low paid employment in a slaughter house, he found sustenance and
distraction by taking copious amounts of amphetamines. Alongside
this druggy distraction he also found music, and during the months
leading up to his reunion with Iommi, his old schoolboy nemesis, he
sang with a band called Music Machine in local pubs and clubs. In
the memoirs Diary of a Madman, written by Mick Wall about Ozzy, he is ambiguously
described as supplementing his income around this time buying and
selling any unclaimed items that passed through his hands. Which
might describe a legitimate retail business or just be a euphemism
for handling stolen goods. Ozzy also seems to have been a band
called Approach, who rehearsed but never played. It was this
permanently practising outfit that he was in immediately prior to
the ill-fated union with Geezer in The Rare Breed.
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The new outfit that featured Ozzy, Tony, Bill and
Geezer were joined by Ozzy’s friend Jimmy Philips, on slide guitar,
and Alan Clarke, on sax. It sounds like a bit of makeshift outfit,
and must’ve seemed a step backwards for Iommi. They played some
blues riffs during their first rehearsals, with Geezer playing bass
on a down tuned six string electric guitar because he didn’t own a
bass. They alighted on the name The Polka Tulk Blues Band - a
choice inspired, depending on which sources you read, by either the
name of a brand of talcum powder or a local exotica shop. After an
aborted attempt to get some gigs themselves they turned to
Mythology’s old agent in Cumbria.

Soon both Alan Clarke and Jimmy Philips were deemed
surplus to requirements as the foursome found their feet around
Bill Ward’s jazz inspired drumming. Ward’s playing was initially
influenced by such luminaries as Buddy Rich, Gene Krupa and Louie
Bellson. Alongside his drumming he had a stint as lead vocalist
(whilst also drumming) with a band called The Rest. This was the
band Tony Iommi joined in 1965 that used to play material by The
Shadows and The Country Gentleman. Ward had begun playing drums in
bands at the age of 15 after serving his apprenticeship on biscuit
tins and boxes in a home where listening to jazz music was part and
parcel of everyday life. At the age of nine a love of jazz
percussionists like Joe Morello was flipped on its head by the 1958
release of Elvis Presley’s ‘Jailhouse Rock’. Ward didn’t fall out
of love with jazz, which continued to influence his drumming
throughout his career, but the discovery of rock ’n’ roll added a
new dimension to his passion for drumming.

The new Polka Tulk outfit began to ply their rather
rough and ready offering around Iommi’s old stomping ground in the
North West of England, playing gigs secured by Mythology’s old
agent. It was a mismatch between Iommi and Ward, who had achieved a
respectable level of success as a support act with Mythology, and
Geezer and Ozzy, who were much further down the musical food chain.
In truth Geezer and Ozzy were just not as accomplished as
musicians. However, in the age old story of rock ’n’ roll, those
awkward deficiencies would somehow work in their favour and help
them produce a distinctive vibe. Eventually this would make the
beginnings of what would become the Sabbath sound.

Just as Iommi’s accident led him to modify his style
and tune the guitar down, so Geezer Butler’s inexperience as a bass
player led him to develop his own style of playing. Instead of
laying down a simple bass line that interacted with the beat and
provided the low end punch, drive and groove - as just another part
of the rhythm section - Geezer began to follow Iommi’s guitar
lines. At first this was a recipe for fluffed parts and dragged
timing, but as he acquainted himself with the heavier feel of a
four string bass the sound began to gel. Geezer’s misunderstanding
his bass player role would, in time, evolve, and his style soon
included more filigreed and extemporised fretboard wanderings. This
breaking out by the bass player, to play a bigger role in the
music, wasn’t unique at the time, as the influence of blues and
jazz continued to make their presence felt on the pop music scene.
Noel Redding had brought a newer, more fluid and dynamic style of
bass playing to the fore in The Jimi Hendrix Experience and Jack
Bruce was another exponent of this more creative style, with Cream.
It lay at the heart of a power trio sound that encompassed heavy
psychedelic rock, blues and jazz, across guitar, drums and
bass.

As the sound evolved and the line up settled down
the name The Earth was chosen. Back on Ward and Iommi’s old
stomping ground around Cumbria, dividing their time there and in
Brum, the new band rubbed shoulders with their musical
contemporaries. Many of these would go on to make their own mark
over the coming decade and many would disappear for good. Cumbria
and the West Midlands acted as incubators of new rock talent, just
as pretty much every industrial conurbation did. In towns and
cities across the land, both large and small, the optimistic
musical energy of hundreds of young men pulsed with dreams of
success. A mythology has rightly grown up over the years that sees
the Birmingham area as a rock nursery like no other - the rightful
and only heir to Liverpool or London. It is understandable to see
why: birthing and blooding the likes of Robert Plant and John
Bonham, Roy Wood, Carl Palmer, Cozy Powell, The Move, as well as
Slade, global music has a lot to thank the area and its many, many
small venues for.

In this electric atmosphere, gigging in legendary
local Birmingham venues like The Penthouse and Henry’s Blues House,
The Earth came of age and with that so came the chances for
success. Iommi using, perhaps, some business acumen inherited from
his Italian forebears, hustled for the band and soon London called
with a support slot at the iconic Marquee Club. Maybe this was it?
Maybe fame really was just around the corner. Certainly the Marquee
Club was the place for any upcoming band to be seen. The list of
acts who went on to stardom after getting a break at the club was
formidable and encouraging. Residencies at the venue on Wardour
Street had played a pivotal role in the careers of Alexis Corner,
The Rolling Stones, The Yardbirds, The Who, Yes, The Jimi Hendrix
Experience, Peter Green’s Fleetwood Mac and Jethro Tull. The plan
was that The Earth would open for the Marquee’s latest resident
act, Alvin Lee’s Ten Years After. Fame was just around the
corner…

Unfortunately, The Earth’s (and Sabbath’s) story
very nearly ended before it began when Iommi was poached by a band
who were really making waves, Jethro Tull. Tull weren’t just
several rungs above The Earth on the rock ladder, they were using
escalators: their debut album, This Was, had reached the Top 10.

Despite a few reservations, Iommi accepted.
Perhaps Tull’s management were being cute, or may be Iommi
misheard, but the invitation to join Jethro Tull turned out to be
nothing more than a call to audition alongside some hot guitar
talent. Iommi’s version of this story has him coyly refusing to
take part, before being lured back to crush the audition and get
the gig. It sounds like the whole thing was all a bit too much for
Iommi - too much too soon. Even the support of his by now ex
bandmate Geezer, who very nobly agreed to ride shotgun on the
adventure when Iommi went to London to work with Jethro Tull,
couldn’t stop him feeling weird about the whole thing. Iommi
decided not to take it any further and left the band after miming
along with them for the film The Rolling Stones Rock ’n’ Roll
Circus. It was a brief
brush with stardom but it seems to have been a formative
experience.

Jethro Tull exposed Iommi to a more professional
side of music. He saw that they weren’t a band whose success had
come about by accident, but through discipline and hard work. The
sad truth was that The Earth had, thus far, just been a load of
mates mucking about. After London that all changed. Jethro Tull
rehearsals began at the unholy hour of 9am and the whole thing was
treated like a job, with lunch breaks. Very un-rock ’n’
roll. “Gotta be there,
on time!” is what
Iommi said of those sessions, whereas with The Earth
they would “just straggle in” whenever they felt like it. Even if
he was reduced to miming, Iommi had mixed with rock ’n’ roll blue
bloods during the filming of Rock ’n’ Roll Circus. He’d been around the The Who, The Rolling Stones,
John Lennon, Eric Clapton and Taj Mahal - this was the big league
and he wanted to be part of it. Incidentally this would turn out to
be the last time Brian Jones would make an appearance as a Rolling
Stone. He would soon be booted out of the Stones and, six months
after filming took place at a TV studio in the Wembley area of
London, he would be found dead at the bottom of his swimming pool
at his Cotchford Farm home. It was the summer of 1969.

The world was changing. The hippie dream of love and
peace had been overwhelmed by the grim realities of a failing
economy, rising inflation, the Vietnam war; the Summer of Love had
been shown as the hollow marketing scam it really was. Something
harder and darker was needed.
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Iommi discovered a new way of doing things during
his short sojourn with Jethro Tull. The Earth was quickly reformed
and he adopted the role of band leader and sharpened things up.
Mirroring his experiences in London, a new regime of 9am starts for
rehearsals was rigorously enforced and, for the first time, the
four members set their minds to writing their own material. Jim
Simpson, the man who ran Henry’s Blues House and set up the
original opportunity with Ten Years After at the Marquee, booked
them into the Newtown Community Centre in Aston to discover and
rehearse their sound. In a loose arrangement he also booked them
out for a series of gigs as a support act. During this time The
Earth opened for an embattled Van Der Graaf Generator (who were
beset by the kind of record label contract issues that Iommi and co
would become familiar with in time) at The Bay Hotel in Sunderland.
There would also be a trip to the Marquee to support Colosseum and
a slot in opening for John Mayall’s Bluesbreakers. This time Iommi
didn’t jump ship just before it.

The deep, heavy sound that would become the hallmark
of Black Sabbath lent itself to songs with a dramatic quality,
riffs pregnant with dark portent and doom. ‘Black Sabbath’ and
‘Wicked World’ would be the first two songs in what would become an
occult-inspired production line. But that was yet to
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