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ABOUT THE BOOK

READER, BE WARNED !
This is a very WICKED book, not for the faint of heart. For it tells of the RISE of those famous rogues, THE ROLLING STONES.

When our five young heroes start a band they embark on a spree of sex, vandalism and uproarious behaviour, the likes of which Britain has never seen before. Inventing the archetype of the rock ‘n’ roll bad boy, they soon find fame and infamy, thereby annoying parents, policemen and politicians alike. But it is only a matter of time before their love of mischief lands them in serious trouble. . .

This BAWDIEST of romps about the world’s GREATEST ROCK ‘N’ ROLL BAND will scandalise, titillate, AMUSE and bring much SATISFACTION .
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DEDICATORY PREFACE

TO W.H.

SIR! – IT BEING the proper custom amongst works of this nature to commence with an honorary epistle, I nominate you as the person before whom I now humbly prostrate myself. And in doing so it is my hope that anyone else who may happen upon these pages will better understand their purpose, knowing that the Author has dedicated the work to your majestic self – the immortal William Hogarth.

To them, and to you, I must first address the obvious: that you did me the misfortune to croak your last all of two hundred and seven years, one month, three weeks and four days before I wailed my first. It, therefore, may easily be supposed by those cursed with only the weakest pulse of romance in their veins that this is not only a pointless exercise in séance by pen but, by proxy, damning documentary evidence of the shaky wits conducting the hand that wrote it. For such sour wretches, raised without nourishment of art or poetry, are all too plentiful in my trying times.

How my heart sinks when I compare this age with the elegance of yours. When sentences unfurled in rolls of silk, rippling over entire paragraphs embroidered with jewels of wit and pearls of punctuation, like those of your blessed friends, Messrs. Fielding, Smollett and Sterne. And how they, and you, would surely be aghast to see what has become of that language in the ungrateful paws of this epoch: one so frightened of expressive prose and its power to stir the soul from automated drudgery that some humans, even those of purportedly high intellect, ignore the infinite riches of our glorious vocabulary, preferring to communicate their emotions in infantile semaphore of punctuation marks. Indeed, you would scarce believe us to be the same species that gave the world The Bard!

But, I digress. Forgive me, Sir, and allow me to return to the intended theme of this prologue, a subject in which you yourself are a learned master: a treatise upon ‘The English Rogue’.

I have often wondered why it is the people of these isles so love to read of rapscallions and their moral misdemeanours? Why it’s ever been the case that the more our society condemns the temptations of vice, the more our tastes are whetted for bawdy tales of rakes, knaves and women of abandoned character? And why the Spanish were first to immortalise their picaros in print with the adversities of poor Lazarillo, but the march of culture has proven there is still nothing so English as a picaresque?

Why? Because the rogue, I tell you, is in their blood!fn1 What is England if not beer, skittles and scallywags? Was ever a more fitting ambassador of that nation’s spirit than the highwayman Dick Turpin, or the thief-taker Jonathan Wild? And were the English ever happier than in peacetime of Tyburn, the gibbet and a worn copy of the Malefactors’ Bloody Register in every household?

I could long pursue this further into the rhetorical, but as you and I both know, the rogue is as dear to the English heart as crumpets and tea to the English gut, since there was never more golden an age of roguery than your own: when Mr Sterne delighted us with his great cock and bull ode to squire Tristram Shandy; when Mr Smollett ravished our sensibilities with the exploits of that scoundrel, Count Fathom; and when your dear friend, Mr Fielding, spun his saucy history of the foundling Tom Jones, and in doing so discovered, as he articulated, ‘a new province of writing’ – THE NOVEL.

So the lovable rogue begat English literature, and it, in turn, has never lost its love for the rogue. Because was it not you – the divine Hogarth – who played midwife to that birth with easel, brush and engraving plate? You, the visual genius, creator of those episodic marvels so influential upon that frantic activity of ink in your peers: the perils of the syphilitic harlot Moll Hackabout, the cursed marriage of the cuckold Squanderfield and – rogue of rogues – Master Tom Rakewell, doomed by his own depravity to fritter away all fortune to fate of debtors’ prison and madhouse.

It could have been that your beloved Rake’s Progress would have minimal bearing on the society of centuries far beyond your time, were the rogue not a vessel so abundant in the English bloodstream, ubiquitous in fact of daily news as much as diverting thrill of fiction. The fashions change, revolutions in industry occur, wars are won and lost, parliaments sworn and laws are passed, but the rogue remains the same, whatever his chosen profession.

These shores have spawned so many spectacular examples of his kind in the two hundred and fifty years since you were lain under the sod in Chiswick (a fine tomb, might I add, which I’ve oft undertaken pilgrimage of visit), though one in particular stands out as bearing all the traits of your trademarked artistry: as you called it, the ‘Modern Moral Subject’. A story as true as Turpin and five times as thrilling – for it involves a whole quintet of Turpins, no less – which I simply yearn to share with your good self. But, then – perhaps I could?

To do so, in a manner that you would fully understand in your time – oh, for those merciful days when we all bathed in gin and were dead of dropsy at thirty-two! – I would have to convey their adventures in a style of narration and a rhythm of language that modestly bows in deference to the superior splendour of the same Fielding, Smollett, et cetera, so as you might find agreeably familiar. I would also have to adhere to the truth, of course, as annotated in the late-twentieth century, while moulding the narrative so as to concentrate on those aspects of vice, sin and scandal so revered by your own paying public of the eighteenth century. And should at any point the muse desert me I need only remind myself of my aim, to prepare a tale worthy of the humours at your favourite table in Old Slaughter’s Coffee House on St Martin’s Lane, and so speed its return.

Among your recorded quotations is a personal favourite of mine: that in which you describe your intentions as an artist, one so courageously radical, so inspiringly innovative, you ‘endeavoured to treat my subjects as a dramatic writer’. So for you, the inimitable Hogarth, who painted many a great novel, I in turn would like to write as great a painting as my pen is worthy in the hope that you, and others, may not find it uninteresting.

Its subject: five of the boldest English rogues as have ever trodden their native soil.

Its form: that of the picaresque.

Or rather, this being the story of those infamous minstrels The Rolling Stones, as I have chosen to call it, a Rollaresque.

Your health, SIR!

The Author

MMXV

fn1 Being of Celtic extraction, Sir, I am thus unable to say ‘our blood’.


‘But I have been a rolling stone, my good fellow. Play – play has been my ruin! That and beauty.’

WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY
The Luck Of Barry Lyndon, 1844


BOOK the FIRST
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HEIRS


CHAPTER

I
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Shewing time and place through a pane of glass.

SATISFACTION! THEY BREATHED it in like oxygen. It fluttered the hairs inside their nostrils like a national perfume. In town and country, in street and field, every man, woman and child savoured its rich taste upon their tongues, swishing it around the corners of their mouths until its giddying effects had rendered them insensibly serene. A whole kingdom, gloriously drunk on the sacred juice which spurted from Old Blighty’s breast into the grateful gullets of her fifty million sucklings. Sweet milk of satisfaction!

They were satisfied, for they were British, and as their right honourable Prime Minister had reminded them not five years earlier, they had ‘never had it so good’. The blessed bearer of these tidings was one who, authoritative in nature as in moustache, was always right and always honourable; who had helped conquer that repellent Hun two wars running, first with bayonet, then with briefcase; whose earthly name, Harold Macmillan, all but disguised the fact he was less man, more superman, until such a time as one of his cheering subjects recognised his divinity in the glorious christening of ‘Supermac’. And if Supermac told them they had never had it so good then they knew, absolutely, that they never had had it so good. For they were British, and therefore satisfied. And so the milk pumped, and on they suckled.

They suckled, and they smoked, just as Supermac smoked, for in his sixty-eight-year-old sagacity he had arrived at the singular wisdom of paying his respects to those twins of the treasury, tobacco and alcohol, by choosing one while abstaining from the other on a rotating year-on-year basis. It so happened that this year, Nineteen Sixty-Two, being one of his ‘smoking years’, Supermac made much public demonstration of the noble art of puffing, and so his faithful flock followed suit, blissfully blind to any notice in any paper demanding his government investigate spurious links between the joy of sucking the goodness out of a Bristol-tipped and the rare nuisance of lung cancer. For they were British, and superior in the knowledge, as the gospel according to Golden Virginia sayeth, that there was ‘extra Satisfaction in natural tobacco’. And so the milk pumped as they suckled, smoking and coughing and doing their utmost not to die an inconvenient death, gleefully drowning in their own too, too satisfied phlegm.

And who amongst them would dare to kick anything so much resembling fate’s shiny bucket, with all the ointments and creams and pills and tonics at their disposal: Zam-Buk for chilblains; Duramil for lumbago; Phosferine for grumpiness; Victory lozenges for pharyngitis; and Lifebuoy soap for the sorry hum of body odour. Even when that impatient reaper tried to import fresh pestilence with an outbreak of smallpox, Supermac’s advisers were quick to deduce that this foreign lurgy had nothing whatsoever to do with the creamy-lipped Britons, but was the fault of scratching interlopers from the former Raj, all of whom, it was sensibly argued, should be barred from these satisfied isles forthwith. And so the milk pumped and on they suckled, happily immunised from pain, pus and Pakistanis.

And hadn’t they ever had it so good thanks also to Mr Selwyn Lloyd, one of the many kind-hearted knights of the Tory order in Supermac’s cabinet, whose privilege it was to satisfy their pockets as Chancellor of the Exchequer. Only last summer, Her Majesty’s pound, as Mr Lloyd confessed, had been ‘in danger’ until he personally wrestled it from the dragon’s jaw of recession, returning it to the safety of his red box and its incredible economic sorcery within. And how those simple womenfolk wishing to earn their crust nursing those whose lack of Zam-Buk, and other modern phenomena, had left their nervous systems temporarily dissatisfied, thanked Mr Lloyd for the daily reward of seven pretty pennies with which to happily feather their nest egg; hoping that one day it may be feathered enough to crack and give birth to the four shillings a week for a rented television set. And damn and blast that small coven of ungrateful stockinged hags who dared mutter that seven pennies’ worth of Z-Cars, Arthur Haynes and The Black And White Minstrel Show wasn’t reward enough for bed-bathing those moaning oafs in want of Zam-Buk. Because this was Supermac’s Britain, land of the satisfied, and no place for shirkers, strikers, work-to-rulers and one-out-all-out-ers!

And so the milk pumped, and on they suckled: the gentlemen, with their Bass blue triangle, their Ford Anglias and their strip-joints and peepshows where nursemaids of a different sort offered soothing distraction with flesh, fire and fake snakes; and their wives, with their twin-tub washing machines, their Bri-Nylon lingerie and their Limmits ‘meal-in-a-biscuit’ to redeem any complacent heifers found guilty of sins against the slim. And if any husband and wife should cross words, be it over the difference between butter and Stork margarine or the corrupting pulchritude of Mademoiselle Brigitte Bardot, they could speedily find satisfaction in venting spleen and ballpoint pen to that clarion of wisdom and decency, the News Of The World; as was the case of one Middlesex gentleman describing a sorry domestic stalemate over table condiments, his spouse having recently vetoed the entry of vinegar into their household. ‘She thinks it’s common. I try to sneak it into the cabbage but she always sniffs it out and there’s hell to pay!’ A problem shared, a problem satisfied!

There were, nevertheless, more than a few hungry sucklers who, feeling they’d been denied their due turn at Supermac’s teat, took it upon themselves to slake their thirst by blowing up safes, by robbing warehouses, by stealing mailbags, by poisoning elderly lodgers, or other such gruesome fancies according to their individual appetites for dynamite, lead or recreational psychopathy. The thrills of which were rarely worth the inevitable consequence of Her Majesty’s noose, ready to shut the windpipe of those such as young master Hanratty, fingered as the notorious ‘A6 killer’ who, despite frantic bleatings of innocence, was hanged by his neck at Bedford gaol this first week in April, much to the satisfaction of all who agreed that one good corpse deserved another, that a wronged man hanged was better than the wrong of none hanged at all, with a ‘hear, hear!’, three cheers and ‘God save the Queen!’

So ‘Hurrah!’ for the rope, and the cuffs, and the gavel and the birch! These, the tools of justice transforming the waters of disorder into the wine of discipline. For a disciplined Britain was a satisfied Britain, and so wine and milk pumped, and Supermac’s litter obediently bowed to their decorated elders who’d fought and won two world wars so Old Blighty could continue these glorious lactations. And if an innocent man ended up dangling from the gallows once in a while, then that was simply an egg worth breaking so long as the resulting national omelette still contained tea and jam and The Black And White Minstrel Show.

But with such a prosperous litter – the acorns of conjugal satisfaction resulting in another seventeen-thousand Britons to suckle in the first three months of Nineteen Sixty-Two alone – it stood to reason that Supermac, Her Majesty and said monochrome minstrels with their ‘Dry Bones’, ‘Dixie’ and ‘Polly Wolly Doodle’ could expect to encounter their inevitable share of unruly young runts. As illustration of the character of this abominable breed, consider the adolescent mania of a schoolboy from Tunbridge Wells who, in a sudden desertion of all rules of polite society as had been meticulously beaten into him, decided to place a kipper in the bonnet of a car belonging to none other than his biology master. The effects of this incongruous alliance of smoked herring and sparkplug was that the master, naturally unaware that such a threat as fish sabotage existed in the minds of his pupils, turned his key in the ignition, thus short-circuiting his engine in a deafening bang, swiftly accompanied moments later by the nauseating odour of incinerated marine life. And yet, not being a capital offence, the culprit dunce was denied his deserved jig on the same stage as young Hanratty and merely suspended, having disgraced his family name and wasted what, to some noses present, smelt like an otherwise perfectly good kipper.

Mercy and leniency, so generously dished out, did little to improve the deportment of this runt generation who, having only recently been excused the improving powers of national service, manoeuvred themselves in sorry slouches while squawking about ‘Banning The Bomb’ and other such blasphemies against Queen, Country and Global Genocide.

Nor could their hot pulses be pacified by the national Hit Parade with its gay twang of ‘Wonderful Land’, the exotic hiccups of ‘Wimoweh’ or Mr Acker Bilk and the agreeable groan of ‘Stranger On The Shore’, but instead sought enslavement in a debauched mating dance called ‘The Twist’. Fortunate for them that the much respected oracle of the country’s loins, Marjorie Proops, was there to remind them in the pages of the Daily Mirror that ‘pre-marital intercourse is impractical and idiotic’, and thus a satisfactory state of untwisted chastity was reasonably assumed to have been restored thenceforth. And where words failed, and Proops was poo-pooed, and the sap of impudence still rose, the rod always succeeded; as in Peckham Manor School, where fifty boys who refused to wear caps were individually caned with a severity anyone insufficiently witted as to engage in such bald-headed anarchy would one day be thankful for.

Lest they forget, they were British, and whether suckled or strapped they would all learn satisfaction! And those that didn’t learn the first time would be strapped and thrashed and leathered and if need be strangled for crimes they didn’t commit until they recovered their love for Supermac, their taste for milk and their place at the back of their happy brethren queuing at the pump of plenty. The sensible benevolence of which was perfectly surmised in an address by a powdery wig to a court in Monmouthshire. ‘We must not be sloppy or sentimental! We must be stern, strong and tough! There are too many young people who have too much money in their pockets! They have no regard for the Law!’

So there, in smoke and sickness, in bread and circuses, in pounds and shillings, in brassieres and vinegar, in Whitehall and blackface, in crime and punishment, in kippers and canings, we see the world through the window of April, Nineteen Sixty-Two. Satisfied Empire Of The Never Had It So Good.

And now, as our History properly commences, to find the stones to smash it.


CHAPTER

II
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Of cracks and causes, ending cheerfully in a convergence.

THE CLIFF FROM whence these stones were quarried lay way out in the west of London, opposite the terminus of the District Line at Ealing Broadway where, latterly, runtish youth of a very specific rhythmic disposition had taken to gathering every Saturday evening to nourish their pleasures.

That first Saturday in April, as Her Majesty took rest in Windsor Castle, where that afternoon her royal patience had been tested by a display of French paratroopers marching around its quadrangle in Gallic monotony for a full fifteen minutes; as Supermac smoked in Chequers with Mr Lloyd discussing their following week’s budget, together anticipating the satisfied gleam in the sweet teeth of their sucklings when told of its tax on gobstoppers; and as the sucklers themselves sat at home before their rented altars of two-channel distraction, spoilt for choice between Perry Mason’s legal genius in solving The Case Of The Startled Stallion and Errol Flynn’s Crimean folly in leading The Charge Of The Light Brigade, so into this valley of deafening vice rode the runt hundreds.

They arrived on train and bus, on foot, car and bicycle, pilgrims following a secret trail which, four weeks running, had been whispered for their ears only in the classified pages of those few periodicals primarily concerned with the sonic commotion commonly referred to as ‘jazz’. The whisper ran thus:

‘Alexis Korner’s Blues Incorporated.

THE MOST EXCITING EVENT OF THIS YEAR!

Rhythm and Blues Club. The Ealing Club, Ealing Broadway Station.

TURN LEFT, CROSS AT ZEBRA AND GO DOWN STEPS BETWEEN ABC TEASHOP AND JEWELLERS. SATURDAY AT 7.30 PM.’

The whisper heeded, long before the stroke of seven the most eager pilgrims had already turned left and crossed the aforementioned zebra in anticipation: some congregating in the teashop of the Aerated Bread Company, where those in most urgent need of electric cacophony mourned the absence of any jukebox which might enliven their enjoyment of caffeine, cola and gaseous dough. Others took similar preparatory measures to build reserves for the imminent excitement with victuals from the adjacent chip shop, usually consumed in a snaffling queue along the chain-link fence overlooking the railway line at the foot of the sixteen steps to the threshold of the night’s euphoria, thereby ensuring the stench of hot fat and vinegar lingered long enough to both torment the intestines of the famished and repel, should ever they stray there, that rarer breed of womankind who, as previously discussed, took apoplectic exception to said alkaline malt. At the appointed time the gate of this iniquitous Eden bolted open and in they spilled, wiping grease and sugar from their lips, breaths brown with coffee, green with mint or black with tobacco, the foolish relinquishing their coat to the cloakroom: an enigma of pegged oblivion from whence it would seldom return to its rightful owner.

The assembled tribe having yet to invent anything resembling their own uniform, those not lost in a non-descript scruffy purgatory clung, for better or worse, to the sartorial codes of that outnumbering peer group of ‘trad jazz’ apostles from which they had very recently splintered. Trad jazz being a serious business involving the precise sciences of banjo and clarinet, it merited the studious male armour of duffel coat with leather elbow-patches, a pair of corduroy trousers, a ‘Ban The Bomb’ badge, as weighty a bundle of books under their arm as could muster a comfortable illusion of braininess, and as thick a tuft of beard as the designs of mother puberty had seen appropriate. Their maidens similarly distinguished themselves with tight sweaters and long skirts, though not so long as to impair their ability to stir any base desires worth stirring beneath the intellectual chainmail of duffel and corduroy with the tight dance-floor spasm activity abruptly christened ‘skip-jive’.

Months earlier, it was for such skip-jiving and confusing hollers of ‘Dig!’ despite neither earth nor shovel in sight that Supermac’s lost sheep flocked to this same basement, where the rainwater dripped between the glass-blocks set in the pavement above directly onto the stage below; a constant leakage inspiring both a fashion for bowlers and other protective headwear amongst those whose task it was to lecture trad jazz in as preferably dry a humour as possible, and the club nickname ‘The Moist Hoist’. Whereas now, as of mid-March, and as advertised, Mr Korner and his Incorporated friends had commandeered this humid cellar every Saturday to spread a new teenage virus: one yet to infiltrate the British airwaves, known only to the infected minority present, yet already contagious enough to threaten the unafflicted trad jazz majority for whom this ‘Rhythm and Blues’ was as disagreeable to their ears as the scent of vinegar to the nose of that domestic harpy now thrice referred to.

The vibrations of Mr Korner and his band were American in origin, not to mention ‘negroid’ as was the chief concern of their disapproving trad jazz forebears, comprising the loud amplification not only of guitar but also harmonica, saxophone, piano and bass over a syncopated beat while another of their number screamed metaphorical degeneracy about tigers in tanks, men who only choose to enter households from the back door, and the capabilities of an obscure piece of apparatus called ‘a mojo’. The appeal of which was great enough to jam The Moist Hoist to a humid capacity worthy of its titular infamy.

Those who’d wisely dodged the cloakroom, having been admitted past the bar into the main club, were hit by such steamy torrents of perspiration as to provoke instant disrobing and the sudden eruption upon both floorboards and side benches of lumpy molehills of tossed fabric, primarily duffel. The heat was stoked by an epidemic outbreak of cigarettes, the smoke of which rose to form a thin stratosphere between the young heads of the assembled and the low ceiling, its aroma rivalled only by that of sweat, beer, cologne and a dizzying spike of ‘reefer’; the latter ignited with flagrant nonchalance under the assumption, which proved correct, that none present were the slightest bit alarmed at being forced to inhale that prohibited Asian musk. And so, by degrees – the breathing space reduced to the point where any soul clumsy enough to drop a penny upon the floor would have to retrieve it by contortions so unacceptably intrusive to their neighbour as to fall under that unique category of molestation labelled ‘frottage’ – Mr Korner and his conspirators took their places upon the stage and commenced their musical depravity.

At length, as the overhead fog thickened, as the worshippers swayed in tightly packed unison as if in choreographed seasickness, skirts and corduroys flapping to the beat of the Blues and the sporadic thunder of a passing westbound express train, Mr Korner paused their suggestive hubbub to make a public address. ‘And now, we’ve got a guest on guitar. He’s come all the way from Cheltenham, just to play for you. Give it up for – Elmo Lewis!’

With fateful synchronicity, it was then that two young rakes of no small significance to this chronicle, having crossed the zebra, turned left, descended the steps, inhaled the vinegar, joined the queue, paid the entrance, forgone the cloakroom and squeezed past the bar, savoured their first euphoric sip of The Moist Hoist just as Master Lewis took his place beneath the dripping ceiling and commenced some highly unusual electrified shenanigans. The impact of which upon our new arrivals was so profound as to transform their visages into frozen masks of wide-eyed, slack-jawed imbecility.

Perched upon a stool, half-facing the audience, this Lewis cradled a curvaceous Höfner, producing fluid wails by means of chaffing a steel bar against that part of the instrument ordinarily accustomed to more delicate minstrelship. The awestruck duo recognised the tune of these perverse tribulations as ‘Dust My Broom’ – originally performed by Elmore James, an American bluesman they themselves had studied at length, never anticipating to come across a fellow pupil their own age, nor one so skilled and courageous as to mimic the master in public. So much so, their uncontrollable impulse to share this admiration found eventual relief in the loud and fruity ejaculation: ‘It’s fucking Elmore James, man!’

His broom dusted, Lewis alighted from the stage to crackling applause and a ripple of ‘Dig!’s, resuming his original position amongst those witnesses who had thus welcomed him so enthusiastically. After so popular a sweepage, as marked by the gauntlet of gratitude on his retreat to the bar, he was interrupted by a tap on his shoulder before he could order his liquid reward, bringing him face to face with that pair of exclamatory fanatics whose curiosity now demanded mutual introduction.

At which point in our story, we, like they, should pause the progress of further adventure in order to better make the association of these three stony specimens with due geological scrutiny.


CHAPTER

III
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Portrait of a picaro.

WHILE IT WAS true that Master Elmo Lewis had indeed ‘come all the way from Cheltenham’ – that noted spa town in the county of Gloucestershire where people once flocked in order to cleanse their colons with its fresh waters which, in the age before Zam-Buk, were widely believed to perform similar miracles – the uncanny coincidence of his forename, Elmo, being so close to his hero, Elmore, made the revelation that this itself was a falsification at odds with the one scribbled by his parish registrar twenty years earlier all the less surprising.

His defence in administering this deception upon the public was his ambition to be received as an authentic bluesman, all of whom, as far as he had thus ascertained, had been blessed at the christening font with such worthy handles as ‘Muddy’, ‘Sonny Boy’, ‘Howlin’ and, indeed, ‘Elmore’. Whereas it had been his misfortune to be the apple of a parental tree which, lacking the foresight of Mr and Mrs Waters, Williamson, Wolf and James, had cursed him in accordance with their Welsh heritage, Lewis Jones. Had he designs on a life as the church organist in an obscure village in Gwynedd fussed over by spinsters, competing for his affections with the seductive density of their bara brith, then the history of procreation could never have received a so fittingly named Lewis Jones. But since, as is already apparent, young Jones’ intentions were contrastingly heathen in outlook, such a handicap of appellation made that inoffensive charade, substituting forename for surname and abbreviating Elmore to Elmo, both excusable and necessary.

In a first hostile manoeuvre against this same birth mark, as a youth he’d already denied ‘Lewis’ the podium of his celebrity by instead choosing the former of his two middle names, Brian, with which to announce his personage amongst his fellow pupils at Cheltenham Grammar School; where he briefly excelled at clarinet and swimming until realising his talents would be better advanced by a curriculum of his own construction.

That their son would never amount to a holy melodist residing in Gwynedd notwithstanding, Mr and Mrs Jones, having already proven hasty in mislabelling their firstborn, were forced to pay for the consequences of that error when Brian’s true temperament found its voice in pursuits which heaped more dishonourable manure upon the doorstep of their semi-detached oasis than their pruned hedges should ever require, were they to keep flourishing for another dozen millennia. Chiefly: an aptitude for classroom insolence, involving the institution of a trend amongst his susceptible fellow students to shirk the obligatory break-time repast of fresh milk in favour of brown ale; an addiction to jazz and other heinous phonographic vibrations, abetted by his endeavours with saxophone and all its shrill tortures; and a remarkable expertise in the art of fornication, in which he specialised in that particular discipline which shunned the protective saddle, choosing, as he would tell any friend enquiring as to his exploits, to ride ‘bareback’. It was therefore fortunate for his appetites that there was no shortage of mares with which to canter, helped by their inexplicable attraction to a boy who, though possessed of angelic blond hair, a sweet, feathery voice and an effortless conversational charm, had a face prematurely preparing itself for the ravages of old age by the thin tracing of circles under his eyes, as guidelines for time’s charcoal pencil to be applied, with indelible force, in adulthood.

Mr and Mrs Jones could ignore, as best they could, the brown ale and the saxophone wail, but their sixteen-year-old son’s reputation as the town’s most insatiable amateur biologist was less easily brushed under their napkins at meal times, especially when Brian confessed, to their understandable indigestion, that their proud family tree had, thanks to his bareback gardening, sprouted a new branch. That the fornicatrix who helped cultivate this twig of bastardy was all of fourteen summers further churned the moral diarrhoea which, once discharged, left so putrid a stain upon the straw boaters of Cheltenham Grammar that, with their firm consent, Brian would never have call to sport their crest ever again.

The disgraced moll being forced to surrender the crop of that twig for adoption, Brian was spared the shackles of matrimony and, thus liberated from school and altar, free to continue his ravishings of instruments reedy, stringed and skirted – habits his circumstances were now obliged to fund under pain of tolerable employment. The local guilds of coalman, shop assistant and bus conductor were each in turn blessed with his presence for as long as it took either he, or they, to deduce that none were a vocation fit for such a peppery squire, who happily relinquished all three; having learned only the furtive charity of the cash register, a hatred of soot and the rigmarole of fare collection as a dialogue which, with the skilful flourishes of his silvery tongue, occasionally concluded in a one-way ticket to paradise, bareback class. For the scandal that had so abruptly ended his education, thus bringing him to his present occupational limbo, failed to impress the obvious benefits of the saddle upon either mind or trousers. And so within a year of that first misadventure, he made another unintentional addition to the local census, this time with a married woman who decided to keep said mewling statistic, raising it with the compliant cuckold whose intimacy Brian had so boldly invaded.

Deciding to fledge from his ancestral house of disapproval into rented lodgings more sympathetic to his salacious customs, his hands – their rocking energies once again relieved of any responsibility to the cradle – instead availed themselves towards the practice of saxophone and also guitar, both of which he began to master with the same gleeful nimbleness previously demonstrated on zip and suspender belt. Further education was provided by a brief sojourn overseas, undertaking a busking expedition of the Nordic countries, returning with a more experienced ear and a bareback stamina greatly improved by extra tuition from those globally renowned daughters of Odin.

Upon his homecoming, Brian’s prowess on brass was welcomed into the fold of The Ramrods, a Cheltenham ‘rock ’n’ roll’ ensemble who he happily tooted with for a few trifling engagements, exiting their ranks long before rare culinary tragedy befell their singer: his, the appalling misfortune to choke to death whilst eating a well-salted and heavily-vinegared bag of chips, not only a freak accident but a twofold catastrophe in its lending credence to the prejudice of that unreasonable harridan of the pantry immortalised, now, once too often in the pages of these adventures.

Brian’s reputation, though dissolute, still wasn’t so ill as to repel a local shop girl named Pat from rising to the challenge of becoming his steady sweetheart: one she bravely carried off to the predictable conclusion of his third seedling, her carriage of which left her indisposed to the more aerobic exertions of barebackery; as was proven when she discovered her love exercising those muscles with a wheezing surrogate only a few days before its delivery. However, it must not be supposed that our picaro’s conscience was so slight as not to darken the maternity ward to furnish that exhausted haulier with a bouquet of flowers and their grizzling creation with a name: Julian.

The fresh threat of confetti looming over his head now added to the stagnation of heart and soul which he attributed to his isolated location, the very word ‘Cheltenham’ becoming a form of unutterable Hades. Imminent salvation from such Cotswolds fire and wedlock brimstone thus mercifully arrived one night at a trad jazz concert in the local Town Hall, where that future patron of The Moist Hoist, Mr Korner, provided small portion of entertainment; disturbing the assembled duffel coats with their first exposure to Rhythm and Blues, including Brian, whose ears, duly baptised by copper-wire and woe, heard the lock of his parochial gaol click open. Following Mr Korner to a nearby hostelry, this new disciple seized the opportunity to make his acquaintance, offering his eternal devotion of body and instrument to that Delta religion whose hymns, thus performed, had stoked such a sudden declaration of faith.

Bewitched by flattery, Mr Korner extended his generosity to the kitchen floor of his Bayswater flat, where Brian was invited to rest his head should ever he choose to visit the capital to assist in any preaching of the gospels of Muddy, Elmore and other saints of their exclusive canon. Unable to resist the hospitality of that tempting linoleum, Brian accepted his pilgrimage and headed east. This prosperous alliance of host and boarder, master and pupil, coinciding with the establishment of Mr Korner’s proposals for The Moist Hoist, it was therefore a matter of course that, as ‘Elmo Lewis’, Brian should eventually join him beneath its trickling canopy and provoke that admiration which necessitated this biographical detour.

Of those two enthusiasts whose passions accosted him at the bar with tapping finger, the first to speak was a boy of noticeable facial orifice, his mouth large enough to swallow whole a suckling pig, yet his birdlike physique suggesting such advantages were rarely exploited. Receiving this pouting willow’s opening compliments with good grace, Elmo introduced himself as Brian from Cheltenham. The mouth introduced itself as one ‘Mick’ from Dartford; which, once more, puts halt to our tale’s forward thrust as we pause to unravel the thread which brought this remarkable fleshy aperture, and its owner, from thither to hither.


CHAPTER

IV

[image: image]

And another.

DURING THAT BOISTEROUS era of shells and sirens when those Hunnish hawks took unusual liberties in reorganising London’s urban character to their own smoky specifications, even Supermac, with the benefit of hindsight, may not have begrudged the Luftwaffe one extra crater knowing it had successfully annihilated a future ambassador of the abominable horseplay of youth that was set to become the scourge of his peacetime. The Kentish town of Dartford being directly under those Teutonic flight paths, it was only by mercy of Messerschmitt and luck of Lucifer that those fat and fated lips survived, much to the relief of Mr and Mrs Jagger.

The young Mick, still many years away from the mature harvest in which those spongy caressers would exert themselves with all the sensual benefits of their eloquent mutation, remained ignorant to their true purpose, and thus suffered the embarrassment typical of many adolescents who, upon consulting their reflection in the looking glass, conclude the size of their various bodily particulars to be the result of some monstrous evolutionary prank. The stigma of which wasn’t in the least bit helped by his peers, a number of whom likened his arresting cakehole to that of the nation’s favourite charlatan negroes, as seen hollering ‘Coal Black Mammy’ every Saturday night at the expense of the BBC licence payer.

He was, in spite of this, a child of confidence and reserve, neither top nor bottom of his class but hovering discreetly between, quietly drinking in the moods and motives of those around him, taking mental note and plotting human stratagem with a silent stealth not once betrayed by that innocuous blank mask with its gaping cavern suggestive of attachment to a mind of infinitely more gormless preoccupations.

Mick’s father, being a school instructor in physical diversions, urged bodily development befitting that expertise, furnishing his son with dumb-bells and encouraging him in the practices of cricket, basketball and all things pertaining to the great outdoors. It was of particular pride to Mr Jagger that young Michael was ‘a first-class camper’, a boast far more prophetic than that gushing pater could have envisaged. For, much to his father’s chagrin, ‘camping’ was the only skill accommodated by those slender muscles which, despite all other sporty toils, stubbornly resisted the masculine esteem of beefiness.

According to the selective curriculum of Dartford Grammar, Mick was considered academically average except in the study of French, a language which, having some notoriety in the advancement of feminine cajolery, greatly appealed to his formative subconscious. Otherwise, Kent’s examining board setting no standards for mimicry, it was unfortunate that he should be denied the opportunity to attain top marks in this one field where his faculties of verbal imitation were in a league worthy of a scholarship to the dreaming spires of that great university, were its syllabus ever elastic enough to quarter honorary doctorates in copycatism.

This capacity for impressions, the delight of the playground where his lampooning of various masters aroused an early appreciation of his innate ability to enchant an audience, reached its zenith of excellence when applied to melody. So convincing were Mick’s throaty deceits that Mrs Jagger would often cease the hanging out of her washing to sprint indoors, convinced that the serenade echoing through her kitchen window was being piped by Elvis Presley in propia persona, only to have that adulterous daydream shattered upon discovering the source of these scandalous temptations to be the quivering kissing jellies of her eldest son.

The shrieks and spasms of American rock ’n’ roll so timed their arrival on British shores as to take priority in his doppelganger repertoire: simulations he soon put to use by testing his tonsils over the accompaniment of various friends, most of whose musical abilities were restricted by the peculiar codes of that rattling hullaballoo known as ‘skiffle’. Sadly, such watery jangles fell far short of Mick’s expectations as had been elevated by his latter exposure to the frisky confections of Little Richard and Chuck Berry; heights which, irrespective of his best efforts at howling caricature, were seldom scraped by means of washboard and broom-handle. It did at least prove fortuitous in cementing an alliance with a fellow pupil named Dick: a boy whose melodic passions flowed along identical currents, to the extent of accruing a slowly expanding collection of discs whose contents Mick was privy to share, thus unearthing those treacly tremors otherwise foreign to the majority of Dartford eardrums, so identified as ‘the Blues’, which heated his spirits with savage lightning.

Entering his eighteenth year, with his schooling now a finite matter of months, the likelihood of a career tailored to his epiglottal talents seemed too remote a whim to merit serious fantasy. Occupationally undecided, his modest employment history thus far stretched to the vending of iced desserts in the school holidays and a spell as porter in the local mental hospital. While neither stirred the boy’s will to aspire to a permanent position in those posts, the latter was nevertheless memorable for the apprenticeship served in one of the asylum’s store cupboards where a nurse, taking temporary leave of her responsibility to the many gibbering bedlamites under her charge, instructed Mick in the basics of that corporeal dialect which he was to grasp with a studious hunger exceeding that of French; helped in no small part by all that nature had generously bestowed upon him betwixt nostrils and chin.

Thus experienced in institutions of lunacy and clandestine trysts, his resolution to undertake preparatory measures for entry into the parliamentary life was most judicious. The London School of Economics and Political Science being willing to further him in that direction, he accepted a three year vow and accompanying striped scarf with which to distinguish himself as one of their envoys on his daily commute from Kentish town to Aldwych seminar room.

With his head surrendered to such calculus, his heart still ached for those vinylite excitements awakened by his friend Dick, whose library of records Mick now sought to rival with his own, channelling that determination into overseas correspondence and the postage of monies in exchange for those hallowed scriptures of Rhythm and Blues so far neglected by the British phonographic industry. The deliveries of which being the only threat to his economic textbooks’ dominance of his wits during his voyages to and from the Dartford home where they were so euphorically received, it was sometimes the case that he undertook that journey bearing these same tokens of intellectual distraction which his covetous fervour forebade being parted from.

So it came to pass that one morning he boarded his train for the capital armed with yet another air-mailed marvel, the flagrant transport of which summoned the potent inquisition of another boy whose facial resemblance to the hairy associate of that celebrated Lord of the Jungle was not only striking, but somehow familiar. As Mick then recalled, a former neighbour: they’d attended the same primary school before both were cast their separate ways, now merged again on account of Chuck Berry’s Rockin’ At The Hops, catalyst for the fevered excitations of this twin of Cheeta now sharing his carriage.

Henceforth the continuation of Mick’s odyssey to The Moist Hoist being inextricably entwined with this hysterical other, in the interests of bringing these exploits back to speed with appropriate knowledge of all relevant parties, we must here delay that morning service towards Charing Cross, to be resumed after a short exploration of those symptoms specific to that fellow passenger.


CHAPTER

V
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A trinity is coined and our History advanced.

THE RELENTLESS BLITZKRIEG upon the chimney stacks of Dartford which, as described in our previous episode, could have easily spared us of that great puckering organ might also have rid Supermac of this chimp-jawed accomplice had he too been smothered by Herr Hitler’s explosive blanket; a historical hypothesis which would have surely gladdened the hearts of their future foes in its economical killing of two Stones with the droppings of one bird. The failure of which would greatly pique the interests of this second child of fortune who, in the throes of adulthood, took so a keen view of his potential assassin as to amass a modest archive of literature pertaining to the idiosyncrasies of said moustached dictator, for purposes of solitary amusement.

The undeveloped new-born mind usually lacking the permanence of memory, it might be supposed that these unpredictable shaves with the doodlebug left no lasting impression on this heaven-favoured tot. And yet, on the contrary, those budding shells yet to develop the simian contours so likening their carrier to a member of the primate order would never forget the wild halloo and brutal noise of warning siren and collapsing terrace; the cumulative effect of this destructive symphony being to heighten the child’s instincts of human survival, resilience to harm, and self-preservation, beneficial traits he would hence grow to appreciate with a sentiment stopping just short of gratitude to the swastika squadrons who’d prepared him thus.

So the

















OPS/xhtml/toc.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Contents



		About the Book



		About the Author



		Also by Simon Goddard



		Map



		List of Illustrations



		Title Page



		Dedicatory Preface to W.H.



		Epigraph



		Book the First: Heirs



		I. Shewing Time and Place Through a Pane of Glass



		II. Of Cracks and Causes, Ending Cheerfully in a Convergence



		III. Portrait of a Picaro



		IV. And Another



		V. A Trinity is Coined and Our History Advanced



		VI. Of Equations and Chemistry, Ending Cheerfully in a Christening



		VII. Descriptive of a Habitat and its Infestation



		VIII. Chiefly Relates to the Importance of William Never Being Ernest



		IX. Acquaints the Reader with An Enigma



		X. A Short One, Introducing Forces Opposed to their Progress



		XI. Their Progress Happily Unobstructed, with Encouragement from Four Northern Minstrels of Absurd Popularity



		XII. Contains a Dramatic Discussion of Farthings and Flapdoodles, in Course of which a Letter is Added and a Number Subtracted



		XIII. The Catapult Employed and the Pane Broken









		Book the Second: Orgy



		XIV. Our Picaros Finally Plunge Headlong into Public Life; Encountering No Shortage of Hostilities in Societies High and Low; with Incidental Account of their Talents of Construction when their Humours are Crossed



		XV. Their Fortunes Prosper when Deficiency of Inspiration is Lent a Helping Hand by Two Familiar Acquaintances of Near Intolerable Celebrity



		XVI. Descriptive of Dramatic Changes in Habit and Habitat



		XVII. Records their First Full Excursion of their Native Islands and Sundry Curious Matters



		XVIII. Chronicles Certain Particulars During the Festive Season, Concerning a Variety of Edibles and Encounters with the Spirit World



		XIX. They Welcome the New Year with Open Arms, that Sentiment Sadly Unrequited



		XX. In which they Tamper with Roses and Learn to Feign Innocence when Fate Casts the Gardener into their Midst



		XXI. Is a Chapter of Harmless Flirtation, and may Appear of No Great Importance in its Place. But it should be Read Notwithstanding, As a Sequel to the Last, and a Key to One that will Follow when its Time Arrives



		XXII. Our Heroes Hit the Road Again; and it Finds Ample Occasion to Clobber them Back



		XXIII. Descriptive of Adventures Abroad



		XXIV. A Brief One, in which they Accept Responsibility of Jury Service, and Themselves are Unanimously Judged to be Guilty



		XXV. Is Wholly Devoted to a Reception that Poses More than Modest Threat to the Mortality of Our Subjects



		XXVI. A Midway Retrospect









		Book the Third: Gaming



		XXVII. Our Principals Scatter their Seed Across the Southern Hemisphere



		XXVIII. Their Notoriety at Home is Enhanced and their Foes Multiply



		XXIX. The Chief Features of which will be Found to be an Authentic Version of a Battle of Wills



		XXX. Which is All About the Law, Fleas and Other Pests



		XXXI. Is an Appreciation of Music and Divine Composition



		XXXII. Treats of Divers Little Matters which Occurred in the Americas



		XXXIII. The Focus on Brian; and the Detail Unpleasant



		XXXIV. The Theme Rests Between Cunning and Cup, Where a New Character Exemplary of that Quarter is Introduced



		XXXV. Annus Urinus



		XXXVI. Too Full of Adventure to be Briefly Described



		XXXVII. More American Experiences; Involving a Crisis of Illumination and an Altogether More Serious Catastrophe



		XXXVIII. Reports Progress in Certain Homely Matters



		XXXIX. A Resurrection









		Book the Last: Madhouse



		XL. A Necessary Shift in Time and Temperament



		XLI. Shewing the Romantic Consequence of Earlier Incubation



		XLII. In which they Accept a Revision and Refuse a Revolution



		XLIII. A Strange Interview of No Small Importance to this History



		XLIV. Containing a Selection of Causes, Honourably Accounting for their Effects



		XLV. Of Work, Rest and Play



		XLVI. In which the Author Removes Himself, Deferring all Curation of Narrative to a Report from the Files of the West Sussex Constabulary



		XLVII. The Narrative Returned to its Rightful Author: Who Wastes No Time Whipping it towards the Last Lap



		XLVIII. The Whipping Continues and a Spirit is Broken



		XLIX. Portrait of a Picaro



		L. And Another



		LI. A Trinity is Crushed



		LII. In which the Rollaresque is Concluded









		Glossary



		Discography



		Bibiliography



		Acknowledgements



		Copyright









OPS/images/title.jpg
ROLLARESQUE

or

THE RAKISH
PROGRESS
OF

THE ROLLING STONES

A Tale of Loose Morals by
the Author of ZIGGYOLOGY etc.

IN FOUR VOLUMES

— with 8 Illustrations —

by MR CHADWICK Esq.

LONDON:

Published by Ebury Press at
Vauxhall Bridge Rd.
MMXV





OPS/images/MyCoverImage.jpg
LARESQ
RO QU
The Rakish Progress of

THE ROLLING

a TALE of LOOSE MORALS

by the Author of ZIGG YOLOGY, ete.

SIMON GODDARD
ESQ.





OPS/images/common1.jpg





OPS/images/map.jpg





OPS/images/common.jpg





