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FOR KATE

This book is for my sister, Kate, as a memoir of life shared inside the rainbow, and as ongoing thanks for that precious gift of a bow many years ago that led me to a path along which I am still travelling.
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In memory of Hannah Patricia Bush, Dr Robert John Bush, Jeremy Cartland, Vivienne Morgan Chandler, Dr Richard Bailey and Gary Hurst. Wherever you may be in some rainbow, you are always in my heart.
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THANK YOU TO:

David Shelley, Hannah Boursnell and all the team at Little, Brown.

Paddy Bush, Melanie Spriggs, David Arthur, Judith Bush, Tony Buzan, Lorraine Gill, David Findlay, Tony Jarvis, Owen John Carder Bush, Gavin Sean Carder Bush, Raven Sean Bush, Oonagh Hannah Rose Linden Lark Bush, Guillaume Ninat, Mathieu Ninat, Susan Bailey, Florence Bailey, Jack Bailey and Jeanette Payne with thanks for your love and friendship.

And special thanks to Minnehaha, who has encouraged and supported me with her love, energy and life, and has dared to walk the way of the crooked bow with me as warrior and friend.
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FOREWORD

For twenty years, I was involved with my sister’s creative career as she rode the waves on the front line of fame. During that time, the way I experienced ordinary life shifted dramatically; it seemed that there was a heightening of a certain sort of awareness that came out of this intense and unique involvement in so many aspects of music and the visual arts. Everyday life took on a new significance that was accompanied by a sense of wonder at the natural phenomena occurring around me, and from the interactions I had with other people. Rainbows, clouds, thunderstorms, sunset, dawn, snow, clusters of coincidences, synchronicities, a deep conversation with a total stranger, acts of kindness, acts of love, acts of forgiveness, all became stunning and seemingly artistic manifestations of existence.

During those years, it was as though I was surrounded by a pulsating system of remarkable creativity – it actually felt as though I was living life from inside such a phenomenon: from inside a vibrant shimmering rainbow, where reality juxtaposed seamlessly with intense creativity to conjure something enigmatic and intangible that has always embraced my sister and her music.

Photographs are objects from the past; as soon as you have released the shutter the image goes to the top of a stack of recollections. And, of course, the past can be as intangible as a rainbow; it will keep changing with each person’s individual perspective. Photographers often use filters to soften an image, or to suffuse it with different colours, or alter it in some way; even to put a rainbow into the shot when there was nothing there before. It’s the same when an author writes about the past: the filters are made from the author’s unconscious desire to interpret, enhance or change. But, however hard we try, we cannot truly know another person’s inner story.

My involvement with martial arts, which has woven a thread through most of my adult life, could be interpreted as one of those filters. As a photographer, I might look at a person and imagine how they would appear in a photograph. As the author of this book, I know that the way I see those years has been considerably affected by my experiences in the martial arts, both training in and teaching them.

Nevertheless, here I have tried to limit the effect of my personal filters as I put the time and place, and what led up to many of these photographs being taken, into some kind of universal context. The only reliable filter worth using can be found in the songs and the music in my sister’s albums, creations that, by their very nature, come from her experience of, and the passing of, that same time, shared inside a rainbow.
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My book Cathy, which is a collection of photos of my sister when she was a child, was first published privately in 1986, when she was twenty-eight. When the reprint of Cathy was announced to the press in 2014, it prompted a number of interviews with the media. Although all the interviewers behaved as though the photos were taken only yesterday, and not nearly fifty years before, and asked many questions about the early days of my sister’s career forty years ago, no one seemed surprised that I could remember so many details about those days.
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It seems to me that this is evidence of how extant recorded music exists in a non-temporal void all of its own. Recorded music, as well as film or video of the artists themselves, is a medium which is designed to be reproduced; it can be duplicated to fit all the ‘developments’ in technology, and is not dependent on being encapsulated in just one genuine original, locked in time, unlike a painting or sculpture or a building. Thus recorded music can exist in a timeless world free from decay and change.

With so many strictly defined types of popular music, even the designation of fashion becomes irrelevant as a guide to the passing of time. The young hippy of 2015 listening to the music of 1968 looks like the hippy of 1968; the young punk of 2015 listening to the music of 1976 looks like the punk of 1976. Buddy Holly’s ‘Heartbeat’ could have been recorded yesterday; most of the acoustic guitar-based chart hits of today, sixty years ago.

From my point of view, specifically my ability to recall the past interactions of our family, there is no mysterious feat of memory. From the early 1970s to the mid-1980s, I kept a detailed journal that has enabled me to place with clarity the prevailing forces of my life at the time of any photo I took. It also reminds me of a lot I had forgotten, or, rather, had forgotten to remember.

Significant events are easily traceable; I have notes of the days my sister played me a new song, of when I read her a new poem; concerts she went to and films we saw. For instance, 1973 and 1974 were very intensive creative years, with often a couple of new songs a week. By the time the journal gets to 1978, and the release of ‘Wuthering Heights’, her first appearance on Top of the Pops and other such milestones are there in detail.

My brother, my sister and myself are the children of an Anglo-Irish family, in which the Irish aspect always seemed more in focus, maybe because, during our childhoods, summer holidays were often spent in Ireland. During the rest of the year, those of my mother’s brothers and sisters already living in England would drop in, and we frequently had a cousin or young relative from Ireland staying with us. My mother filled our house with her Celtic beauty and her singing; her philosophy of life always referenced her childhood and upbringing in the rural south of Ireland.

For me as a child, the Irish aspect of our origins manifested in something enchanting, musical and innocently affectionate: our Irishness seemed glamorous; our Englishness grey, sedate and boring. Ireland was summer holidays and the colour of wild fuchsia and rhododendron, blue skies, golden strands, wild seas and wild music. England was the dullness of smog, school corridors and ice forming on the morning milk bottles.

Our father embraced the Irish influence that had come with his marriage to our mother, and loved taking us over on the ferry from Fishguard to Rosslare. Southern Ireland in those days was romantically celebrated with films such as The Quiet Man, and to my young eyes it felt like entering a film set, particularly as our mother looked remarkably like Maureen O’Hara. Our father embraced the music, the dancing and the humour, and he was welcomed into our mother’s family with warmth and affection. He also tried to transfer his classical proficiency on the piano to the piano accordion, so that he could play Irish dance music with them; most of our uncles played an instrument, and our mother’s family all loved dancing, both traditional and ballroom.
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At our grandparents’ cottage, so close to the Atlantic Ocean it usually flooded in winter, there would be the pounding of the fiddle and the accordion, starting up like some kind of musical engine against a background rumble of waves crashing on the cliffs at the mouth of the cove. Then the stamping of hard shoes on the flagstone floor of the one room that was kitchen and living room, amid a fug of cigarette and pipe tobacco and the sweet tang of Guinness from bottles. It would be a few years before those flagstones gave way to the lino and carpets that heralded the decline in Irish dance until its inevitable popular revival years later with Riverdance. Our aunts and uncles, and our mother, an accomplished step dancer, would be flying around the room, red-cheeked and beautiful, curly-haired and with faces like film stars, lit by spluttering oil lamps.

I tried that exotic, black foaming liquid in the hope that I would get the same satisfaction the adults seemed to get when they poured out a glass and patiently watched for the head to settle, but it was going to be a matter of waiting until my late teens before I could appreciate what it was all about. As a child, it was confusingly disgusting; their pleasure and the taste did not seem to go together.

I still have fond memories of being carried in the arms of my grandfather on a warm June night, the scent of blackcurrants ripening in rows, the gloaming hardly closing in and beetles on the wing buzzing by like miniature bombers. He would sing to me, often ballads he had written himself set to a traditional tune, as he pointed out a beautiful flower or
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