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      7 January started like any other Sunday morning at home. My father, Duffy, had a ritual of playing records at full volume through his Rogers Valve amp and a pair of 12-inch Wharfedale speakers with tweeters, which had been built into the white melamine cabinets that dominated two corners of the living room.


      The usual suspects were jazz heroes, Cannonball Adderley, Colman Hawkins, Charlie Mingus, Bix Beiderbecke — the list was endless, but occasionally he threw a curveball into the mix. It’s always a bit disconcerting for a teenager when their music is listened to and enjoyed by their parent. As a rule every generation rebels against the status quo and parental boundaries — and I was no exception. However, record companies regularly sent Duffy records of bands or artists they wanted him to shoot, so it wasn’t unusual to hear a catholic mix of tonic scales.


      As I came down the stairs and the music became louder, I became transfixed by what I was hearing. The spontaneity and immediacy of the music was intoxicating; I stood on the landing for a while to absorb the energy of the sounds. As the track finished, I entered the living room and asked my dad: “Who was that you were playing?”


      He replied: “It’s a guy called David Bowie, do you like it?” “Yes, definitely. What’s the album called?” “Ziggy Stardust and the Spiders from Mars.” “Can I borrow it?” “Yes, but don’t scratch it. In fact, I’m shooting his next album cover. Do you want to meet him?”


      My interest in music started around 1965 when I was 10 years old. At the time, I would travel back to see my grandparents in the East End of London, where I was raised until the age of five. My parents couldn’t afford to live together, so I lived with my mum in East Ham, at my grandparents’ house. On one of my weekend visits, my Uncle David introduced me to the Beatles, specifically the Rubber Soul album, which I played endlessly on his prized Garrard SP25 record deck.


      Amazingly, just a year later, I met the Beatles at my dad’s studio. Duffy had become good friends with Lennon and the group had dropped by to see him.


      I became a lifelong Beatles fan, but as the mood of the 1960s evolved so did my taste in music. Prog and heavy rock became my new interest and I threw myself into listening to the likes of Deep Purple, Yes, Led Zeppelin and Jimi Hendrix. The 1960s were evolving into the 1970s. I grew my hair long and all we talked about at school was bands and music. Sounds, Melody Maker and New Musical Express were our bibles. There were a couple of bands formed in our year and I was desperate to join one of them. My Uncle Pete had given 
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      PREVIOUS PAGE — The studio where the Aladdin Sane session took place. On the right is the mobile dressing room, where the lightning bolt “flash” was applied to David’s face.
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      me his old Watkins Rapier electric guitar, but I soon abandoned it because I had no amplification and instead settled for a 12-string Eko guitar which I managed to save up for. I studiously learnt Bob Dylan and Woody Guthrie songs from songbooks I had purchased from Macari’s in the Charing Cross Road, which had simple chord structures and the additional benefit of being able to sing along to even if you weren’t vocally gifted.


      But the sounds emanating from the Wharfedale speakers on that Sunday morning in January 1973 were different, very different. I needed to know more. So did I want to meet him …?


      On the evening of Tuesday, 9 January, I rocked up to Trident Studios in St Anne’s Court, Soho, London. The studio was situated in a pedestrian walkway that connected Dean Street to Wardour Street, only a minute away from the legendary Marquee music venue where David would play in October that year. I would also play there two years later in the band I ended up in, called Bazooka Joe. 


      The front facade of Trident was glass so you could see in, but all that was visible was essentially a reception desk. I rang the bell and a studio runner behind the desk let me in. “I’ve come to see Duffy,” I said, ‘They’re in there,” he said, pointing to the door on the right of the desk. I knocked on the door and almost immediately it opened. There he was, David Bowie, the man who had magnetically drawn me to this special moment in time. He looked me up and down and said: “Who are you?” “I’m Chris, Duffy’s son,” I replied. “Duffy’s son?” he said in a kind of questioning manner as if he had never considered that Duffy had any children. He paused a second while evaluating me then said: “Your father is a lunatic. Come in, come in.”


      The Trident control room was relatively compact and as I entered the room I clocked Ken Scott to my left, who was focused on pulling and pushing sliders up and down on the recording console. He was oblivious to my presence and focused on communicating with a guitarist behind the glass window wearing a large set of headphones and sporting a 1968 Les Paul Custom stripped-down Gold Top guitar. It was Mick Ronson, David’s musical director and guitarist extraordinaire.


      Duffy hadn’t arrived and I felt like a fish out of water, but David was gracious and beckoned me to make myself comfortable on the brown leather sofa to the side of the recording desk. David refocused with Ken onto Mick and it became apparent that they were in the middle of recording the Rolling Stones track ‘Let’s Spend the Night Together’. Ken rewound the tape — the analogue howl of the Ampex tape being played in reverse is something now assigned to a past era. He had the studio speakers up at full volume. The song started and Mick Ronson began to layer the track with jagged guitar overdubs. 


      What an extraordinarily privilege that moment was, to be in Trident Studios with David Bowie, Mick Ronson and Ken Scott recording ‘Let’s Spend the Night Together’ on the Aladdin Sane album that was to become David Bowie’s launch to megastardom. 


      Duffy finally turned up, Ken and Mick took a break, and David began discussing ideas with Duffy about the upcoming photo shoot for the album. Duffy asked what the album was going to be called, and David replied: “A Lad Insane.” Duffy instantly processed that and came back with “Aladdin Sane.” 
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      That moment perfectly reflected the creative process that David and Duffy had evolved, and so Aladdin Sane was born.


      I was 17 when I first met David and he was only 26, but it dawned on me much later that he had already produced four impressive albums and was on a trajectory that would change the popular music industry. I realized that my talent and ability in music could never come close to what I had just experienced, and although I did pursue playing in bands for a while, I recognized that I would only ever be a mediocre musician and my best bet was to be behind a lens. 


      The Aladdin Sane photo shoot was hastily arranged, to be held at Duffy’s studio on the weekend of 14 January. From conversations with David, Duffy knew that in one way or another make-up would play a central role in the final image, and he wanted the best make-up artist in town. Barbara Daly stood out as the obvious candidate. She had carved her way to prominence working with Vogue photographer Barry Lategan and was constantly breaking new ground. Barbara, however, was not available and Duffy was in a bind. On Wednesday, 10 January, just four days before the Aladdin Sane session, Duffy was shooting an advertorial commission for Elizabeth Arden, where the make-up artist was Pierre Laroche. 


      Duffy asked Pierre if he was available on the weekend. He was, and another piece of the jigsaw fell into place. Timing in life is everything, even more so because Duffy had recently formed a company called Duffy Design Concepts, a vehicle whereby he could have complete control on projects from the ground up, to include concept, design and photography. This commission from Tony Defries, David’s manager, was a perfect fit.


      Duffy had brought in a young designer called Celia Philo, who had worked with him a year earlier when shooting the Pirelli Calendar. Although Duffy was a brilliant draughtsman, having graduated from Saint Martin’s School of Art in London, he tasked Celia with designing the double-sided song sheet that was to be part of the album. Duffy also brought in Philip Castle, the highly talented airbrush artist who had collaborated with him on the 1973 Pirelli Calendar. Defries had been extremely impressed by these images and the techniques they employed and the calendar became the blueprint that would drive the Aladdin Sane visuals.


      A flash was the core element that David presented to Duffy. He had initially lifted the flash symbol from Elvis Presley and used it in an elongated, one-colour form as part of the live show background, as well as on Woody Woodmansey’s drum kit skin. But how to develop that into a concept for a record sleeve? 


      In the kitchen of Duffy’s studio lay a rice cooker his mother had given him. It was seldom used but it was the key that ignited the Aladdin Sane Lightning Bolt. A National Panasonic cooker, it sported a red and blue flash symbol, and when Duffy presented this to David both agreed that the colourway was perfect. A blue and red flash would be applied to David’s face. 


      David had previously used a small tattoo-style anchor on his face at performances and Pierre initially tried to emulate a small flash in the same place — but Duffy took one look and told him to remove it. Grabbing a bright red lipstick from Pierre’s make-up box, he began to draw the outline of a large 
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      flash across David’s face and then said: “Now fill that in.” Interestingly, the Aladdin Sane make-up applied on that day was the one and only time David ever wore it. However, as difficult as it is to apply, fans worldwide are still seen adorning themselves with this make-up at Bowie gatherings and events. The blue and red flash has become the ubiquitous Bowie brand symbol, much like the Nike tick, instantly recognizable.


      On Thursday, 6 July 1972, David Bowie shocked a UK audience with his appearance on the BBC programme Top of the Pops singing ‘Starman’. He was dressed in a Freddie Buretti-designed jumpsuit, confidently owning the stage and draping his arm around his guitarist Mick Ronson, while looking down the camera lens, enticing the viewer to believe that he was singing directly and personally to them. It opened the door to an audience of young people who felt an immediate affinity with his bold and brazen attitude, blurring the lines of convention and sexuality. And now with Aladdin Sane, the visual impact of the album was immediate and again challenged the viewer in many ways. What was the message behind this surreal, kabuki-style death mask? It was brave and daring and asked more questions than it answered. Duffy unwittingly had created an image that would ultimately come to define both men’s careers and legacy. 


      Much has been discussed and analyzed about the Aladdin Sane cover, not least the teardrop symbol on David’s clavicle bone. This was solely of Duffy’s fashioning and had, in fact, initially been inspired by a small brooch worn by our former au pair Sally Arnold when she came back to visit us (she was now working for Mick Jagger). The brooch was the Rolling Stones’ tongue and lips logo designed by John Pache. Duffy was intrigued by it and realized that it was not only a brilliant design for an album cover but also a merchandising goldmine. 


      Duffy’s initial idea was for the teardrop to become a piece of jewellery, but it eventually took on a different slant, directing Philip Castle’s airbrushing in creating a Dalí-inspired, dreamlike water element — arguably representing emotion, with a phallic outline symbolizing sexuality. None of this was discussed with David and was Duffy’s final artistic stamp on the work. In an interview years later, however, David commented on the teardrop, saying that he didn’t quite understand Duffy’s idea, but that it was “quite sweet”.


      I had started working in a photo processing lab in early 1973 and didn’t start assisting Duffy until later that year, so I missed out on the Aladdin Sane photo shoot, but during that period before David went to America he would be a regular dinner guest. David had a polite and gentle manner, always a great sense of humour and a mickey-taking satirical edge that only the British understood — borrowed from the Goons, Peter Cook and Dudley Moore, and Monty Python’s Flying Circus. It was obvious that he felt relaxed in Duffy’s company. Neither man would accept mediocrity, and the time they spent together was a high-octane discourse in art, music, books, culture and the creative process. That’s what made them work so well together; they had similar intellects, passions and interests and they fed off each other’s creative energy.


      Duffy said many times that to move forward you had to burn your bridges, and so it was on 3 July 1973 that David did exactly that. I was at the 
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      final Ziggy performance at London’s Hammersmith Odeon when David abruptly killed off his Ziggy persona on stage — and like so many other David Bowie fans, I felt that the bright flame that had burnt so brightly was now being snuffed out prematurely. I had been personally connected to this journey, a bit player observing from the sidelines, and like so many others brought into the fold was now wondering where would it go.


      Of course, Duffy’s theory was right: killing off Ziggy allowed David to develop in new and exciting ways. The theory was to come full circle in 1980 when Duffy photographed David for the fifth and last time for the Scary Monsters album cover. Duffy himself burnt his own bridge by throwing his negatives on a bonfire and setting light to it all. I’m grateful that a neighbour complained to the council about the thick black acrid smoke produced from burning plastic film and Duffy was forced to put the fire out, saving his images from complete obliteration.

    

  


  
    
      ABOVE — A young Chris Duffy, sat in front of the portable dressing room where David’s make-up was applied.
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      In one way or another, David Bowie has always been in the background of my adult life, constantly creating and attempting to push the boundaries of what is possible. Like all great artists sometimes producing works of brilliance and other times not, it’s the risk any artist takes to pursue a new frontier. We all have our favourite Bowie periods and albums, but as we moved into the twenty-first century David’s career had, to some degree, taken a back seat and it wasn’t until the 2013 Victoria and Albert Museum’s David Bowie Is exhibition that Bowie exploded back onto the scene. 


      The image that was chosen to spearhead the exhibition was an outtake from the Aladdin Sane session, an “Eyes Open” image first released in 2010 in Kevin Cann’s book Any Day Now. The exhibition toured the world and was seen by over 2 million visitors. The Duffy Archive loaned the V&A the original dye transfer print that’s considered to be the mothership: every reproduction of the image — be that on clothing merchandise, badges, bags, etc. — traces its lineage directly back to this single print, which I once described as the Mona Lisa of Pop. 


      The Aladdin Sane image has become internationally ubiquitous, inspiring artists across the globe. It is considered by many as a cultural icon and 50 years on it looks as fresh and contemporary as the day it was released. Today, it is in the permanent collection of both the Victoria & Albert Museum and the National Portrait Gallery in London.


      I have lived with this image in a very special way for many years, and I recognize what an unparalleled privilege it is to be a gatekeeper to such an influential and important work of art. I can imagine that the image will continue to bring pleasure and inspire future generations to push the boundaries of their artistic endeavours.


      No artist lives in a vacuum: all are influenced by other creatives, but producing work that sets one apart from the pack is a rare and unique gift. David was a master at identifying other people’s talent and harnessing it to bring his own ideas to fruition, creating something new and unique. In compiling this book for the 50th anniversary of Aladdin Sane, I have borrowed from David’s method in harnessing the talents and insights of a group of extremely talented contributors, to whom I am extremely grateful, to give a broader insight into what is surely one of the most influential rock/pop albums of all time, and also into producing an image considered a cultural icon.


      Duffy passed away in 2010 and David sent me a heartfelt email with his condolences. Then, sadly, David passed in 2016. I would like to think that this book would win the approval of both Duffy and David.
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      (A) Supremely talented and esoteric man … a man who thrived on risks and challenges, who lived to create.

    

  


  
    
      Lord David Puttnam, 


      Duffy’s one-time agent
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      you have an hour spare and want to discover Brian Duffy’s life in detail, go to YouTube and watch The Man Who Shot the 60s (2010). This TV biography, directed by Linda Brusasco, was released just before his death aged 76. But if you have some more time spare, take the new Elizabeth Line to Tottenham Court Road station, stroll south past Denmark Street, once London’s “Tin Pan Alley”, to 107 Charing Cross Road and walk into Foyles bookshop. Ignore the piles of new bestsellers, shut your eyes and imagine a warren of utilitarian 1930s corridors and classrooms full of students. This was Saint Martin’s School of Art until 2011, one of the engine rooms of British art and design training. Fast backward to 6 November 1975, and the Sex Pistols are playing their first gig supporting Bazooka Joe. Playing guitar with the latter band will soon be one Chris Duffy, Brian’s oldest son. Then turn the clock back further to the dynamic late 1960s when Gilbert and George, Richard Long and Bill Woodrow were all students — and finally stop at 1950. There is a truculent lanky teenager standing there, it’s a 17-year-old Brian Duffy just about to start on the art course. 


      Like so many Londoners with an erratic and troubled wartime education, Duffy might have left school at 15 and gone straight into manufacturing work. Given his temperament, one can imagine him as a frustrated shop steward goading a succession of reactionary managements. Fortunately, in the era when the welfare state was being established, with some prodding from teachers keen to encourage ordinary kids to take an interest in the arts, Duffy was able to escape a dead-end job. Instead, he discovered a career which allowed him to explore and exploit his varied creative abilities. Fired up by visits to London galleries, and enjoying painting, Duffy applied to Saint Martin’s. He won a scholarship, but he soon abandoned the highly competitive art course, where Frank Auerbach was a contemporary, and moved to the fashion design department, whose concentration of female students was an added attraction. For an evocation of Saint Martin’s and the surrounding Soho a few years later, watch the exploitation movie Beat Girl (1960), with Gillian Hills as the Saint Martin’s student.


      In the 1950s, after working for a variety of fashion designers, Duffy moved into photography, eventually working at Vogue from late 1958 until striking out on his own in 1963. With his working-class credentials burnished by ability, ambition and a degree of arrogance, he was part of the generation, along with David Bailey, who changed photography. Duffy later explained: “Before 1960, a fashion photographer was tall, thin and camp. But we three [Bailey and Donovan] are different: short, fat and heterosexual. We were great mates but also great competitors. We were fairly chippy and if you wanted it you could have it. We would not be told what to do.”


      Inner London was changing too. Among the Modernist council estates rising on all sides were the first signs of inner city “gentrification”, a term coined in 1964, with campaigns to preserve Victorian landmark buildings. Landlords started selling up their decaying blocks of bedsits for restoration as “period” properties. As these changes began, Duffy secured the lease on a former stained-glass workshop for his studio at 151a King Henry Road, NW3. It was No. 3 because there were two smaller photo studios at the back. 
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      ABOVE, CLOCKWISE FROM TOP LEFT — Moyra Swan and Verushka von Lehndorff, Queen, 1965; Black Sabbath, London, 1973; Ponte Vecchio, Florence, Vogue, 1961; Jean Shrimpton, London, 1963.
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      ABOVE, CLOCKWISE FROM TOP LEFT — John Lennon with UFO detector, London, 1965; Man in Alley, Aquascutum, London, 1960; Sammy Davis Jr, London, 1960; E-Type Jaguar on newly opened M1 motorway, 1961.
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      PREVIOUS PAGE — French Elle, Pret à Porter, Paris, 1977.


      LEFT AND OPPOSITE — Duffy’s first photographs of David, 1972. These images have never been published before.

    

  


  
    [image: ]
  


  
    
      DUFFY: THE GReat Escaper

    

  


  
    
      25

    

  

OEBPS/Images/11.png





OEBPS/Images/9.png





OEBPS/Images/62.png





OEBPS/Images/8.png







OEBPS/Images/7.png





OEBPS/Images/ZTP_0147_PIC_01.jpg






OEBPS/Images/E_548_03.png






OEBPS/Images/14.png





OEBPS/Images/Z_0525_04.png





OEBPS/Images/ZTP_CT_0021_05_BW.png





OEBPS/Images/6.png





OEBPS/Images/12.png





OEBPS/Images/Z_0570_01.png





OEBPS/Images/Z_0954_01-extended_bg.jpg





OEBPS/Images/13.png





OEBPS/Images/59.png





OEBPS/Images/ZT_0354_02_COL.png






OEBPS/Images/E_607_09.png






OEBPS/Images/Z_1258_01_LIGHT.png





OEBPS/Images/ZTP_0205_PIC_01_v2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9781802795554.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ZT_0367_PIC_04_COMBO_COL.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Z_1261_01.jpg






OEBPS/Images/49.png





OEBPS/Images/50.png





OEBPS/Images/15.png






OEBPS/Images/52.png





OEBPS/Images/48.png





OEBPS/Images/EL_1653_01.png





OEBPS/Images/2.png





OEBPS/Images/51.png





OEBPS/Images/ZTP_CT_0021_14_BW.jpg





OEBPS/Images/E_323_07.png






OEBPS/Images/17.png





