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*Barry Greenfield Acclaim My Journey to Blue Sky*

––––––––
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Record Collector, UK's longest-running music monthly, featured ‘Blue Sky’ in a three-page article in its June 2024 issue. 

	Charles Donovan, Contributing Editor, Record Collector, London, January 2025


When our Canadian correspondent told the Record Collector office about Barry Greenfield – that he was an accomplished singer/songwriter whose career stretched back to teenage interactions with Apple Records, the BBC and Graham Gouldman, and whose 1973 RCA album, Blue Sky, had been unjustly mishandled at the time of its release - it sounded like the perfect story for us. And then, of course, I realised why I already knew him; his songs were on a Buffy Sainte-Marie album I’d had since the 90s. When we listened to Blue Sky we were struck by Barry’s thoughtful, poignant, beautifully produced songs, touching on subjects ranging from marital abuse (Free The Lady) to pacifism (Sweet America) and pollution (New York’s Closed Tonight) blurring elements of folk, pop, rock, country and jazz. The music was so genial, well-written, intelligent and moving, as if someone had combined the best aspects of John Prine and Cat Stevens; no wonder Apple had wanted him on the basis of a quick, unscheduled audition.
Since the article came out, I’ve got to know more about Barry; he seems to be someone untouched by cynicism, earnest in the very best possible sense of the word, whose life in music has been motivated by nothing other than the desire to share his gifts; no overbearing ego, no yearning for fame as a substitute for self-esteem. No wonder people speak so highly not just of his talent, but of his character. He’s also a mine of music business stories and anecdotes. The two of us who got to meet him through RC – writer Joe Isaacs and me - are both the richer for it. We’re so glad that more and more people are finding out about his work.

	Joe Isaacs, UK Music Journalist, Record Collector, London, June 2024


‘Barry Greenfield might just be the best songwriter you’ve probably never heard of. The English-born Canadian had a BBC Record of the Week back in 1970 with the Vietnam War protest song “Sweet America”, which also went to number one in England, followed by another number one in 1972 with “New York is Closed Tonight”. This productive run of form culminated in 1973 with Greenfield’s first studio album, Blue Sky, a little-known piece of 1970s folk–pop-rock that has stood the test of time lyrically and musically, a record which captures an artist on the precipice of major commercial and critical success. Except that success never came. The album was never released. A true maverick, Greenfield recorded a seminal album of the singer-songwriter genre and vanished into the ether, with all twenty copies of Blue Sky that were ever printed and left the business. 50 years later, Blue Sky is being re-released by Greenfield in light of the steadily growing attention it has received in the ensuing decades.’  

	David M. Kershenbaum, Producer, Record Executive.


‘You are very talented Barry, wonderful songs, fabulous voice and we both benefited from the best studio musicians and recording studios in the industry at that time. It’s not a surprise that Blue Sky still endures.’  

	Graham Gouldman, Musician, singer and songwriter, 10cc wrote:


‘I was 24, and Barry was 19, when we met in 1970. He was introduced to me by my then manager Harvey Lisberg (Herman’s Hermits). Lisberg thought Barry’s songwriting, and voice, were unusually strong and interesting, and suggested to me that he may be a good addition to Kennedy Street Enterprises. Lisberg wanted my opinion. I drove over to listen to this young Canadian. Barry sang me some songs. I liked his original style and strong lyrics. I agreed to work with him on the spot.

It’s wonderful that Barry is writing a book, ‘My Journey to Blue Sky’. Barry has a great history, that includes working, and meeting, with many great musicians on the way.’

	Robert Williston, The Museum of Canadian Music:  


The Museum of Canadian Music added BLUE SKY to the collection of Canadian Recordings. THE MUSEUM, the largest Music internet presence in Canada (opened in 1988) wrote,  ‘Barry Greenfield’s 1973 'Blue Sky', is one of the best Canadian albums ever recorded.  Barry Greenfield made an important contribution to Canadian music.

	Clay St. Thomas - BCAB Broadcast Performer of the Year/Actor/Voice Artist


Barry Greenfield is a musical mystery a la "Searching for Sugar Man". Like Rodriguez (of the 2013 hit movie), he's maybe the best should've-been-famous singer/songwriter you've never heard of...yet. As Barry's book "My Journey to Blue Sky" reveals, music titans from John Lennon to John Lee Hooker have recognized there's something very special about his music. And like all great songwriters, man, does he know how to tell a story. These are incredible remembrances of A-listers met in a life that criss-crossed generations of popular music. 

	Dr. Bruce Lipton, PhD, cell biologist and lecturer, an internationally recognized leader in bridging science and spirit, wrote in his May 2024 Newsletter: 


'Years of lecturing around this beautiful planet have provided me an opportunity to encounter wonderful Cultural Creatives that are helping to bring harmony into the world. I’d like to introduce you to a wonderful singer-songwriter and someone who I’m blessed to know, Barry Greenfield, who is celebrating the 50th anniversary of his RCA LP BLUE SKY’. 

	Chris Nole, pianist, songwriter, performer, and music producer wrote:


‘I met Barry at a downtown dinner here in Nashville where he happened to be with a mutual friend of ours. I remember my first impression of him was 

how upbeat, and enthusiastic he was about the music business. Barry seemed to have a twinkle in his eye when he talked about writing songs. I would later learn of his accomplished and fascinating music career. Not long after our meeting at the diner, Barry contacted me about recording some of his tunes. I called on a few of my favorite session players and booked one of the finest studios here in Nashville for this eclectic artist. Over the years we've cut many superb tracks together - and co-wrote a few groovy songs. In my book, Barry Greenfield's story is what makes him a legend in the music biz, and his love for singing a poignant lyric with his gritty vocals is what makes him stand out still today. May your twinkle continue to shine my friend. 
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*My Journey to Blue Sky Began in Manchester*

––––––––
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Music is the shadow in my daily walk, music is the stool on which I  sit, music is the pillow for my nightly sleep. Music is where I have gone all my life to find solace, to seek clarity. Music is how I express my heart, my art, and with songwriting I can show my inner thoughts with others.

St. Thomas Aquinas, a renowned Italian philosopher, from the Kingdom of Sicily, 1225-1274, explained that there is a first cause, or prime mover, that is the origin of everything. I discovered my first cause in music in 1963 while listening to a transistor radio in our Salisbury kitchen. That is where I heard The Beatles chart-topper, ‘Please Please Me’. I sat frozen, altered forever.

Come on (come on)
Come on (come on)
Come on (come on)
Come on (come on)
Please, please me, whoa, yeah, like I please you

I was born in 1950, Manchester, England, and I lived my first 7 years as a Mancunian. I loved my Family; I was graced with good mates. I was safe. I loved my home at twenty-one Kendall Road. I was happy at Bowker Vale Primary, and though we had little, we always had enough. 

Then on a  rainy morning on November 27th, 1958, at age 7, without notice, I was seat-belted on a BOAC Vickers Viscount, a four-engine turboprop airliner, at Manchester Ringway Airport, on a plane bound for Africa. It was  a twenty-three-hour flight, with thirteen stops, including London, Lisbon, and Nairobi. The shock of this event felt somewhat like the swift removal of a band-aid. It was a grueling flight. On arrival I decided to date-stamp the moment, I glanced at my Timex on my left wrist, and spoke aloud to no one but me, 

‘It’s 7.28pm, 28 November 1958, and I’m in Salisbury’. 

My mother was distraught, an emotion that lingered for life, at being taken from the warm breasts of her sisters. It was a unilateral decision by my father. I never settled in Africa. 

Ninety-five percent of the population in Rhodesia, were Africans. The Shona made up three-quarters of the African population, and the Ndebele made up most of the remaining. They provided cheap labour for the five percent, the white Rhodesian Elite. It was wrong. 

In 1963, I reached my tipping point, and I knew I had to change the picture. It was my ‘annus horribilis’. I was a small, shy, and scared boy. That entire year I was petrified to go to school. I was caned by teachers and beaten by antisemitic older kids.  I have always been, and remain, a person who acts on a dilemma, I never succumb. 

I had an answer. 

‘I want to go to Manchester and live with Aunt Sadie and do my schooling in England’. 

I left for Aunt Sadie’s, via Orly and Heathrow. I was a thirteen-year-old who travelled unaccompanied five thousand miles north, without world, street, or travel experience. I had begun my journey to ‘Blue Sky’. I left family for the unknown. Courage and chance often are ignored, but if followed can result in big change.  

Back in Manchester, my mojo came alive. The key to my inner-peace and bliss, was found in music, which was developing into a profound art form in the early sixties. The Kinks, The Who, The Beatles, The Hollies and Bob Dylan. I loved this exciting period. So much talent on display, blossoming everywhere. The songs filled my head. The attitude burnt inside my soul. I understood these musicians. They understood me. They were the roots of the tree. In my heart I felt a shift, I had begun my journey to music. I had begun my journey to Blue Sky. 

A large amount of that music was important to my development. In fact it was motivating. I would listen intensely, it was never background, it was in-my-face. But five acts stood atop Everest, The Kinks, The Who, The Beatles, The Hollies and Bob Dylan.

The Kinks. Ray Davies. They touched me with their constant reflection of English culture and lifestyle. Ray had a satirical bent, an innate intelligence, and a unique idea which he beautifully translated via his songs. In 1964 they topped all the charts with ‘You Really Got Me’. 

Girl, you really got me going
You got me so I don't know what I'm doing
Yeah, you really got me now
You got me so I can't sleep at night
Yeah, you really got me now
You got me so I don't know what I'm doing, now
Oh, yeah, you really got me now
You got me so I can't sleep at night
You really got me

The loud, distorted guitar was soulfully played by Ray’s brother, Dave. He achieved this sound by cutting a slice in the speaker cone of his Elpico amplifier, aka ‘the little green amp’. It sounded so fresh on my little transistor. I would wait and wait for the radio to revisit this classic. I would push the volume to maximum and hold it against my ear. I never bought singles in this period. My only companion was the radio. 

The Kinks never let up. ‘All Day and all of the Night’, ‘Tired of Waiting’, ‘Till the End of the Day’ all were perfect radio singles. Later they would mature and go even deeper with ‘Waterloo Sunset’, ‘Victoria’ and the masterpiece ‘Lola’. What an innovative lyric was ‘Lola’. The song details a romantic encounter in a bar in deep dark Soho, between a young man and Lola, who is possibly a transvestite, or a cross dresser. In the poetic lyric Ray describes confusion about Lola, 

She walked up to me and she asked me to dance.

I asked her her name and in a dark brown voice

She said Lola’.
Well, I'm not the world's most physical guy
But when she squeezed me tight she nearly broke my spine
Oh my Lola
La-la-la-la Lola
Well, I'm not dumb but I can't understand
Why she walk like a woman and talk like a man
Oh my Lola
La-la-la-la Lola

The Kinks members, like Creedence and Pink Floyd, matched the artistry of the leader. Making the whole bigger than the parts. 

The Kinks taught me that any topic, any subject, was fair game. A three-minute song can be about day to day events, insights into human behaviour. It need not only be about a lover or dancing. It can be a glimpse of the world. A deep glance into the neighbourhood, in his case Muswell Hill. 

The Who. Pete Townsend. They touched me with their power, their volume, and their bravery. I listened to The Who on Radio Caroline. The BBC did not feature much pop music at that time, but the Pirate Radio stations did. Like so many other British teens, I would lie in bed with my transistor radio, faking sleep, listening to The Who ‘Anyway, Anyhow, Anywhere’. It was early 1965, and I kept thinking ‘what a great title’. But they surpassed it with the next single, ‘My Generation’, a powerhouse of a record with a first for me, a bass solo from John Entwistle. It used a stutter vocal and two, yes two, key changes. The highlight for me was Pete’s line, ‘Hope I die before I get old’. Hit after hit followed, ‘I’m a Boy’, ‘Pictures of Lily’. They are still relevant today. But the tour de force was ‘I Can See for Miles’. To me it is the perfect Who selection. It has it all. Power in its centre, great vocals and backing vocals, and perfect band cohesion. Long but not long enough. Paul McCartney created ‘Helter Skelter’ to give The Beatles that heavy sound. They both are marvellous. Equals. 

The Eiffel Tower and the Taj Mahal

are mine to see on clear days
You thought that I would need a crystal ball
to see right through the haze
Well, here's a poke at you
You're gonna choke on it too
You're gonna lose that smile
Because all the while
I can see for miles and miles

The Who taught me that you can have three geniuses in a Band and a lead vocalist, and it will work. Townsend is my favourite guitarist, Entwistle my #1 bass player, and Moon is Moon. Daltrey never felt right to me, but that’s my own personal view which many I am sure disagree. I love it when Pete sings the occasional lead vocal. 

The Beatles. Harrison, Starr, McCartney and Lennon. They touched me with their work ethic. Their courage to try anything new, things untried. They saw no walls, only bridges. Their ability to work as a team, and ignore personality quirks and defects, to make their music stronger. When they were creating, they created. Each owned a veto. 

As shared earlier in this chapter, I first heard ‘Please Please Me’ while living in Rhodesia in the summer of 1963. It changed my life. My desire to explore and understand The Beatles was a catalyst in my move to Manchester in December of that year.

To this day, I still play The Who, The Kinks, The Stones, The Beach Boys, The Small Faces, The Yardbirds and Dylan. But the difference with The Beatles is that I still study them. Their solo work is a part of my library too. They are simply the cream. 

Harrison has always been my main entry point. I believe his first composition, ‘Don’t Bother Me’, is the equal of his Mates’ tunes. I see him as the ultimate creator. Spirit plays a role. His heart is huge and his talent enormous. I never tire of digging into his work. ‘Within You Without You’ from Pepper never grows dated or old. It is a Rembrandt.  

Try to realize it's all within yourself
No one else can make you change
And to see you're really only very small
And life flows on within you and without you
We were talking about the love that's gone so cold
And the people who gain the world and lose their soul
They don't know, they can't see, are you one of them?
When you've seen beyond yourself then you may find
Peace of mind is waiting there
And the time will come when you see we're all one
And life flows on within you and without you

Many would consider McCartney the best songwriter of his generation. So many beautiful, well-crafted songs, His classical work, instrumentals home demos and studio LPs are magnificent. Sure, some tracks are not prime, but every submission has solid work. I love them all. My favourite will always be ‘Ram’. The LP where his love for Linda is reflected by her love for Paul. 

Speed along the highway, honey I want it my way
But listen to her daddy's song, don't stay out to long
Were just busy hidin', sitting the back seat of my car

Lennon was one of the most gifted musicians of any generation. His uniqueness is unequalled. His uniqueness was unequalled. John was innovative, creative, and new. Not only with his lyrics, but in his hesitations in phrase and chord selection, and subject matter. His finest hour is found on Plastic Ono Band. ‘Mother’, ‘Isolation’, ‘God’ and others are brilliant. He is the master of words in music. ‘Day in The Life’, ‘Strawberry Fields Forever’, ‘Julia’, ‘Happiness is a Warm Gun’ and ‘Help’ are five to begin with. 

When I was younger, so much younger than today
I never needed anybody's help in any way
But now these days are gone 
I'm not so self assured
And now I find I've changed my mind
And opened up the doors
Help me if you can, I'm feeling down
And I do appreciate you being 'round
Help me get my feet back on the ground
Won't you please, please help me, help me, help me.

Starr is a great drummer. His niceness is a lovely thing to behold. He was important in the pie. His interpretation and percussive additions to ‘Ticket to Ride’ and ‘Rain’ are simply outstanding. His punkish power and attitude on ‘She Loves You’, the ‘Shout Live’ medley, from Ready Steady Go, and ‘Helter Skelter’ are extraordinary. He’s got soul. 

As good as all their individual solo music is, and it’s very good, the thirteen

LPs in the Beatles canon, are the heart of the matter. The four lads created Socrates, da Vinci and Einstein level art. 

The LP most noteworthy, in my humble view, is ‘Revolver’. ‘Revolver’ is their seventh studio opus. The album was the Beatles' final recording project before their retirement as live performers and marked the group's most overt use of studio technology to date. They built on the advances of their late 1965 release, another gem, ‘Rubber Soul’. Revolver has diverse musical styles, great new sounds, and very interesting lyrics that broke all the norms that preceded this LP. I have played it constantly over the years, I never tire of ‘Good Day Sunshine’, ‘Got to Get You Into My Life’, ‘Love you To’, ‘And you Bird Can Sing, ‘Here, There, and Everywhere’, and all the others. Timeless beauty. 

To lead a better life
I need my love to be here
Here, making each day of the year
Changing my life with the wave of her hand
Nobody can deny that there's something there
There, running my hands through her hair
Both of us thinking how good it can be
Someone is speaking,
But she doesn't know he's there

I want her everywhere
And if she's beside me, I know I need never care

The Beatles taught me that you must love what you do, to do it. You must like what you do, to do it well. You must think before you share it, to be sure it’s ready to share. And most importantly don’t worry if they do not like what you did, as long as you did what you like. 

The Hollies. Allan Clarke, Tony Hicks and Graham Nash touched me with their British style Everly Brothers harmonies. The Hollies had a non-stop flow of hits during the mid-1960’s. Their music was joyful, uplifting, well sung, and expertly played. The band was produced by Ron Richard who had impeccable taste. He recorded them in the same EMI Studios as The Beatles. I fondly recall how happy their records made me feel. The Hollies were the perfect anecdote to the hell I left behind in Rhodesia. The Manchester based band hits included, ‘Just One Look’, a song co-written by Americans Doris Troy and Gregory Carroll in 1963.My favourite, and the key song, to my lifetime relationship with The Hollies, is their perfect version of ‘I’m Alive’, their first of two UK number ones. Clint Ballard penned the tune. The lyrics nailed the exuberance a young male teen would feel when he believed he had met that girl! The songs melody, tight harmonies, and well thought out lyrics, spoke perfectly and clearly to my fourteen year old brain.  

Now I can breathe
I can see
I can touch
I can feel
I can taste all the sugar sweetness in your kiss
You give me all the things I've ever missed
I've never felt like this
I'm alive, I'm alive, I'm alive

The Hollies taught me the undeniable importance that one member can play in the overall direction of a band. How without that component, they would lose the magic, weaken the soup. I always knew that Graham Nash was the best thing about The Hollies. When he flew the UK nest for California, and CSN in 1968, it was never the same.  

Another classic example of this effect, was when Brian Jones was fired from The Rolling Stones in June 1969. Jones was told by Mick Jagger, Keith Richards, and Charlie Watts that the band would continue without him. They missed him. No one can deny the beauty of ‘Sticky Fingers’ and ‘Let it Bleed’, but those LPs were with Mick Taylor, who is a stronger player than both Ron Wood and Kieth Richards. The Jones Lps ‘Aftermath’ and ‘12 x 5’ are more my cup of tea.  

Bob Dylan. Robert Zimmerman touched me with intuitive insight. 

His early work, ‘Blowing in The Wind’, ‘Masters of War’, ‘Mr. Tambourine Man’, ‘Don’t Think Twice It’s Aright’, are Van Gogh. His mastery in saying it clearly, and yet still leaving it open to your personal interpretation, always blew my mind. His voice is simply beautiful. His accompaniment is perfect. His words are interesting. His records are listenable. I love his work. 

Bob’s best moment is hard to call, but I believe it’s ‘Blood on the Tracks’. It was recorded in 1975 and is Bob’s fifteenth album. The album's songs have been linked to tensions in Dylan's personal life, including his estrangement from his then-wife Sara. Bob will not comment but says that the tunes are not autobiographical. They do speak clearly to the demise and death of a long relationship. ‘Tangled Up In Blue’  and ‘If You See Her Say Hello’, do fit well into that explanation. Sara and Bob have five children. It is a painful, but a real, and honest listen. The decline and fall of a marriage. So many taste it. Bob explained it.

If you see her, say hello
She might be in Tangier
She left here last early spring
Is livin' there, I hear
Say for me that I'm all right
Though things get kind of slow
She might think that I've forgotten her
Don't tell her it isn't so
We had a falling-out
Like lovers often will
And to think of how she left that night
It still brings me a chill
And though our separation
It pierced me to the heart
She still lives inside of me
We've never been apart
If you get close to her
Kiss her once for me
Always have respected her
For doin' what she did and gettin' free

Bob Dylan taught me a great deal about the music business. He is a song and dance man, and taught me that making art for art’s sake, is what it’s all about. Money? Who needs it? The troubadour in him is the troubadour in me. 

In 1964 and 1966 British TV was important to me and affected and molded my musical decisions and choices, on my journey to Blue Sky. BBC and ITV showcased all the music. Sometimes live, occasionally lip-synced or mimed. ‘Ready, Steady, Go’, ‘Top of The Pops’, ‘Juke Box Jury’, ‘5 4 3 2 1’, ‘Sunday Night at the London Palladium’. Usually thirty minutes, chocker-block full of  great bands, singing their hits. It was something I waited avidly for, as I watched the time slowly creep towards the appointed hour. Waiting to see the way they looked, the way they performed. Sandie Shaw, Cilla Black, The Foremost, Peter and Gordon, The Hollies, The Pretty Things. I was never disappointed. It became my classroom. They became my mentors.

The Kinks, The Who, The Hollies were all great. The Rolling Stones worked well, although I never really connected with Mick. All were superb, but one band was the most special, The Beatles. The Beatles did it better than the others. Lennon was always the one who grabbed my eye. He played his guitar with control and no dance. He played music. The other three were great foils for the magic that John offered to his audience in 1964 and 1965. He was the man.

It was identical on the radio. It all worked. I loved the singles by Manfred Mann, ‘Do Wah Diddy Diddy’, The Hollies, ‘Look Through Any Window’, Peter and Gordon, ‘World Without Love’, but when I heard ‘She Loves You’ and ‘From Me to You’ all the others were a bit less. Marginal, yes, but noticeable.

I am a songwriter today because of these formative years. I studied and learnt from The Kinks, The Who, The Beatles, The Hollies and Bob Dylan. 

We all have mentors, motivators and those that inspire us. We all seek to emulate, to learn to grow. It’s the people that we choose that result in where we go, what we became. A half a degree difference in the rudder, and the boat goes to a different destination.

As Paul McCartney once said, 

‘If you’re going to steal, steal from the best!

Looking back at the root of it all, 1964, 1965, 1966, it was The Kinks, The Who, The Beatles, The Hollies and Bob Dylan that made this boy the man he is today. A musician, a songwriter, a dad, a husband, a friend and a grandpa. They showed me the yellow brick road that took me on my journey to Blue Sky. 

Footnote:

The music that shapes our souls, if we allow that, can be present in many colours. Pop, R and B, Gospel, Soul, EDM, Classical, Punk, Country. It matters not. What reaches your inner soul is what reaches your inner soul.
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*Apple Records, John Lennon in London, 1968*

––––––––
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I was 17. My Grade 12 schedule was always hectic in Grade 12 in Vancouver. The curriculum in 1968 was Math, Biology, English Literature, History, PE, and Physics. I liked my years in school. I enjoyed learning. Friendships. It was an average Tuesday for me.

It was 14 May, and I was on the Student Council committee. I was the student who booked local bands to play in the School Auditorium each month, on the first Tuesday. Music for the kids as they munched on lunch. An escape into dreamland from the ordinary. 

1968 was a year filled with good music, played by rag tag, but serious musicians that had learnt their crafts by studying the radio bands of the day. Jefferson Airplane, The Kinks, and The Yardbirds. The school buzzed all morning, awaiting the ‘Rock at Lunch Show’. I could choose from a bunch of strong local units, all eager to perform in our auditorium that sat two hundred. Including Papa Bear’s Medicine Show, Spring and Tomorrow’s Eyes.  A musical way to escape the school day. 

The concert was a success, a standing ovation, and the noon-hour soon morphed into late afternoon. As the sun sets, here comes the night. Tonight was going to be exceptional. At midnight John Lennon and Paul McCartney were the guests on ‘The Tonight Show on NBC’. My gurus. My mentors. My true inspiration. Yabba dabba doo. 

George, my favorite Beatle, was not expected, but that’s OK, I was not greedy. I was nervous all that day, in anticipation of the upcoming event. To hear and see the duo in this unusual, unprecedented environment was a thrilling prospect. They had never been guests on a US TV Talk Show before. Plus, they were without George and Ringo, so they were not performing Beatles songs, just talking, an unusual moment in their journey. A rare treat. 

On 9 February 1964, The Beatles performed on the Ed Sullivan Show, but I was living in Zimbabwe at that time, now I was living in Canada. In Canada I got more of my beloved music. Music was the most important aspect in my life, as a 17-year-old. 

Midnight came. Mom, Dad, Suzan, all in our pajamas, sat huddled around the box. Cocoa in hand.  

‘Barry you’re too close to the screen’, my mother would always say. 

‘No Mom, I need to be as close to Paul and John as possible’. 

The host that night was Joe Garagiola, not Johnny Carson. A surprise to me, and as I read decades later, a surprise too for the greatest songwriting team of their day. They were expecting Johnny. What a weird call by the NBC Tonight Show staff. The ‘B team’ for the elite of guests. A few minutes after midnight the dynamic duo walked through the iconic stage curtain, and into our living rooms.

Looking a bit out of place, Garagiola, an ex-baseball catcher, and Tallulah Bankhead, a forgotten actress, waited on the set. The Tonight Show Band struck up a schmaltzy version of a Beatles classic, perhaps ‘I Want To Your Hand’, the Lads walked through the curtain. Waving, smiling, outrageous to witness. I recall watching Elvis light up the screen in GI Blues and feeling the same sense of awe. Overwhelming joy ran through my body. I got goose bumps. 

The Boys looked older than the Mop Tops of yesteryear, but they were ‘beyond cool’. Dressed in smart, hip, casual suit jackets. John sat next to Joe, Paul to John’s right, and the chat began. 

Many years later I read how John Lennon described the night saying, 

‘It was the most embarrassing thing I’ve ever been on.’  

This observation was the result of the questions asked. They were banal, weak and simplistic. 

‘Will you ever be able to top Sgt. Pepper?’ 

Irritating. How sad to have the two best songwriters in the world giving you twenty-two minutes of their valuable TV time, and you go ‘light’. So much that could be discovered, but so little was achieved. You are only as strong as your weakest link. In this case Joe Garagiola, and the NBC writers of the Tonight Show. 

If you listen to the audio portion (the video portion is no longer available), it is truly cringe-worthy. Sitting with a slightly inebriated Tallulah Bankhead and a polite, but clueless, Joe Garagiola, John and Paul endured two eleven-minute segments of embarrassingly vacuous questions. A lost opportunity.

But not completely! The duo spoke to me. I felt it, heard it, understood the call. It connected with me clearly, personally, through the screen. I sat silent throughout the segments. On an island. My private place. 

After an awkward introductory few minutes, John began the Apple pitch, his raison d'être. Paul looked on, in support of his mate. A friendship that was oak and bamboo, hand and glove, hello and goodbye. A continuous true partnership, which began the day that they joined forces on 6 July 1957. The afternoon that 16-year-old John met 15-year-old Paul at St. Peter’s Woolton’s Parish Church in Liverpool. The Quarrymen leader, John, had found his partner Paul at a church fete/garden party. The rough and ready Lennon and the smooth ambassador McCartney. A match made in heaven. They appeared to be extremely close, tight, that night. In his recognizable scouse drawl John explained, 

"So, we've got this thing called 'Apple' which is going to be records, films, and electronics—which all ties-up. And to make a sort of an umbrella so people who want to make films, and don't have to go on their knees in an office, you know, begging for a break. We'll try and do it like that. That's the idea. I mean, we'll find out what happens, but that's what we're trying to do.”

As I recall, John and Paul invited any artist watching, to come to London. The famous Liverpudlian told me, 

‘Bring your songs, your poems, your books. No grey suited man will be waiting for you at Apple.’ 

The legendary composers had no guitars, they did not sing, they simply explained their Apple concept, then exited the stage. My mom always said it takes hours to prepare a meal, and within minutes its eaten. I had waited all day for this momentous occasion. In a flash, it was gone. I had recorded the audio on a cassette, which was lost in a move years later. Sad. 

I was amazed at their maturity and their appearance. The two were now men, not boys. John was 27. Paul 25. They were no longer, ‘Do You Want to Know a Secret,’ they were ‘A Day in The Life.’ I saw two men that I respected. I heard two men speaking directly to me, offering me an opportunity, Apple Records. 

Apple Records opened their doors in 1968. Founded as a division of Apple Corps Ltd. It was initially set up as a creative outlet for the Lads, plus other artists. Was it a success, yes. Was it a failure, yes. Even though Apple was declared the most successful new record company of the year for 1968, it soon became clear that the band members ignorance of finance and administration, combined with their naive utopian mission, had left Apple Corps with no solid business plan. 

In the early years Apple Records released singles and albums by artists such as Mary Hopkin, Badfinger, Billy Preston, Jackie Lomax, and James Taylor. Most of these recordings were produced by The Beatles, and they even played on them now and then. So, the reason it had to be closed (though it remains as Apple Corps) must have been internal problems. The Beatles were not businesspeople. They were musicians. Today Apple Records is owned by Paul McCartney, Richard Starkey, Olivia Harrison, and Yoko Ono-Lennon. 

What to do? I had $800 in savings in my Royal Bank Leo Savings-account. Money I had saved from working after school at Buy Low Foods as a grocery bagger. Money to pay my September 1968 university tuition. But I’m a dreamer. So, in July 1968, I flew BOAC to London with songs in my head, a smile on my face, and courage in my bag. I was off to see the Wizard, John Lennon, at Apple Records. The Shrine of the Holy. This was The Beatles after they had dropped ‘Rubber Soul,’ ‘Revolver’ and ‘Pepper.’ Music that changed my life. What was I thinking? I was following my heart! Wonderful things come from courageous acts. Plus, I was invited. 

London England. The Crown Jewels. The Thames. Tower Bridge. 

Late afternoon and I had found a bed-sit room in Earls Court. A single bed, empty walls, literally it was five flights up. I dropped off my guitar and small knapsack and turned left and headed off to find Apple at 3 Saville Row. 

Exhausted, jet lagged, and petrified by my own intention, I took two tube trains. Purchased a London street map. Asked a few questions of Londoners in the street, and voila 3 Saville Row. It was
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