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      ONE

      
      An Intelligent Rebel

      
      BRIAN JONES FOUND DEAD. On 3 July 1969, these words in big black letters stared starkly through the cross-wired newspaper billboards across London
         and around the world, sobering a whole generation of free-living long-haired hippies, many of whom had idolised the striking
         blond Rolling Stone. An anti-Establishment figure, persecuted by the police and newly ousted from the band he had founded,
         Brian was just twenty-seven years old when he met his death that hot summer night in the swimming pool at his home, Cotchford
         Farm, Hartfield in East Sussex. His shock death became one of rock’s most enduring mysteries – was it an accidental drowning,
         suicide, a case of manslaughter or had Jones been murdered? Whichever, the music world had lost one of its most naturally
         gifted musicians. Having created a band that achieved legendary status, Brian was robbed of the chance to enjoy its success.
         Born and raised in one of Britain’s most conservative towns, from childhood Brian was a daring restless spirit and it was
         clear he was destined to break the mould. It came at a price, though, for Brian Jones didn’t enjoy defiance. He was driven
         not by a desire to hurt those close to him, but by the powerful urges within himself to explore and release his talents. The
         repercussions of his mutiny left him isolated throughout his life – not alone, but incredibly lonely.
     

      
      He was born Lewis Brian Hopkin-Jones on 28 February 1942, the eldest of three children, one of whom, Pamela, died tragically
         young at the age of two. His second sister, Barbara, was just four years his junior. As a child Brian was exquisitely beautiful,
         with startling blond hair, inherited from his mother, Louise, a local piano teacher, and captivating aquamarine eyes. Born
         in the middle of the Second World War, he was too young to recall huddling with Louise in air-raid shelters as German bomber
         planes droned over Cheltenham on their way to the vital British wartime base at Bristol. Instead, his earliest recollections
         were of playing with his sister, and – the centre of his world – his pet tabby cat Rollader. Why he chose that name for her,
         no one knows, but he was a child who had a special affinity with animals. Devoted to each other, he and Rollader went everywhere
         together.
     

      
      Boisterous and energetic, he soon became his own person. According to his mother, from early on he had never wanted to act
         like everyone else. This was a trait that would grow stronger throughout his life and lead him, at one of his lowest points
         ever – in 1967 – to confide to a psychiatrist that uniformity in males frightened him: different was Brian’s stamp. Initially,
         it is probably true to say that his individuality was thrust upon him through conditions beyond his control – poor health
         as a child. When he was four he developed croup, which left him prone to bronchitis and asthma, the latter a chronic affliction
         which certainly plagued him as a boy, but as an adult developed into a more nervous asthma, induced at moments of high stress.
     

      
      Home was Ravenswood, 335 Hatherley Road in Cheltenham, Gloucestershire, a traditional provincial house with whitewashed walls,
         a single bay window downstairs and up, and red lozenge brickwork framing the front door. In front of the house there was an
         island of grass and trees, perfect for kids to congregate and play. There were times, particularly in summer or after a family trip to the beach, which invariably had him wheezing and coughing, when he would have difficulty breathing;
         so badly sometimes he was afraid he wasn’t going to get his breath back at all. Then, he would have to go and sit quite separate
         from his friends with his back to a tree and just watch the fun carrying on without him while he slowly recovered. According
         to Louise, this enforced isolation turned him into a dreamer.
     

      
      Perhaps it did start then, but Brian was rapidly beginning to show that his was a highly fertile mind. Creatively, he was
         always on the boil and in his early days it didn’t take much to stimulate him. He loved train exhibitions, adored being overawed
         by the enormous locomotives and, once home, would spend hours duplicating their design in remarkable detail, his photographic
         memory pushing his hand over page after page of his drawing books. It was this interest in transport which would give him
         his initial link years later to one of his early mentors, John Appleby, who became his lifelong friend. It also prompted his
         father, Lewis, an aeronautical engineer at one of Cheltenham’s biggest employers Dowty & Co., to make him the toy wooden bus
         which he loved to push about on the carpet even as a young man on his trips home.
     

      
      Despite his angelic blond looks, Brian was a rogue. There lurked in him an inveterate daredevil and his play wasn’t always
         conventional: he enjoyed reconstructing mock crashes. In itself this is hardly unique, but Brian wouldn’t stop there. He would
         want the resulting fiery explosion too. Phil Kent, himself a musician who later went into recording, remembers the playmate
         who was daring enough literally to play with fire. He explains:
     

      
      
         Risking his dad catching him, Brian would take a baking tray, heap on whatever came to hand – usually Airfix models – and
            create the crash. Then with some pinched matches, he’d set it alight. For just those few illicit seconds as the flames blazed, there was this little drama going on
            before our eyes.
        

      

      
      For a boy who donned a surplice of a Sunday and masqueraded as a choir boy, such behaviour was something of an eye-opener.

      
      When Brian was six, Louise started him off on his first piano lessons with the school’s music teacher, Grace Stone, and a
         more natural pupil would have been hard to find. He was inherently musical and, though his mother taught him to read music,
         deep down it was recognised that Brian’s aptitude was exceptional. Instinctively, he bypassed the conventional routes and
         found his own variations and short cuts. From the piano, it was an easy transition to the recorder and beyond that to the
         clarinet. Brian went on to master all the reed instruments by ear and intuition, sometimes stumbling upon melodies which surprised
         even himself. There wasn’t a music teacher who could keep up with him and his talent was so pronounced that at one stage his
         father thought he might be destined for a career as a classical musician. But it was becoming clear that whatever Brian decided
         to do, he invariably achieved it for good or ill.
     

      
      By 1947 he had started school, enrolled as a fee-paying pupil at Dean Close Junior in Cheltenham, where it didn’t take long
         for his personality to make an impression on his teachers. Throughout his school years he deeply detested the regulation school
         uniform and ‘though we’d row him for it,’ said his mother, ‘he would still hide his shorts and blazer so that I literally
         couldn’t dress him.’ Brian was just discovering that growing up was full of pitfalls. Never a gawky boy, at nine he went through
         that painfully self-conscious stage that afflicts all children, when he suddenly hated the way he looked. This wasn’t helped
         by the advent of the dreaded specs, big round rimless ones. Like the uniform, if he could have got away without wearing them,
         he would have, but he needed them for his school work and, alerted by his parents, his teachers made sure they stayed on.
     

      
      Gordon Harper was the second master of Dean Close Junior then and he remembers the young Jones very well.

      
      
         Brian was a wiry little boy with very fair hair and large round glasses, like the Milky Bar Kid. It was before the days of
            universal Christian names, and he was known to me and the other masters as Jones LBH. We needed the initials to distinguish
            him from another Jones in the same form. Brian, though, was a far stronger, more independent character who had, however, quite
            an amount of cheeky charm which he used most effectively on the female members of staff. My wife was matron at Dean Close,
            and Brian would always help her distribute the buns at morning break, his reward being all the currants left at the bottom
            of the tray.
        

         I taught him English and considered him outstanding in composition; an opinion I shared with his previous teacher in the preparatory
            department who remarked on his ability even from as early an age as seven.
        

      

      
      Brian stayed at Dean Close until he was eleven when he sat the eleven-plus examination, then used to assess the intellectual
         capacity of a child and which apparently separated the sheep from the goats. Brian passed with flying colours, earning himself
         entry to the classy Pate’s Grammar School down in the exclusive promenade district of town, an achievement guaranteed to please
         his parents. The headmaster of Pate’s Grammar in 1953 was Dr Arthur Bell, who described Brian as the first boy he knew who
         deserved the term ‘intelligent rebel’. ‘Brian was a very clever boy,’ he recalls, ‘but introverted, withdrawn, with a pasty
         face and with his father on his back all the time. He wasn’t a bad lad.’
     

      
      For all that, Brian’s stay there was to prove the school’s most controversial. As he charged through his adolescent years, his character growth kept apace. From its seed of individuality,
         his rebellious streak had flourished and was daily finding new ways to express itself; ways which led to him constantly cooling
         his heels outside Dr Bell’s study door. It seemed he just couldn’t help himself; he bucked the system every chance he got.
     

      
      Scholastically, Brian was brilliant. His capacity to absorb and store knowledge was phenomenal, and even though, according
         to his headmaster, they had great difficulty in getting him to knuckle down in class, he could do so if forced. His IQ was
         an impressive 135, but he was still very much a square peg in a round hole. When summing Brian up later, his home-town friend
         Richard Hattrell recalls, ‘He was a rebel without a cause, but when it came to examinations he was brilliant!’
     

      
      But, of course, anarchy could not be tolerated. Grammar school life was an extremely strict regime with no scope for disorder,
         certainly not on the scale Brian presented it. Such potent chaos had to be stamped out, and the school did its best to do
         so. Twice they imposed sanctions on him: once admonishing him for campaigning against the compulsory wearing of straw boaters
         in the summer and mortar boards in the winter (Brian’s unforgivable sin being to use his mortar board as a boomerang until,
         as planned, it fell to bits); then suspending him, this time for leading a revolt against the prefects. The week’s suspension
         was supposed to be a salutary lesson to Jones LBH. In fact, it only made things worse, as Brian had a whale of a time, swimming
         daily at the Cheltenham Lido, and he returned to the school turf a hero.
     

      
      Brian’s parents were mortified at his suspension. Lewis felt the school had gone about disciplining his son in the wrong way,
         but then Lewis’s rapport with Dr Bell could hardly be considered agreeable. Dr Bell reveals: ‘Brian’s father was for ever
         turning up in my study, usually unannounced, with complaints. Once he demanded that I get his boy to get his hair cut, which of course had nothing to do with me. But it was always that sort of thing.’
     

      
      At home his parents would sit down with Brian and ask him sternly why they were continually receiving complaints about him,
         to which Brian would reply coolly: ‘They are only teachers. They’ve never done anything.’ Lewis had no answer to that.
     

      
      If others found him difficult, for Brian himself, it was a very confusing time. He was extremely conscious of the barrier
         which by now existed between him and his parents. Communication had been dwindling steadily for some time. Although he was
         intelligent enough to work out where he was going wrong in his parents’ eyes, he also knew that to conform to being the boy
         they envisaged meant denying his own impulses and needs. This dilemma was expressed as defiant mischief, yet his awareness
         that he was causing ructions not only for himself, but also for the family, did not cheer him.
     

      
      In BBC Radio 4’s A Story of our Time which profiled Brian in 1971, Lewis had this to say about his son:
     

      
      
         Up to a certain point Brian was a perfectly normal, contented little boy, who was well behaved and was well liked. Well liked,
            I suppose, because he was well behaved. He did his studies and he was quite a model schoolboy. Then there came this peculiar
            change in his early teens. At the time, I suppose he began to become a man, where he began to get some resentment of authority.
            It’s something we hear an awful lot about now – less about then. But it was becoming apparent in him.
        

         He seemed to have firstly a mild rebellion against authority, which unfortunately became stronger as he grew older. It was
            a rebellion against parental authority, and it was certainly a rebellion against school authority. He often used to ask, Why
            should he do something he was told, just because the person who was telling him was older?
        

      

      
      This was a sentiment unlikely to warm any parental heart. But the trouble with Brian by no means began and ended here. His
         rejection of blind obedience was but a symptom, and more fundamental differences at home were creating and widening the chasm
         between him and his parents – and others in authority – all the time. At the core of this strife lay one thing: Brian’s determined
         departure from the kind of music of which his parents approved and had trained him to play and appreciate to jazz, which,
         in his father’s words, ‘became an absolute religion with him, always coming first’. Here, there was no give and take. For
         Lewis and Louise, this new direction was something to be blocked at every turn. For Brian, though, already a brilliant guitarist
         at twelve, it was time to take a stand. With an outright flouting of parental orders, he stopped practising classical pieces
         on the piano and clarinet altogether in favour of listening to the kind of music his parents plainly loathed. Brian dug in
         his heels and matters escalated rapidly when, two years later, having initiated himself into the music of Charlie ‘Bird’ Parker,
         the most influential American jazz saxophonist, he sold the clarinet his folks had given him and bought a second-hand alto
         saxophone. In the face of furious opposition he would disappear into his bedroom to play it behind closed doors. Of a summer’s
         night his aghast neighbours heard the first shaky but determined strains of the sax wafting towards them over their regimentally
         clipped hedges. They were soon to realise the direction in which the teenage Jones was heading.
     

      
      If his time at home on the sax was a battle, outside life was different because Brian had found an outlet for his breakaway
         music by playing with a local skiffle group. Among other things he played washboard – assuming he hadn’t lost his vital thimble
         – but it didn’t matter in any case as all the kids were just messing about. Later though, Brian tightened up his act when
         he became good enough to play sax with local bands belting out the trad jazz of trombone player Chris Barber and the English-born Humphrey Lyttleton, both renowned band leaders.
     

      
      Meanwhile, back in class, Brian’s outrageousness was getting out of hand and proving disruptive to his fellow pupils, who,
         alarmingly, were drawing inspiration from his antics. His school mate Peter Watson recalls the time Brian turned up in class
         wearing football boots, maintaining they were comfier than shoes and also remembers how ‘Brian said it was boring to drink
         regulation milk at break, so he started the fashion of drinking brown ale instead.’ Another class mate, Colin Drew remembers
         the time he and Brian were each given half a crown (12½p) by their teacher to go into town immediately and get their shocking
         shoulder-length hair cut. They both came back with ten Woodbines instead.
     

      
      These antics hardly endeared Brian to his masters. In today’s world, hot on child psychology, he would be diagnosed as hyperactive,
         put on special diets and given some space to breathe. In those days he was seen as a flat-out troublemaker, who revelled in
         being insubordinate for the pure hell of it. Perhaps they were right. Dr Bell did say, ‘As far as his masters were concerned?
         Well, they were his natural enemies, full stop!’
     

      
      At home, time was no healer. The older his sister Barbara became, and the more conventional and placid she proved to be, the
         wilder Brian appeared and the more estranged he felt, hurt by his need to compete with his sibling and bewildered by trying
         to establish his identity. Stirred into this cauldron was also his great sense of restlessness, his need to spice life up
         and find ways to let off steam. The obvious place for him to have done this would have been on the sports field, but Brian
         hated sport – although he excelled at a wide range of activities from table tennis to judo and swimming, being a very strong
         swimmer and an even better diver. ‘It wasn’t the swimming as such,’ explained his mother, ‘it was the mad dash up the slippery
         rungs of the ladder to the diving board that grabbed his attention.’ But unlike most children who tend to like what they are
         good at, Brian rejected sport as a waste of energy. He said once:
     

      
      
         I just couldn’t take to games – don’t really know why except that all that running around for no real reason seemed a waste
            of time. I skived off whenever it was possible, and my regrets were that I simply had to turn up and play on some occasions.
            But the funny thing was, that almost despite my own attitude I wasn’t bad at badminton. At least there was a bit of action
            at that sport. Mostly though, it was just that I couldn’t stand being bored.
        

      

      
      The one thing Brian had no time to be then, or at any time in the future, was bored. For, as if life wasn’t complicated enough
         already, badminton was not the only exercise he was getting. Near to Pate’s Grammar was the very exclusive Girls’ Grammar
         School, where the sweet and sheltered girls of Cheltenham were educated. Needless to say, they attracted the attention of
         all the senior boys.
     

      
      Every boy in his grade knew that Brian Jones was among the select few who had actually got beyond the grope ’n’ grapple stage.
         Furthermore, it was even whispered that he scorned the contraceptives which any senior worth his salt insisted on flashing
         from his wallet. If Brian was tackled about it, he would rap back, ‘Bareback’s the best!’ His mates didn’t know whether to
         believe his wickedly lascivious yet impishly innocent smile, and even when he did – as all boys do at that unkind age – boast
         ungallantly of a conquest or two, he had the knack of masking his confession by drawing back at the last second behind an
         intriguing air of mystery which left them guessing. Common sense said he was bluffing, but then with Jones you could never
         tell.
     

      
      Brian, however, with his who-dares-wins motto, really was raiding those maidenly preserves in all too handy proximity. He
         was a good-looking guy. From the cheeky charm which had so easily won over matron at Dean Close, he had perfected his precocious
         appeal into a lethal art and had discovered just how potent this natural asset was. He was mad, bad and dangerous to know
         and from time immemorial women have found this an irresistible allure.
     

      
      Brian was considered highly desirable, but at the same time most girls were scared to death of his volatile directness. Some,
         though, proved undaunted and in time, inevitably, things came unstuck. When the news broke that a fourteen-year-old pupil
         of the select Girls’ Grammar was pregnant, and Brian Jones was named as the father, it hit harder than a ten-ton bomb. The
         whole of Cheltenham was shocked: scandal like that was unknown then, and at once everyone began to consider how it might rebound
         on them. For Lewis and Louise it was a catastrophe, as it was for the shattered parents of the girl. In utter disgrace, Brian
         dropped out of school and tried to ride the storm. His first thought was for his girlfriend to have an abortion, but that
         was not to be. The girl, by now his ex, refused to have anything more to do with him and insisted on having her baby – a son,
         who was later adopted. But the ripples of alienation were strong and not likely to die down overnight.
     

      
      Brian felt utterly exposed. His school friends were sufficiently sobered by the incident to be frightened of associating with
         him. At home his position was completely untenable: there could be no support or sympathy for what he had done, and everyone,
         from his next-door neighbour outwards, in a pulsating spiral choking the whole of Cheltenham, was speaking about him. Brian
         could hardly bear the weight of the ordeal.
     

      
      Having quit school he now faced the daunting prospect of trying to find a job in this unhealthy atmosphere. Academically,
         he was extremely well qualified, having attained nine GCE O levels, and Advance level passes in both chemistry and physics;
         he could have walked into university with ease. But, at the same time, and of considerably more interest to him, he was already
         an exceptionally fine guitarist, pianist and saxophonist. In time he would play sax semi-professionally with a local Duane
         Eddy-style combo, the Ramrods, and jazz would move over for a new love – raw and raunchy rhythm and blues.
     

      
      For now, though, he was the local pariah, shunned and pilloried from all sides, and it is not hard to understand why he associated
         so closely with the mournful wailing sounds of a music which to him precisely mirrored his mounting frustration. Already his
         only love, music, was his only friend.
     

   
      
      TWO

      
      Odd One Out

      
      Realistically Brian was finished in Cheltenham – at least for a while. Secret arrangements had been made hastily between the
         two sets of parents and his girlfriend conveniently melted from the scene. As the unscrupulous seducer, he was encouraged
         to leave town, even the country, a wish echoed by his family. Brian realised he had no choice in the matter when his girlfriend’s
         father suddenly became seriously ill and the pressure on him to leave town, already enormous, intensified. Virtually no one
         would speak to him and he was told he would never be allowed to see the baby he had fathered. With some money, clothes and
         a recently purchased £3.00 guitar, he left home, ostensibly to see the world, in truth to hitchhike through Scandinavia and
         Germany, scratching a bare living.
     

      
      This episode in his life scared the hell out of him and possibly the only person to come close to guessing just how frightened
         he felt was the girl with whom he would soon fall in love: Pat Andrews. As Pat says:
     

      
      
         It was very hard on Brian. He was too young for something like that. He told me harrowing stories of things that’d happened
            in Germany and, though he wouldn’t say it, I sensed his unhappiness. I mean he couldn’t speak the language, he’d never been
            away from home before and here he was thrust out on his own. It’s not that Brian wouldn’t have been open to an experience like that. But it was the circumstances. It just
            wasn’t right!
        

      

      
      Right or wrong, Brian was stuck with an itinerant lifestyle for a while. Fighting back a natural desire to panic, and eking
         out his small cash reserve, he started to sing and play in bars and bistros, night after night, facing up to the less salubrious
         side of life; his wits of necessity sharpening as the weeks passed.
     

      
      When he judged enough time had gone by to allow tempers to cool he made his way back home, but the months of roughing it had
         wrought some changes. He was still good-looking – perhaps more so for the worldly glint in his eyes – and appeared extremely
         laid back in jeans, open-necked shirt and sweater, his luxuriant blond hair at this point still cut conventionally short,
         very much typifying the new youth of the day. It was inside, however, where he was really different. If he had been independently
         strong-minded before, he was an even freer agent now. Having stood on his own two feet, he knew he could hack it alone, and
         with the excessive liberalism he had encountered abroad his contempt for the Cheltonian breed had deepened.
     

      
      Back in town though there had been some changes, too. The new coffee-bar craze had swept westward from London in the mid-fifties
         and, by 1960, Cheltenham was brimful of in-places to hang out. Places like the Patio, the Aztec, El Flam and, most popular
         of all, the Barbeque/Waikiki in Queen’s Circus. To the older generation they were looked on as seedy joints, run by socially
         depraved misfits. To the teenagers, in the words of one of Brian’s friends Pete Boswell, ‘The Barbeque/Waikiki was the place
         used by all the people who mattered in Cheltenham at that time.’ In style it was a typical coffee bar, complete with jukebox
         and fruit machine, partitioned tables with high fixed cushioned seats and no leg room down one side, and a long narrow shelf table with stools down the other. Here Brian would hang out with his crowd, scoffing burgers
         and cokes and generally killing time by talking music and finding out what was on at Filby’s that night.
     

      
      Filby was Mrs N. E. Filby whose address at 38 Priory Street would become synonymous with uproarious parties, and the place
         to which all jazz bands gravitated after their gigs, despite perhaps having to travel miles to get there. Big names like Lonnie
         Donegan, Terry Lightfoot, Acker Bilk, the Temperance Seven and Tommy Steele frequented it. It was quite unique. As John Appleby
         wrote in his book, 38 Priory Street and All That Jazz: ‘It’s my belief that Mrs Filby did as much as, if not more than, any individual organisation in town to launch Cheltenham’s
         younger generation on the sea of life, simply by throwing open her door to hundreds of young people.’
     

      
      Priory Street was an elegant tree-lined residential backwater off London Road and number 38 was the last house but one of
         the terraced three-storey buildings, with a distinctive primrose-yellow front door. All the action took place in the large
         oak-panelled basement, made more roomy once the billiard table was replaced with an upright piano, a microphone and a tiny
         tape recorder and, as a kind of co-operative youth-cum-basement-jazz club, Brian was hardly away from the place. With its
         garlic-laced cheese dip, free-flowing fruity punch and trad jazz belting out full blast, it had a carnival atmosphere which
         appealed to him greatly, especially since it also allowed him to dodge the growing demands at home to settle down.
     

      
      It wasn’t that Brian didn’t appreciate his parents’ concern, but he couldn’t bear the thought of becoming a nine-to-fiver.
         Despite their incessant nagging, he avoided finding a job like the plague. With no regular wage coming in, he depended largely
         on his folks’ help to let him exist, although by 1960 he began playing with a local jazz band, the Cheltone Six, for a small
         fee and was more than happy to channel all his energies into that.
     

      
      That and, of course, the ladies. Rather more experienced by now, Brian had been picking up girls with consummate ease, though
         careful, after his school-time romance, to steer clear of anything steady. That was until he met Pat Andrews, a bright, outgoing
         and extremely attractive sixteen-year-old.
     

      
      Although born in Cheltenham, Pat was part of an evacuee family of Londoners and hadn’t had it easy in town. ‘Well, there we
         were,’ she explains, ‘working class, but brought up in a snob part of town. We felt stuck in no man’s land most of the time.’
         Although clever, Pat, like so many others at that time, didn’t have the money to go on to college and as a result she was,
         in her own words ‘starved of education’. But she was resilient. ‘I looked to others to learn from,’ she confesses. ‘I’d look
         for intelligence in the people I went around with.’ It was Brian’s brain rather than his body which first attracted Pat to
         him, although she wasn’t totally impervious to his charm.
     

      
      
         Yeah, I thought he was nice-looking even though he was short. Well he wasn’t short short. He was taller than me. But he wasn’t
            a hulking six-footer. But he was intelligent, really clever. He also listened. You see that was the beauty about Brian. He
            wouldn’t just spout off. He wanted feedback – to listen to other people.
        

      

      
      Though not a fan of blind dates, Brian had reluctantly agreed to chance this one, unaware that he’d been built up to his date
         as something of a challenge. Pat remembers:
     

      
      
         It was some mutual mates who did it. They described Brian to me as a ‘bit of a loner, an oddball with a shady reputation’.
            And I thought, Oh, yes? This could be interesting! Blimey, when I got my first glimpse of him I thought, No way! God, he was
            wearing a Harris tweed suit like my dad would wear, looking dead out of place in the coffee bar.
        

      

      
      An inauspicious first impression, but one which rapidly evaporated as soon as Brian got talking with her. The topic of conversation
         was always music in those days and on this Brian was in a class of his own. Pat continues:
     

      
      
         I couldn’t believe it. He was like a sheet without starch before, then suddenly he was full of starch! A 40-watt bulb had
            just suddenly glowed to 140-watt! It was amazing. The energy Brian radiated had to be experienced first hand even to half
            begin to grasp it. He had an incredible feel for music and an even more incredible burning desire to play it. It was something
            totally unique to Brian. Music came first and foremost and everything else was very much a poor second.
        

      

      
      Perhaps – but something clicked that first date. Coming up to Christmas 1960, their romance would grow to span the most formative
         years of Brian’s career and their affair would prove to be a volatile one. Pat readily admits he was not the easiest of men
         to understand. ‘He was so up and down. Seventy-five per cent of the time Brian was miserable because he was so thwarted musically
         at home. He felt deeply that he got no encouragement and it was so frustrating for him because music just ate away inside
         him.’
     

      
      The hassle at home let up when, also just before Christmas, Brian did the decent thing at last and got a job – although it
         was hardly the kind of which his parents approved. He worked as a coalman, lugging heavy sacks of coal on his broad back round
         to people’s houses, ending up at the end of the day with black dust coating his clothes and hair, streaking his handsome young
         face. As an ex-grammar-school boy from Hatherley, this was not something to be advertised to the neighbours, and Brian had
         to wash and change in a friend’s house before making his way home, supposedly from the office. This elaborate charade to keep up appearances, though he hated it, lasted as long as he worked the lorry.
     

      
      His next stint at earning a living was in a factory. He had to wait each morning at a pick-up point for his lift with the
         other men in the works’ van, and it was then, because of an incident early one morning when his van was involved in an accident,
         that Pat met his parents for the first time. In the smash, Brian was thrown about and nastily shaken up, lucky to escape with
         a banged knee and a damaged front tooth. En route to the dentist to have his tooth repaired, bruised and bedraggled he called
         into Boots the chemist, where Pat worked, to ask her to come to his house that night as he was too shaken to pick her up.
         Brian had never taken Pat home to meet his parents; from past experience of taking mates home he knew she would fail the acid
         test. No one ever seemed to be good enough, and he had wanted to spare her any hurt. That night, however, he felt too lousy
         to cope, something he must have regretted the instant he introduced Pat to his parents, who received her with formal politeness.
         As he knew she would, Pat, coming from a madcap loving family herself, found his set up at home most peculiar, in particular,
         the fastidious way his mother acted.
     

      
      
         It was … sterile, you might say, I mean, all very proper but no feeling. She showed me in saying she’d done Brian and I tea.
            The room was spotless with a buffet formally laid out under starched cloths. I didn’t know what to make of it. All I could
            think was that here was Brian feeling like death with an aching blooded mouth, and somehow the performance of ‘taking tea’
            still had to go on – cucumber sandwiches, the lot.
        

         They didn’t like me. I knew that right away, even before they asked where I worked. When I said Boots, I felt a physical chill.
            No one said it, but it was clear. Forget it, honey, not good enough. His mother went on about a previous girlfriend of Brian’s, from a well-to-do family and all that, but I didn’t take it to heart. All I cared about was that Brian
            was standing watching all this – weighing it up. I felt for him.
        

      

      
      No amount of disapproval, however, could dissuade Brian from Pat. Their relationship was by now an intimate one, and Pat was
         very much part of his life. She took a keen interest in his music, not just to please him but because she believed in him
         and was also a music lover herself. Her open, eager mind fascinated him and, when he could, he taught her a lot. In turn,
         Brian learned from Pat: there was no pretence in her, she called a spade a spade, and though her equally strong personality
         caused spectacular rows between them, there was a quality in her capable of reining him in, to which part of him responded.
     

      
      Musically, he was going from strength to strength. He had left the Cheltone Six and was now playing alto sax with a new group
         called the Ramrods, which was good enough to be attracting some local fame. They rehearsed at 38 Priory Street and Brian would
         take Pat along with him to watch. By then an acknowledged authority on music, he was often the centre of lively debates on
         the various merits of one musician and style or another. His uncanny perception, not to mention tolerance, was widely respected
         and his vision, which would continually encourage his inquisitive mind to break new ground, was already starting to show.
         At this point he was heavily into Johnny Cash, Ray Charles and his favourite, Julian ‘Cannonball’ Adderley. He played breathtaking
         guitar, increasingly forming his own style, and if he wasn’t playing music, he was talking about it. Even at work he was always
         scheming. As Pat says:
     

      
      
         Brian without music would be like a man without arms. When he was low on money, I’d give him some and it was always for things
            like guitar strings. Because of that, people have said that he used me. But it was nothing like that. I wanted to help him and he let me. Where’s the crime in that? To
            understand Brian you had to grasp the depth of his drive. Simple as that.
        

      

      
      Life was never simple for Brian. Problems at home were worsening again, as he felt continually under one pressure or another
         and he was becoming prone to dark moods. Though he confided in Pat as much as he allowed himself to, by nature he was very
         private and kept his feelings locked up. Consequently, he could be very unpredictable. He also had a temper, although when
         he tried to throw his weight about he didn’t have it always all his own way. Pat remembers:
     

      
      
         We rowed a lot. We parted a lot too. I can’t count the times I walked out on him and it was always Brian who came to me to
            patch it up. I’m not saying I wouldn’t have gone to him the next day, but I didn’t get the chance to. He always came to me
            within hours of our falling out to say sorry. Brian knew I wouldn’t pull a fast one on him. He knew he’d get the truth from
            me, even if he didn’t like it.
        

      

      
      At the root of most of their arguments were other boys. Brian was desperately insecure; he didn’t see himself as being anything
         special and lived in fear that Pat would fancy someone else. This would spill out as fiendish jealousy over the slightest
         thing and on occasions he would vent it physically. ‘Oh, when he lost his temper, you had to look out,’ Pat confesses. ‘He
         never lifted a hand to me, but, boy, he could be violent. We both could. We’d chuck things at each other, literally anything
         that came to hand including our shoes.’
     

      
      Yet, Brian didn’t help to assuage any jealousy Pat might have felt when their roles were reversed. To his surprise, the Ramrods
         were going down a storm, and he found himself their main attraction as he stepped offstage to a growing clutch of eye-batting admirers who would crowd around him. Even if Pat
         was there, or perversely at times, because Pat was there, he wasn’t averse to casting an appreciative eye over them. Not surprisingly, he would have to face the music
         from Pat on the way home.
     

      
      By now Brian had changed jobs again, this time to something more suited to his intellect – the architects’ department of Gloucestershire
         County Council, where he had a post as a junior assistant. His parents were pleased and so were his bosses. But from first
         setting foot inside the place, Brian detested the work. There just wasn’t a job on earth he was ever going to like and his
         attitude betrayed him at every turn.
     

      
      He worked alongside P. G. Newcombe, according to whom it would be a gross misrepresentation to say that Brian actually worked
         there. ‘He was very often late, or sometimes just didn’t arrive at all.’ But the beef went deeper than that. His lack of commitment
         spread itself thick when once Brian persuaded a council colleague to stand as guarantor for a new overcoat from the menswear
         chain, Burtons. Being totally untrammelled with any sense of responsibility to the man, the small matter of making regular
         repayments fast went to the wall and inevitably Brian defaulted. The colleague ended up feeling conned as he found himself
         stumping up for the full cost of the coat, about £30, which in 1961 was a lot of money. This, again, came down to Brian’s
         total single-mindedness. He allowed no room – felt no responsibility – for anything but his music and whatever trappings it
         required. The man Brian skinned never got his £30: ‘It made no difference when he was famous,’ complains Newcombe. ‘The colleague wrote to him, but never got so much as an acknowledgement.’
         He continues in another vein about how Brian ‘tried to get into the Cheltenham School of Architecture but was unsuccessful,
         and I do not think it was because of his academic background.’ Brian’s school chum, Pete Boswell, however, is more direct than Newcombe. ‘It was rumoured,’ he reveals, ‘that the reason
         Brian was refused was on the grounds of his reputation with women.’
     

      
      Still, despite hating every second of it, Brian gave the regular life its shot. Trying to live up to his parents’ expectations,
         he hung on in there at work; something he found impossible to do any more at home.
     

      
      His relationship with his sister Barbara, from being close as children, had become brittle as they had grown older. Partly
         because Brian was seen as a negative influence on his younger sister, his parents had decided they should protect her from
         him, though partly this crisis of confidence stemmed from within Brian himself. He had felt an outsider at home for many years
         now, never willing to conform, and with the path his life had already taken, there was only a slim chance that he ever would.
         His family spoke a different language from his own and he did not know how to translate. Short of a turnabout on their part,
         to accept him for himself, the relationship was never going to work. Finally accepting this, he left home and was never to
         return on any permanent basis.
     

      
      Brian, however, could not divorce himself completely from his family. No matter how tense relations were, he would never have
         wanted that, and his mother and father, though having failed to accept their radical son’s individuality, in their own way
         did not want that either. The three of them were to orbit each other in fragile negotiations for the rest of Brian’s life;
         sadly, it seems, only making some real inroads when it was almost too late. Years after Brian’s death, Lewis, talking of their
         entrenched resistance, conceded: ‘But then, of course, in time he proved us wrong, and I will always say to his credit that
         he never once came home and said, “I told you so.” He only said with a rather wry smile, “Well, I haven’t done so bad, Dad,
         have I?”’
     

      
      Unfortunately, during the many crucial times Brian had yearned for that warm tolerance, it hadn’t been there.
     

      
      Initially, Brian took a room with Pat’s married sister, but the nine months he stayed with the Taylors turned out to be turbulent,
         eventually producing acrimony on both sides only worsened when he fell four weeks behind with the rent. At this point, Mr
         Taylor kicked him out to find his own place: a flat in Selkirk Street. He needed a flatmate and Pete Boswell almost moved
         in with him, until a friend’s sister, sent to inspect it, knocked that idea on the head by declaring it too downmarket for
         Pete. In the end, Brian shared with an architectural student named Graham Ride who, like him, was an alto-saxophonist. Pleased
         to have the company of a kindred spirit, especially since Graham’s allegiances, like his own, had jumped from trad jazz to
         the rawer, less disciplined rhythm and blues, Brian was in his element.
     

      
      His new passion was all eclipsing. He would sit for hours, enraptured by black artists such as Muddy Waters, Bo Diddley and
         Jimmy Reed, and soon discovered he had a real feel, for the music. It was to remain the cornerstone of his life and later
         was destined to stamp its seal all over the Rolling Stones’ most memorable recordings. It was through listening to this music
         that Brian taught himself the blues.
     

      
      How to play blues was a closely guarded secret. On stage, musicians, particularly white blues artists, were even known to
         turn their hands away to hide their fingers. To master blues from records was a considerable feat, but Brian’s zest was unflagging
         and by now he had added Howlin’ Wolf and Elmore James to his growing list of heroes. His latest wish became a burning desire
         to emulate James by playing slide guitar.
     

      
      Stumped at first, his quick brain raced ahead of him, until one night he slammed out of the apartment and tore round to Pat’s house. ‘He arrived like a bleedin’ tornado,’ Pat recalls. ‘He grabbed my hand and yanked me out and down the road before
         I knew what was happening.’ Brian was after something to use as a bar to play slide guitar. He had tried using the broken-off
         neck of a bottle, but kept cutting his finger, when it dawned on him that the best place to find what he wanted, free, was
         a plumber’s yard. Pat laughs as she remembers:
     

      
      
         The great lummox was that excited he’d thought of it. Well, we searched and searched through this filthy scrap heap for this
            bloody bit of piping, just something he could cut to size. Finally in a garage tip we found it. About two inches long and
            it fitted Brian’s finger perfectly. He was happy.
        

      

      
      Now he could also play slide guitar – a rare and outstanding achievement. In an interview years later for Radio One, Bill
         Wyman spoke of Brian’s genius, ‘He was a brilliant slide guitar player and the first slide guitar player in England that ever
         was.’
     

      
      There was little holding Brian now. Steeped in R&B, he enjoyed the freedom of his lodgings, his job, though barely tolerable,
         paid for his guitar strings and he was happy with Pat. He had recently gone with her to London to her cousin’s wedding and,
         while there, they did the rounds of the clubs, the high spot being a visit to the Ken Colyer Club to sample one of the famous
         Sunday lunchtime jazz sessions. Inspired and home again, Brian started toying with the idea of writing songs, although it
         wasn’t actually songs in which he was interested – the words were only tools to which to set chords and, on the floor, with
         his guitar grafted to his body, it would be music he’d be composing in his head. Looking on, Pat felt content, unaware that
         less happy times were looming.
     

      
      There was always an element of urgency and restlessness about Brian; nothing ever stayed the same for very long. Soon he moved
         out of Selkirk Street, this time to 73 Prestbury Road, with a new flatmate Dick Hattrell whom he had met the previous year, and who also shared his passion for R&B. It was 1961
         and in their £5 10s (£5.50) a week apartment their lives virtually revolved around music; increasingly, there was less time for anything else.
     

      
      When Brian discovered that the blues musician Alexis Korner was coming to Cheltenham Town Hall, he was ecstatic. He and Dick
         had already recorded every scrap they could of Alexis’s music from their tinny old radio and had listened to the tapes over
         and over until they literally disintegrated. Brian flipped at the prospect of seeing his hero in the flesh. Unaware that this
         night would prove to be a major turning point in his life, he rushed out and bought tickets for the three of them – Pat, Dick
         and himself – for the one-night stand.
     

      
      Their behaviour up in the balcony during the performance was something few there that evening will ever forget: Brian went
         completely berserk with enthusiasm during Alexis’s set. After the show he discovered that Korner had gone across the road
         to the Patio wine bar. Propelling Pat and Dick in that direction, he plucked up courage and went straight over to Alexis to
         introduce himself. Within seconds of that first meeting, a special bond was forged between Alexis and Brian, whose knowledge
         and evident ability impressed the hell out of Alexis. When Korner did manage to squeeze a word in edgeways all he had to say
         to Brian was, ‘For God’s sake, you have got to come to London! You’ve just got to!’
     

      
      When the time came for Pat to be going home, Brian left the Patio and walked with her, talking every step of the way about
         Alexis. Having seen Pat to her front door, he collected his guitar from his apartment, and charged back to the Patio to pick
         up the threads again. Alexis soon became Brian’s firm friend and invited Brian to London to stay with him and his wife, Bobbie.
         They could only offer him a floor, but Brian would have slept on a razor blade if it meant he could be in London with Alexis Korner. He was already planning to hitch there the very next weekend.
     

      
      Years later, describing Jones that night, Alexis Korner called him: ‘This pent up ball of obsessive energy, talking away nineteen
         to the dozen in an incredibly intense manner. But that’s how people talk when they reminisce about Brian. I vividly recall
         the first time I met Brian, but I can’t for the life of me remember where I first met Mick.’
     

      
      Yet, any impact Brian had on Alexis was overshadowed by the impact Alexis had on Brian, and if his

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
         
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
         
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
         
         
      

      
      
      
      
         
      

      
      
      
            

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
   OEBPS/images/9781405513715.jpg
BRIAN JONES

Laura Jackson






