
²ŀȅƴŜΩǎ ±ƛƴǘŀƎŜ aƻǳǘƘƛƴƎs - My Musical(?) Past  

 

OK, I own up. I would love to be performing on stage at Vintage at Goodwood in August. I had a go at 

being a pop star once before, ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ quite come off. 

It all started quite well. My Nan and Mum coerced me into entering talent competitions at Harry 

DǊŀƘŀƳΩǎ bandstand (now sadly defunct) in Morecambe. 

 

 

I won singing a rousing version of CliŦŦ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΩǎ Ψ/ƻƴƎǊŀǘǳƭŀǘƛƻƴǎΩ (I have since moved on and can do a 

ƳŜŀƴ ǾŜǊǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ /ƭƛŦŦΩǎ ΨWired for Sound. All ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ƴƻǿΧ  άI like tall sǇŜŀƪŜǊǎ Σ L ƭƛƪŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǎǇŜŀƪŜǊǎέΦ 

 

 



 

¢ƘŜȅ Ǝƻǘ ƳŜ ƳƻŘŜƭƭƛƴƎΧ 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 



Χŀnd got me into the amatuer dramatics at the Winter Gardens. 

 

 
 



I spent the whole of my teenage years clubbing and buying records. 

Like many of my generation, I thought nothing of going to Wigan Casino to listen to Northern Soul , The 

Highland Room at Blackpool Mecca to dance to Jazz Funk and Disco, and then to The Lodestar in 

Ribchester, or The Russell Club in Hulme to listen to Slaughter and the Dogs. 

 

I met Mrs. H on the dancefloor at Angels in Burnley on one of Mike Shafts Wednesday Soul Nights (and 

what a story to tell here). 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



!ǘ ŎƻƭƭŜƎŜ ƛƴ мфтф L ŦƻǊƳŜŘ ŀ ōŀƴŘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ 5ƛǾŜǊǎŜƴΧ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƛƴŎŀǊƴŀǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ Ǉƻǎǘ Ǉǳƴƪ ǊŀŎƪŜǘ όǘƘŀǘΩǎ 

me at the mic). 

 

 
 

The second incarnation came from a group of clubbers from Le Beat Route .I suppose we were a 

mixture of Was not Was, Kid Creole and A Certain Ratio (or we liked to think we were) but in these pics 

taken at Camden Lock in 1980, we looked like Haircut one Hundred. 

 

 
 


